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TANTALUS 

CHAPTER  I 
''Defer  no  times:  delays  have  dangerous  ends." 

The  throngs  that  had  toiled  all  day  in  the  sky-scraping 
"Thunderbolt"  building  were  now  at  six  o'clock,  pouring 
out  of  it.  Julian  Carroll,  newspaper-man,  who  had  but  a 
moment  earlier  thrown  up  a  particularly  desirable  assign- 
ment on  the  plea  of  urgent  private  business,  came  with 
them  only  to  halt  outside  in  the  sheltered  corner  of  the 
doorway  as  if  for  further  reflection. 

The  street  was  misty  with  the  beating  rain;  netted  tele- 
phone-wires were  strung  thick  with  beaded  raindrops;  and 
from  every  foothold  poured  the  flckxl  which  the  white 
radiance  of  the  arc-lights,  contending  with  November 
gloom,  turned  to  glittering  jewels.  In  the  muddy  gutters 
racing  waters  sang  the  very  song  of  the  brook.  Close  your 
eyes  and  imagine  forest  greenery,  dim  verdant  recesses 
sacred  to  solitude.  Open  them  to  see  tall  denuded  poles 
long  shorn  of  their  leafy  canopies,  and  hurrying  folk 
thicker  than  the  fallen  leaves  of  November. 

Julian  saw  them,  but  saw  them  not.  He  called  him- 
self a  practical  man.  Nevertheless,  as  he  stood  aside  from 
the  rushy  he,  a  very  unwilling  host,  was  entertaining  a 
specter;  and  he  could  give  thought  to  nothing  besides.    Of 

1 


2  TANTALUS 

what  use  to  dub  himself  a  fool,  shaking  with  a  creeping 
terror  that  had  caught  him  in  its  fierce  and  sudden  grip. 
It  was  no  new  thing,  this  uninvited,  terrifying  guest.  Why 
had  it  all  at  once  strengthened  to  power  to  strike  every 
tightened  nerve  with  the  ring  of  a  knell! 

Workers  hurried  home  to  supper.  For  him,  too,  an 
evening-meal  was  spreading  in  the  place  he  called,  per 
force,  home,  though  it  was  so  little  entitled  to  the  endearing 
appellation.  Should  it  be  supper  now?  Supper  or — ^as 
ever  impulse  was  his  guide.  He  raised  his  umbrella,  and 
although  the  car  he  might  have  taken  stopped  at  the 
nearby  crossing,  he  set  off  afoot.  The  dash  and  pelt  of 
the  rain,  the  plash  of  the  streaming  sidewalks,  were  not 
inharmonious  with  his  mood.  If  nature  wept  with  his 
woe,  it  was  the  least  she  could  do. 

As  he  went  on  with  garments  growing  damp  and  shoes 
that  speedily  began  creaking  with  wetness,  he  told  himself 
that  in  all  the  great  city  there  was  none  so  wretched  as  he. 
Conscience  pricked  him  on  the  plaint;  repeated  what  he 
knew  too  well:  that  if  he  was  cold  and  wet  and  hungry 
there  were  others  that  were  cold  and  wet  and  hungry 
by  necessity,  not  by  choice,  who  had  likewise  that  other 
burden  to  bear.  But  little  did  the  hateful  truth  help  to 
restore  his  balance. 

Forsaking  the  finer  parts  of  the  city,  Carroll  plunged 
deep  into  the  squalid  suburbs — ^those  uglier  portions  where 
want  and  disease  and  crime  have  it  so  much  their  own  way 
that  efforts  to  ameliorate  conditions  seem  the  puny  antics 
of  a  dwarf  directed  to  the  overthrow  of  a  giant. 

Perhaps  Julian  occasionally  reflected  on  the  hideous 
inequalities  of  human  destiny,  since  he  knew  these  streets 
80  well;  and  since  it  had  come  in  his  way  to  observe  one 
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who,  not  content  with  hating  evil,  had  set  himself  to  oom- 
bat  it.  But  to  say  that  Julian  Carroll  had  ever  had  any 
wish  or  intent  to  give  himself  to  help  the  righting  of  the 
social  fabric  would  be  to  do  him  more  than  justice. 

He  halted  at  last  before  a  pillared  doorway.    Upon  an 
oblong  of  tin  was  lettered  the  name: 


DR.  VICTOR  PAUL 


Time  and  his  ally,  the  weather,  had  turned  the  clustered 
pillars,  once  white,  to  a  dingy  grey.  This  had  at  one  time 
been  the  seat  of  colonial  state,  and  still,  though  shouldered 
insolently  on  every  side  by  tall  brick  cubiforms,  retained 
a  distinctive  aristocratic  air.  It  was  not  only  its  generous 
breadth,  its  steeply-sloping,  antique  roof,  its  small-paned 
windows,  that  set  it  apart  from  its  modem,  frankly  ugly 
neighbors;  but  also  the  fact  that  here  in  this  desert  of 
dinginess,  shone  an  oasis  of  spotless  cleanliness. 

Glad  at  last  to  find  refuge  from  the  storm  he  had  courted, 
Julian,  beneath  the  jutting  doorway,  furled  his  saturated 
umbrella,  and  with  a  quick,  impatient  hand  rang  the  bell. 
A  moment  or  two  and  a  wavering  light  began  to  flash 
through  the  side-panes.  As  if  reluctant,  the  door  swung 
slowly  open.  Perhaps  the  door  did,  indeed,  express  the 
feeling  of  the  power  behind  it.  At  least  the  miniature  dame 
who  stood  before  the  visitor  was  accustomed  to  focus  on 
him  eyes  that  he  felt  all  through  him  to  be  glinting  with 
disapproval.  This  fairy-godmother-like  person,  white- 
capped,  white-kerchiefed  and  white-haired  had  always 
excited  a  certain  admiration  in  Carroll,  and  he  by  no 
means  understood  why  it  should  be  rewarded  with  evident 
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dislike.  But  he  could  not  be  expected  to  guess  that  of 
himself  he  had  no  standing;  that  he  was  the  cipher  whose 
value  came  by  contact  with  another — ^at  once  his  value 
and  his  scorning. 

Admitted  to  the  hall,  he  placed  his  dripping  umbrella 
in  the  receptacle  there  provided,  and  with  no  further 
ceremony  opened  the  door  labeled  "  office  **• 


CHAPTER  n 

"I  know  thee  well;  but  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearned  and  strange** 

Dr.  Paul's  office  wall  was  lined  with  books,  save  in 
the  space  between  the  two  front  windows,  which  was 
occupied  by  a  medicine  cabinet. 

The  fire  that  blazed  in  the  deep  old  chimney  opposite 
the  door  painted  long,  bright  streaks  upon  the  many 
glass  cylinders  packed  with  drugs,  and  displaying  mys- 
tically abbreviated  Latin  labels;  winked  over  glided 
titles  in  divers  tongues;  and  shone  in  flickering  rose- 
light,  too,  on  Dr.  Paul,  who  sat  by  a  table  reading. 
For  a  moment  the  beautiful  profile  was  outlined,  cameo- 
likq,  against  the  flames.  Then  with  a  smile  and  a  word 
of  greeting  the  owner  of  the  domicile  rose  to  bid  the 
caller  welcome. 

•Julian,  be  it  mentioned,  was  no  Adonis.  According 
to  strict  Greek  standards,  he  could  have  no  claim  at  all 
in  the  matter  of  looks.  But  from  a  modem  point  of 
view  and  in  a  quite  unclassical  way  he  was  eminently 
good  looking — enough  so  to  be  at  ease  about  it,  and  not 
enough  to  cause  him  to  be  eaten  up  by  the  power  of  his 
own  charms.  Being  troubled  with  no  undercurrent  of 
self  discontent,  he  was  able  to  give  an  ungrudging  admira- 
tion to  this  other  man. 

Nature  is,  unhappily,  a  miserly  creature,  who  seldom 
does  her  best.    Parsimoniously  she  doles  out  her  stores, 
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and  only  rarely  she  gets  into  a  frame  of  mind  when  she 
feels  like  trying  what  she  can  do  in  the  way  of  an  ideal. 
The  clay  of  which  Victor  Paul  was  molded  had  been 
touched  by  the  freakish  artist  with  a  hand  of  love.  It 
was  not  only  that  she  had  carved  the  features  as  if  she 
loved  the  task,  and  as  if  she  were  intent  to  show  what 
can  be  done  with  the  human  material  that  is  cast  into  so 
many  shapes;  or  that  she  had  added  the  crowning  gift 
of  that  distinction  and  stateliness  of  bearing  that  exact 
deference  as  their  natural  tribute.  This  was  much,  but 
not  all.  There  was  intellect  as  well  as  beauty  in  the 
sculpturesque  features,  in  the  ample  brow.  But,  better 
than  all  these  material  endowments  was  the  pervading 
fact  that  the  soul  looking  from  those  deep,  dark  eyes 
was  so  obviously  above  the  mean  or  trivial. 

They  might  be  called  antitheses,  these  two,  so  far 
asunder  were  they  by  thought  and  training.  What  had 
seemed  more  unlikely  at  one  time  than  a  meeting  of 
lives  divided  by  half  the  globe?  Julian,  who  cultivated 
materialism,  and  whose  ambition  was  for  his  own  advance- 
ment to  the  magnificent  pinnacle  whereon  sat  the  editor- 
in-chief,  was  a  man  who  frankly  dug  gold  for  himself. 
He  was  neither  ungenerous  nor  uncompassionate;  he 
would,  in  fact,  give  anything  but  himself.  The  little 
circle  of  his  own  hopes  and  ambitions  held  him,  and 
he  was  satisfied  therewith. 

Dr.  Paul's  was  the  greater  generosity,  the  wider  hu- 
manity; it  was  himself  he  gave  upon  the  daily  altar  of 
sacrifice;  an  oblation  none  the  less  noble  that  it  had,  in 
a  sense,  been  forced  upon  him.  But  in  the  moment 
when  it  had  been  given  him  to  choose  whether  it  should 
be  the  higher  or  the  lower  that  he  would  pursue,  he  had 
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taken  on  him  the  burden  of  the  nobler  choice  that  meant 
hardship  and  renunciation. 

A  year  ago  they  had  met,  and,  as  it  had  happened,  as 
if  to  mark  the  divergence  from  the  start,  it  had  been  in 
their  respective  capacities  of  physician  and  reporter; 
physician,  fighting  the  world 's  pains  and  evils,  and  reporter 
solicitous  how  most  picturesquely  and  tellingly  to  chron- 
icle them.  Upon  Julian's  memory  was  that  meeting 
etched  as  if  with  a  fine-pointed  flame,  so  apart  was  it 
from  any  previous  experience.  It  had  struck  some 
strange  chord,  suggested  in  himself  a  hitherto  unsuspected 
susceptibility;  and  never  did  that  dormant  impression 
revivify  itself  but  that  it  brought  a  subconscious  pain 
like  that  following  a  bad  dream  over  night. 

Dreadful  was  that  which  had  lain  between  them,  the 
broken,  sodden  image  of  a  man  in  whose  bared  breast 
appeared  a  gaping  dagger-thrust;  and  whose  clothes 
turned  back  to  reveal  the  wound,  were  drenched  with  a 
hideous  crimson. 

Did  he  grow  too  sensitive  for  a  calling  like  this? 
Julian  asked  himself  that  his  senses  should  reel,  that  there 
should  come  upon  him,  like  the  sudden  swift  rise  of  waves 
about  him,  the  pressure  of  a  great  woe,  as  if  this  dead 
creature  whom  he  knew  not  and  whom  living  he  would 
have  shrunk  from  with  all  his  over-fastidious  soul,  were 
upon  his  heart! 

His  eyes  across  that  ghastly  thing  fell  upon  Dr.  Paul, 
whose  entrance  had  been  unheard,  and  who,  standing 
silent,  pale  and  spectral  in  the  poor  light,  seemed  to 
the  dazed  Julian  supernatural,  unreal.  Was  this  still  form 
looking  at  him  iinth  dark,  sombre  eyes  and  seeming  to 
oommnnicate  with  him  by  some  strange  means  across 
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the  chasm,  the  soul  of  the  murdered  man,  already  r^aining 
the  lost  likeness  to  the  divine  by  severance  from  the  clay  ? 
Too  strange,  too  oppressive  were  the  uncomprehended 
emotions  of  that  moment  for  his  high-strung  nerves. 
He  swayed  as  if  he  would  fall. 

Dr.  Paul  came  quickly  around,  giving  him  a  chair. 
"You  are  ill?"  he  said,  and  pushed  wider  the  window 
beside  which  he  had  placed  him.  Julian  did  not  under- 
stand what  had  befallen  him,  but  resistance  was  instinctive. 

He  got  off  the  chair,  to  stand  upright,  to  say  in  assertion 
of  the  self  that  had  seemed  to  slip  his  grasp.  "I  am  not 
ill!" 

"The  sight  might  well  overcome  you,"  Dr.  Paul  sug- 
gested; but  this  pleased  Mr.  Carroll  no  better  as  a  diagnosis 
of  his  strange  disorder. 

"I  am  no  novice,"  he  declared  brusquely;  "it  is  horrid 
enough,  but  I  have  seen  the  like  before." 

"Pardon  me, "  Dr.  Paul  returned  in  his  cold,  impersonal 
way. 

Julian  feared  that  in  his  effort  to  assert  himself  he  had 
been  less  than  civil.  "Pardon  7W«,"  he  responded,  "you 
are  very  kind,  but  there  is  really  nothing  the  matter  with 
me — ^though  for  a  moment  I  almost  thought  there  was. 
I  am  here  on  business  strictly.  I  am  a  newspaper-man." 

Dr.  Paul  merely  bowed  at  this  announcement,  but 
said  in  an  afterthought.  "I  am  about  to  leave;  perhaps  I 
can  be  of  service  to  you  before  I  go?" 

Julian  closed  with  the  offer.  "Thank  you.  I  shall 
want  to  ask  you  some  questions  if  you  will  kindly  wait." 

Dr.  Paul  silently  assented;  remaining  a  passive  spectator 
while  the  reporter  pursued  the  investigations  his  errand 
demanded;  to   turn   at   last   to    the   witness    reserved. 


TANTALUS  » 

Julian  knew  well  enough  why  he  had  asked  him  to  wait, 
why  he  did  not  tap  his  fund  of  knowledge  at  the  word 
and  let  him  go.  It  was  not  business  necessity,  but 
strongly  awakened  interest  in  this  new-met  acquaintance 
that  actuated  his  detention.  Julian  could  not  let  him 
disappear  nameless,  unidentified,  into  the  unknown. 
He  knew  that  the  doctor  did  betray  an  instant's  hesitation 
over  the  request  for  his  card;  but  it  had  been  so  slight,  so 
quickly  suppressed,  that  Julian  had  not  felt  obliged  to 
be  aware  of  it.    He  had  stalked  wary  game  before. 

Perhaps  Victor  Paul  remembered  if  Julian  did  not, 
that  an  inquest  must  follow;  and  if  he  had  the  impulse 
to  refuse  the  address,  gave  way  before  its  futility.  Julian 
accepted  the  penciled  card  with  the  understanding  that 
business  would  require  another  interview;  and  needless 
to  say  business  did.  Having  found  his  way  once,  the 
interviewer  did  not  thereafter  trouble  himself  to  find 
excuse  for  his  visits  outside  his  own  wishes. 

If  Dr.  Paul's  attraction  originated  in  that  haunting 
mystery  of  their  first  encounter,  it  was  not  rooted  solely 
in  that;  nor  did  it  come  from  the  fact  that  Dr.  Paul  was 
plainly  reluctant  to  be  cultivated  and  Julian  always 
hankered  most  after  that  which  was  difficult  of  attainment. 
In  that  he  did  not,  perhaps,  differ  greatly  from  the  rest 
of  the  world.  But  in  him  the  trait  was  greatly  intensified. 
And  Julian,  sturdy  besieger,  had  scaled  the  wall;  met 
the  conscience  and  the  vow  of  renunciation  that  stood  in 
his  way  in  a  single  combat  and  defeated  them.  Though 
he  had  offered  resistance,  though  he  had  armed  himself 
with  a  cold  punctilious  courtesy  that  should  have  been  a 
rebuff,  Victor  had,  long  before  the  year  was  up,  inwardly 
acknowledged,  that  weak  as  it  might  be  to  accept  what 


10  TANTALUS 

he  had  promised  to  resign  forever,  he  was  of  a  mind  to 
thank  Julian — or  Providence — ^for  forcing  this  gift  upon 
him.  This  gift  of  amity,  of  companionship,  that  meant 
to  him  a  coming  forth  from  a  very  desert  of  absolute 
loneliness,  wherein  his  only  resort  had  been  to  apathy, 
indiflFerence,  cold  comforters,  po6r  allies. 

So  far  had  the  persevering  Julian  made  his  way. 
but  there  he  must  stop.  Into  Dr.  Paul's  present  he  might 
come,  but  his  past  was  as  much  a  sealed  book  as  it  had 
been  at  the  first  meeting.  The  reticence  that  never 
dropped  a  hint  could  be  no  accident;  and  Dr.  Paul's 
personality  forbade  intrusive  questions,  even  from  one 
prying  by  profession  and  dowered  alike  by  nature  and 
training  with  plenty  of  assurance. 

That  might  hold  a  fascinating  tale,  that  volume  of  a 
sedulously  guarded  past;  and  the  stranded  figure  of  its 
hero,  lone  as  Alexander  Selkirk  on  his  sea-girt  prison  was 
one  to  attract  the  fancy.  But  Julian  was  canny;  and  too 
wise  to  imperil  what  he  had  hardly  won  by  eflFort  to  grasp 
what  was  beyond  his  reach. 


CHAPTER  in 

^Give  sorrow  words;  the  grief  that  does  not  speak 
Whispers  the  o  'er-fraught  heart  and  bids  it  break. " 

It  was  a  storm-beaten  figure  that  came  within  the 
bright  radius  of  the  lamplight;  damp  glittered  in  pris- 
matic dew  on  the  reporter's  tweeds,  and  each  footstep  left 
its  print  of  grey  mire  on  the  floor.  If  the  outward 
storm  were  plainly  so  advertised,  so  too,  was  the  inner 
disturbance  betrayed  by  subtler,  but  still  visible,  tokens. 

Julian  looked  ruefully  at  his  muddy  traces.  "See  how 
I  am  marking  up  your  floor;  and  I  know  that  your  soul 
abhors  a  mess!" 

"Never  mind  the  floor;  the  remedy  is  simple  enough. 
The  more  important  fact  is  that  you  are  exceedingly 
wet  and  are  apparently  trying  to  make  yourself  ill." 
There  was  the  merest  tinge  of  a  foreign  accent  in  Dr. 
Paul's  enunciation  that  softened  rather  than  marred  it. 

"I  have  no  design  of  any  sort,"  Carroll  retorted,  "my 
actions  have  been  quite  at  random.  It  needs  no  plan  to  do 
a  foolish  thing.  But  of  course,  being  a  doctor,  you  feel 
the  world 's  pulse  by  pure  force  of  habit.  I  never  imagine 
myself  ill,  hence  never  am  ill.  A  simple  but  efficacious 
arrangement  as  you  will  perceive." 

Dr.  Paul  smiled  with  some  sarcasm.  The  speaker's 
aspect,  pallid  and  storm-beaten  and  cheerless  as  the 
weather,  seemed  but  poorly  to  uphold  this  boast. 

11 
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"Well,  Mr.  Carroll,  one  must  speak  after  his  own 
fashion  and  act  so  as  well.  So  I  intend  to  see  to  it  that  you 
make  some  necessary  changes." 

Julian,  slipping  into  a  seat  by  the  fire,  shrugged  his 
shoulders  ungraciously.  "No  need  for  that."  The  tone 
said.  "Let  me  alone!"  "I  shall  do  well  enough  by  the 
fire,"  he  observed.  He  stretched  his  wet  feet  to  the  blaze 
as  if  he  meant  to  see  the  matter  through  on  that  line  and 
to  be  constrained  to  no  other. 

Dr.  Paul  tranquilly  ignored  these  remarks.  He  vanished 
into  a  closet  whence  he  presently  reappeared  with  various 
articles  of  apparel  which  he  oflFered  to  the  wet  wayfarer. 
His  manner  was  that  of  a  person  expecting  to  prevail 
in  the  end.  "Come  it  will  not  do  to  play  such  tricks  with 
your  vitality,  I  cannot  take  the  responsibility  of  allowing 
it.    So,  if  you  take  these  now  it  will  save  time." 

The  words  were  suggestive  of  more  than  was  said. 
Julian  looked  up,  questioning.  "You  think  to  scare  me 
into  compliance!" 

The  dark,  steadfast  eyes  always  exercised  a  certain 
compulsion,  resist  as  Julian  might.     He  rose.     "Your 
determination  overawes  me,"    was    his    way  out  of  it; 
"I  might  as  well  give  you  your  own  way  first  as  last,  ^ 
since  you  are  bent  on  having  it  in  the  end .' ' 

"There  is  absolutely  no  question  of  my  *own  way*  but 
only  of  your  welfare." 

"There,"  said  Julian,  "the change  is  complete,  it  will 
cost  me  little  to  admit  that  you  were  right  and  I  was 
wrong.  I  feel  so  much  better  that  it  was  worth  the 
trouble  and  worth  the  bulldozing."  Then  silence 
came. 

Julian's  was  an  inexplicable  state  of  mind.    It  was  not 
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a  usual  eicperience  with  him  to  find  himself  tongue-tied; 
but  silence  was,  nevertheless  not  so  much  a  wish  or  a  pur- 
pose as  it  was  a  binding  spell  he  could  not  break.  And  oh, 
his  need  to  break  it!  the  deadly  fear  that  had  driven  him 
so  far;  but  that  should  have  started  him  to  action  six 
months  ago.  He  had  been  worshipping  the  poor  false 
god,  luck,  and  now  that  the  possible  consequence  of  his 
folly  had  suddenly  risen  to  overwhelm  hope  and  resistance, 
the  secret  that  he  had  been  hiding,  crushing  out  of  sight, 
trying  to  deny  to  the  person  whom  he  could  least  deceive, 
himself,  had  grown  to  a  fierce  and  threatening  giant 
to  have  him  under  foot.  He  raised  his  eyes,  in  them  the 
extremity  of  his  fear,  his  beseeching  for  help,  to  the  faith- 
compelling  ones  of  his  host.  What  he  exclaimed  was 
commonplace  and  non-commital  enough.  "Doctor,  you 
see  before  you  a  htmibug,  a  rank  impostor — ^as  I  believe 
you  partly  guess." 

"I  at  least  guess  that  you  have  some  cause  for  worry." 

"Worry!"  said  Julian  with  a  sigh,  "worry!  no  wonder 
you  are  amazed  to  see  a  supposedly  sane  man  in  this 
driving  storm — ^a  very  derelict! — if  a  mere  whim  brought 
me  here;  no  wonder  you  think  me  half-mad.  Well 
lam  at  least  half-mad — ^with  fear.  Do  your  patients 
usually  present  themselves  with  a  boast  of  invulnerability 
by  way  of  a  preliminary  statement?" 

The  doctor  admitted  that  they  did  not.  '^Though  I 
believe  that  I  see  most  eccentricities, "  was  the  addition. 

"Well,  you  have  not  met  with  that  particular  eccentri- 
city," returned  the  visitor.  "I — I — "  but  he  choked  on 
the  words  that  were  to  give  the  shadow  shape. 

"I  am  ready  and  waiting  to  hear  anything  you  may 
wish  to  tell  me." 
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Secret  anxiety,  agonized  over  for  so  long,  had  brought  the 
high-strung  nerves  close  to  the  breaking  point.  The  doing 
was  his  own,  its  folly  was  apparent,  but  he  was  no  nearer 
to  disburdenment.  He  strayed  a  few  disordered  steps 
across  the  room,  before  he  met  again  the  strong  steady 
regard  beneath  which  was  the  still  patience  of  a  great 
and  unsuspected  insight.  Julian  was  no  such  riddle  to 
Dr.  Paul  as  Dr.  Paul  was  to  Julian. 

"You  think  me  a  fool!" 

"No,  Mr:  Carroll,  though  you  are  doing  a  foolish 
thing.'' 

Julian  indulged  in  a  wry  face-  "That  is  a  little  better, 
I  suppose;  the  difference  between  an  acute  and  a  chronic 
case.  But  I  need  no  one  to  point  out  my  folly.  I  am  too 
conscious  of  it  myself.  Imagine  if  you  can,  an  hypothetical 
case,  a  man  over  whom  a  dreadful  affliction  hangs,  the 
extent  of  which  he  is  quite  unable  to  gauge  It  may  be 
less,  it  can  hardly  be  greater  than  he  fears.  Does  he  submit 
it  to  the  test?  No;  the  sole  effort  of  this  infatuated  idiot 
has  been,  instead  of  trying  to  asceirtain  the  truth,  to  conceal 
the  secret  from  his  acquaintances;  hoping  by  denying  and 
ignoring  it  to  minimize  its  terrors,  perhaps  to  deprive 
it  of  reality.    But  that  no  longer  suffices." 

"Perhaps  now  as  well  as  it  ever  did  You  are  asking 
my  opinion  concerning  this  imaginary  case?" 

"Yes." 

"The  case-  being  hypothetical,  I  shall  fortunately  risk 
hurting  no  ones  feelings  by  saying  that  the  procedure 
reminds  me  greatly  of  the  traditional  conduct  of  the 
ostrich." 

"I   do   not   understand   you,"   said    Julian. 

"Do  you  not?  To  be  more  explicit,  then,  I  maintain 
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that  the  record  of  such  a  struggle  must  be  too  legibly 
imprinted    to    escape   notice   altogether.    You  have  but 
shut  your  eyes  to  the  truth." 
"Well,  Dr    Paul,  and  the  upshot  of  all  this  is?*' 
"K  we  were  considering  anything  more  than  a  hypoth- 
esis, or  if  I  knew  this  patient,  I  might  venture  to  tell  him 
that  in  spite  of  all  his  concealment  I  have  seen  his  spectre." 
The  personality  of  the  speaker  repressed  the  derision 
with  which   Julian  might  elsewhere  have  received  this 
assurance.     As  it  was  the  laugh  that  attempted  to  be 
politely   sceptical    was   only   tremulous.     "I   consult   a 
physician,  Dr.  Paul,  not  a  clairvoyant." 

"K  my  memory  serves  me,  you  have  as  yet  consulted 
neither." 
"Drop  that  transparent  fiction!" 
"With  all  my  heart — upon  your  example," 
"I  have  tried  your  patience,  I  know;  would  you  know  the 
reason  why?  very  well;  learn  the  humiliating  fact.     I 
am  afraid.    Yes,  afraid;   but  for  that  I  should  have  told 
you,  consulted  you,  weeks  ago,  even  months  ago,  before 
reaching  this  stage  of  a  coercive  must.     I  realize  that  I 
may  have  made  a  fatal  mistake,  one  that  may  cost  me 
—but  an  unspoken  thought  is  unreal,  evanescent,  it  may 
come  and  go  and  scarcely  leave  a  trace.     But  once  em- 
body it  in  words  and  it  becomes  an  obdurate  fact,  from 
which  one  cannot  escape,  any  more  than  from  the  conse- 
quences of  his  own  neglect  or  folly.     At  present  I  do 
not  know,  I  only  fear;  one  may  argue  a  fear  away  into 
the  nothingness  of  a  thought  unspoken.     I  have  been,  I 
am,  afraid  to  learn  the  truth,  for  from  the  truth  once 
crystallized  in  words  there  can  be  no  escape." 
Dr.  Paul  listened  with  evident  strong  disapprobation. 
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''You  know  as  well  as  I  can  tell  you,  that  it  has  been  a 
mistaken  course.  It  is  not  always  well  to  argue  one's 
fears  away;  it  is  better  to  examine  them!** 

But  Julian,  saturated  with  his  long-entertained  dreads 
was  receptive  to  no  such  reasoning.  "Suppose^  that 
investigation  shall  only  confirm  my  worst  fears,  extinguish 
hope  forever.*'     He  turned  white. 

"I  fancy  that  you  love  argument  for  its  own  sake, 
Mr.  Carroll." 

"No,  no,  Doctor,**  Julian  quickly  disputed;  "at  least, 
not  in  this.  You  do  not  understand.  How  could  you? 
You  must  first  have  been  in  my  position  to  do  that. 
You  must  first  have  been  beaten  down,  broken  on  this 
wheel  of  a  sickening,  creeping  fear  that  could  be  put  off, 
but  never  cast  out,  to  know  what  it  means.  Fear  said, 
have  it  out,  learn  the  truth;  nothing  can  be  worse  than 
suspense.  But  hope  replied,  it  cannot  be  that  this  horror 
is  to  come  upon  me,  upon  Julian  Carroll;  refuse  to  admit 
it,  drive  it  away,  put  it  out  of  sight;  it  must  not,  it  shall 
not  be  so.  Upon  that  principle  have  I  been  acting. 
I  have  refused  to  let  the  fiend  get  outside  the  innermost 
citadel  of  thought.  Therein  it  stayed  to  rustle  and  whisper 
in  the  dark.    But  it  has  grown  too  strong — " 

The  vividness  of  his  pain  and  struggle  was  in  words 
and  manner;  but  the  same  strange  unwillingness  was  still 
in  possession  to  withhold  the  cardinal  fact.  "I  am 
awaiting  your  confidence,"  Victor  urged,  "I  should  in- 
vite it  if  I  knew  how." 

Vain  the  bid! 

Used  to  dealing,  as  it  were,  with  humanity  in  the  raw, 
with  people  whose  idiosyncrasies  were  much  less  under 
CQUtrol  iimx  those  of  the  higher-placed  Julian,  Dr.  Paul 
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realized  that  for  all  their  external  diflerenees  they  were  in 
the  end  of  the  same  flesh,  partakers  of  the  same  human 
weaknesses.  Oftentimes,  encountering  in  some  less 
outwardly  civilized  body  a  contrarity  resembling  this, 
he  had  found  it  expedient  to  cast  out  reticence  boldly, 
to  take  the  patient's  confidence  by  storm;  and  the  moment 
seemed  ripe  for  more  aggressive  tactics. 

The  voice  that  broke  the  silence  sounded  a  firmer 
note,  divested  of  the  apathy  and  coldness  that  were 
ordinarily  so  marked   in  his  manner. 

"Mr.  Carroll,  you  evidently  need  a  helping  hand. 
I  oflFer  it  to  you,  if  you  will  accept;  though  without  your 
express  permission  I  will  not  speak." 

"You  have  my  permission,  of  course,"  said  Julian, 
polite  but  unbelieving.  Dr.  Paul,  without  leaving  his 
chair,  placed  an  elbow  on  the  comer  of  the  table  that 
projected  between  them;  and  resting  his  face  upon  his 
hand,  brought  it  close  to  Julian's.  Scarcely  a  yard  in- 
tervened. "You  have  given  me  leave  to  break  your 
chains  of  silence,"  in  a  quiet  even  tone,  "tell  me,  at  this 
little  distance,  can  you  see  me  distinctly,  even  here?" 

The  ruddy  color  beginning  to  drain  from  Julian's  face 
told  how  he  was  startled.     "I — I — "  he  stammered. 

"Will  you  not  answer  me?"  said  Dr.  Paul  firmly. 
Julian,  distracted,  was  only  staring.  "How  much  can 
you  see?" 

"I,"  said  Julian,  impelled  to  a  half  automatic  obedience, 
"I  can  see — ^a  certain  amount.  I — can  make  shift  to 
get  along.** 

"A  very  poor  shift,  I  fancy.  Do  you  see  with  anything 
like  clearness?" 

"Clearness?"  said  Julian;  "I  see  as  I  have   always 
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done,  and  if  it  is  not  with  clearness,  how  shall  I  know 
without  other  experience  ?  But  there,  yes,  there,  I  see  you 
with  something  that  passes  for  it  with  me,  though  half- 
way across  the  room  your  face  becomes  only  a  blur." 

"Yes  you  are  very  nearsighted.  I  thought  so.  A 
pair  of  weak,  myopic,  astigmatic  eyes;  and  you  have 
been  ruthlessly  overburdening  them  for  a  long  period. 
Too  late  you  have  awakened  to  a  dread  of  the  conse- 
quences—  " 

Julian  heard  the  fatal  syllables  "too  late".  Words 
are  uncertain  agencies,  not  always  meaning  the  same  to 
speaker  and  hearer.  Long  weeks'  anxiety  had  made 
deep  inroads  into  Julian's  fortitude.  "Too  late!"  Every 
vestige  of  color  died  with  a  rush  from  his  face.  He  sank 
back  in  his  chair  faint  and  trembling,  Victor  Paul  rose 
quickly;  in  a  minute  to  return  to  the  side  of  the  stricken 
man  to  present  a  glass  to  his  lips.  Cold,  impassive,  as 
he  had  seemed  before,  it  was  infinite  compassion  that 
had  melted  that  frozen  calm .  He  placed  the  empty  glass 
upon  the  table  and  sat  down  again  at  Julian's  side. 

"Come,  Mr.  Carroll,"  he  remonstrated,  "I  do  not 
think  I  have  said  anything  that  should  agitate  you  so 
deeply.  You  greatly  exaggerate  its  importance  I  assure 
you.  I  have  no  facts  in  my  possession  by  which  to  arrive 
at  an  exact  conclusion . " 

Julian's  scattered  senses  were  returning.  Already 
he  felt  ashamed,  bitterly  mortified,  by  the  excessive 
display  of  an  emotion,  for  which,  however,  the  magnitude 
of  the  threatened  ill  surely  furnished  excuse.  But  stoicism 
was  a  strong  man's  virtue  which  he  approved  though  he 
might  not  practice  it.  He  tried,  belatedly,  to  make  a 
show  of  it. 
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"Bah!  I  cannot  think  what  has  come  over  me!"  Then 
went  on  rather  inconsistently.  "But  that  you  should 
know      Is  it  hopeless  then?    In  a  word!" 

"What  I  have  said  has  no  such  meaning,"  the  physician 
earnestly  assured  him. 

Julian  pulled  himself  together  with  a  resolute  effort; 
and  his  gaze  rested  on  the  man  so  close  beside  him  he 
forgot  for  a  moment  to  be  absorbed  in  his  own  troubles. 
Though  he  was  a  man,  contemplating  another  man,  it 
was  with  an  almost  startled  thrill  of  admiration  that  he 
recognized  the  beauty  of  that  face,  changed,  transfigured, 
by  a  heavenly  compassion. 

"I  have  spoken  very  awkwardly,  I  fear,"  said  the 
watchful  and  sympathetic  host,  as  Julian  recovered  the 
outward  appearance  of  calm;  "I  did  not  at  all  foresee  that 
the  mere  fact  that  I  had  fathomed  the  cause  of  your 
distress  would  appear  so  sinister,  I  meant  to  help,  not 
further  to  afflict  you !  And  there  is  no  reason  why  you 
should  give  up  the  fight  before  you  have  fought  it." 

"I  place  myself  unreservedly  in  your  hands.  With 
your  help,  I  hope  to  fight  a  good  fight  yet.  And  I  thank 
you,  yes.  Doctor,  I  do  most  sincerely  thank  you  for  break- 
ing the  way;  else  no  doubt  I  should  be  floundering  about 
yet  in  a  vain  effort  to  unbosom  myself.  Even  to  have 
given  the  matter  words  has,  I  find,  lifted  a  load  from  my 
mind." 

"So  I  perceive,"  Victor  responded;  and  indeed  there 
were  tokens  of  the  elastic  spirit's  rebound.  Valuable  to 
its  possessor  with  such  quick  recuperative  power.  Julian 
had  learned  nothing;  but  yet  he  felt  better. 

Dr.  Paul  went  to  the  medicine-cabinet  and  procured 
from  a  drawer  a  neatly  encased  ophthalmoscope.    "Shall 
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I  examine  your  eyes,  Mr.  Carroll?"  but  in  response  to 
Julian's  gesture  he  laid  it  without  comment  on  the  table. 

Julian  had ,  at  the  sight  of  the  little  instrument,  felt 
the  familiar  vibration  through  his  nerves.  "There  is 
no  hurry.  One  thing  at  a  time.  I  want  the  thing  cleared 
up.  I  am  a  newspaper  man  and  therefore  Ucensed  to 
be  curious.  Pray,  tell  me  by  what  process  of  divination 
so  much  became  clear  to  you  that  was  surely  hidden 
to  everyone  else." 

"You  make  too  much  of  it.  Perhaps  the  explanation 
is  in  the  fact  that  you  are,  as  you  say,  a  newspuiperman. 
Possibly  one  so  immersed  in  world-aflFairs  lacks  time  for 
matters  that  are  strictly  his  own." 

"Why  do  you  batter  me  with  sarcasm  like  that?  Is 
that  medicinal?" 

"You  are  certainly  happy-go-lucky;  given  to  letting 
the  morrow  take  care  of  itself.  It  would  be  hard  to  ex- 
plain otherwise  how  the  significance  of  certain  facts 
should  have  escaped  you;  or  why  you  should  haye  expected 
them  to  escape  me.  To  observe  such  facts  is  my  daily 
occupation.  It  would  be  strange  if  it  did  not  become 
automatic  after  awhile.  It  was  impossible  to  remain 
unaware  that  you  suflFer  chronically  with  weak  eyes. 
As  for  the  knowledge  that,  in  spite  of  it  you  recklessly 
and  ruthlessly  overtax  them — it  was  easily  acquired 
and  that  at  hand  it  required  no  second  sight  to  guess 
that  a  tardy  fear  of  the  consequences  had  b^un  to  dis- 
turb your  peace  of  mind.    Will  that  suflSce?" 

Julian  did  not  respond  to  the  brief  bright  smile  that  for 
a  moment  illuminated  Dr.  Paul;  and  the  doctor  went  on. 
"You  still  crave  detail?  Well,  then,  how  many  times 
lately    have   I   prescribed    for   the   prostrating    nervous 
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headache  to  which  you  are  a  victim?  If  you  have  lost 
the  count,  I  have  not.  I  believe  it  to  be  the  result  of 
eye-strain,  for  though  you  are  of  a  nervous  temperament 
your  general  health  is  good.  I  can  find  nothing  amiss 
with  you,  save  that  overstrained  nervousness  finds  the 
weakest  spot  to  work  upon;  and  you  are  entirely  without 
the  instinct  of  prudence,  as  witness  your  exploit  of  to- 
night; saturated  clothing,  then  a  determination  to  sit 
in  them  until  you  should  be  chilled  to  the  bone  and  in 
danger  of  a  serious  illness." 

He  removed  the  porcelain  shade  from  the  lamp  and 
placed  near  it  a  chair.  Again  he  took  up  the  opthal- 
mascope,  and,  releasing  the  instrument  from  its  case, 
looked  suggestively  at  Julian.  "Come,  Mr.  Carroll," 
he  said  persuasively,  "why  delay  any  longer?" 

The  unwilling  patient  was  fairly  at  bay  and  resorted 
to  reproach. 

"You  say  *come'  with  as  much  coolness  as  if  you  were 
not  asking  me  to  mount  of  my  own  accord  the  steps  of 
the  gibbet.  No  doubt,  it  is  natural  that  you  should  want 
to  get  the  execution  over  as  soon  as  may  be,  but  pray 
imagine  my  feelings  at  this  moment." 

"I  do  imagine  them,"  said  Dr.  Paul  patiently  " 

"No,  you  cannot,"  the  fractious  Julian  contradicted, 
"it  is  only  experience  that  could  reveal  them.  All  that 
you  could  imagine  would  pale  before  the  reality." 

"Admitting  my  limitations,  then,  I  at  least  do  the  best 
that  I  can." 

"These  awful,  awful,  haunting  weeks!  Come  what  may 
I  can  never  forget  them.  How  many  times,  I  wonder, 
have  I  waked  in  the  midst  of  the  black  obscurity  of  night 
to  think  for  one  sickening  moment  that  my  fate  had 
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come  upon  me,  that  I  was  blind!  blind!  In  those  horrible 
moments  I  have  known  all  the  anguish  of  the  reality; 
and  they  have  stolen  my  courage.  I  know  well  that  my 
conduct  has  been  mad,  mad  beyond  belief.  But  it  is  a 
sort  of  faith-cure  that  I  have  been  trying,  endeavoring 
by  denial  to  wipe  the  facts  out  of  existence." 

"And,  apparently,  it  has  not  answered?" 

Mr.  Carroll  responded  with  a  grimace.  "My  experience 
has  not  been  of  a  sort  to  convert  me.  My  faith  is  a  poor 
thing,  I  fancy.  What  I  want  now  is  something  strictly 
practical,  so  do  your  worst."  He  got  up  at  last  to  place 
himself  in  the  chair  that  the  doctor  had  set  by  the  light. 
Still  he  harped  on  his  theme  of  gloom.  "Am  I  who  have 
been  independent  to  become  for  the  future  a  helpless 
dependent  on  the  aid  and  charity  of  others?" 

For  the  third  time  Dr.  Paul  took  up  the  tiny  perforated 
mirror.  "Have  you  not  a  little  faith  left  to  aid  you  at 
this  moment?  Having  buoyed  yourself  up  for  so  long 
with  a  carefully  cultivated  false  security,  it  is  irrational  to 
give  way  to  panic  now.    Wait. " 

"Now,"  Julian  frankly  groaned.  "I  am  in  haste  to 
have  it  all  over,  to  know  what  is  in  store  for  me. " 

The  reflected  ray  was  laying  bare  the  last  of  Julian's 
secret.  The  patient's  lips  were  tightly  compressed, 
the  moment  was  too  heavy-laden  with  his  fate  for  speech. 
To  him  the  ordeal  seemed  long,  though  in  reality  no  very 
long  time  had  gone  by  when  the  doctor  said,  "That  will 
do,  Mr.  Carroll,"  and  would  have  risen,  but  that  Julian 
grasped  him.  Was  the  truth  too  cruel  for  a  humane  man 
to  voice?  So  thought  the  agonized  Julian  who  had 
allowed,  in  fact,  no  interval.  "  Speak, "  he  gasped  hoarsely, 
"what  is  it  to  be?" 
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"Not  the  worst,  I  hope,"  was  the  soothing  answer. 

"Thank  Heaven  for  a  grain  for  comfort — even  if  it  be 
only  a  grain!"  He  leaned  back  with  a  relief  as  exquisite 
as  Christian  experienced  when  his  burden  fell  oflF  before 
the  blessed  apparition  of  the  Cross. 

"It  is  not  hopeless,  then,"  Julian  pursued  after  a  pause. 

"No,   not  hopeless." 

The  tense-strung  muscles  relaxed.  For  this  moment, 
the  patient  was  content  with  the  luxury  of  easement, 
brought  to  his  long  worry  by  this  assurance. 

Dr.  Paul  busied  himself  putting  away  the  instrument 
and  replacing  the  shade  upon  the  lamp.  Having  restored 
all  things  to  their  proper  places,  he  resumed  his  chair 
and  turned  to  Julian.  "Has  the  stimulant  of  hope  revived 
you?" 

"You  have  given  me  the  very  'elixir  of  life'!" 

"Then,  Mr.  Carroll,  I  have  still  a  word  or  two  to  say." 

"But  you  cannot  take  back  what  you  have  already  said ! " 

"I  have  no  wish  to  do  so.  I  grudge  you  no  comfort 
that  it  may  have  given  you.  I  shall  speak  nothing  but 
what  must  be  said.  What  I  have  told  you  is  not  all. 
It  is  conditional.  We  must  all  expiate  our  sins;  and  we 
must  suffer  almost  equally  for  our  follies  or  our  ignorance. 
You,  however,  can  hardly  plead  ignorance.  You  have 
known  what  you  were  doing  when  you  habitually  turned 
night  into  day,  when  you  resolutely  remained  deaf  to 
all  warning.  I  have  told  you  before  that  your  nerves 
are  not  the  sort  that  may  be  trifled  with.  You  will  now 
have  to  face  the  penalty  of  your  recklessness. " 

"In   my  profession  one  must  turn   night  into  day." 

"Turn  to  something  else,  then." 

"Oh,  say!  will  you  take  my  occupation  from  me?' 
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"Do  you  prefer  the  alternative?" 

Julian  winced.  "You  are  not,  perhaps,  aware  that 
you  speak  with  hardness." 

"I  know  what  I  am  saying,  Mr.  Carroll.  My  purpose 
is  to  make  the  truth  clear.  Hard  as  it  may  sound,  it  is 
the  only  kindness.  You  cannot  afford  any  further  trifling. 
Keep  on  as  you  are  doing,  and  you  do,  indeed,  stand 
in  mortal  danger  that  all  you  have  so  painfully  foreboded 
may  overtake  you.     The  remedy  must  be  radical." 

"It  is?" 

"Complete  rest." 

"You  mean,"  said  Julian  in  a  tone  that  was  without 
conscious  intention  expostulatory,  "you  mean  that  I 
shall  have  to  rest  much  more  than  I  have  hitherto  done, 
twelve  or  fifteen  or  even  eighteen  hours  out  of  the  twenty- 
four?" 

"I  mean,  Mr.  Carroll,  what  I  have  said,  complete 
rest  Your  eyes  are  womout,  lamed.  K  the  damage 
they  have  suffered  from  their  ruthless  overtaxing  is  to  be 
repaired,  it  is  now  that  they  must  be  taken  in  hand, 
considered,  humored.  You  simply  cannot  afford  to  go  on 
as  you  have  been  doing. " 

"Rest,"  said  Julian,  "rest  for  how  long?" 

"For  at  least  a  year,"  replied  the  inexorable  physician, 
"you  have  waited  too  long.  A  year  ago,  partial  rest 
with  care,  might  have  sufficed,  but  procrastination  has 
thrown  away  that  chance.  Now,  only  the  severer  measure 
will  avail." 

Dr.  Paul  spoke  with  slow  impressiveness  as  if  to  give 
the  sentence  due  weight.  Julian  eyed  the  speaker  with 
mingled  incredulity  and  disappointment. 

"Dr.    Paul,"  he  inquired  in  a  curiously  injured  tone 
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"do  you  as  a  matter  of  fact  quite  realize  what  you  are 
saying?" 

''Have  I  not  plainly  said  so?" 

"It  sounds  easy,"  said  Julian,  "but  why  do  you  harp 
on  my  nerves  ?  I  have  never  called  myself  nervous,  and 
yrt  because  of  them  I  am  to  fling  away  my  position  and 
prospects  of  advancement  at  a  moment's  notice." 

"If  it  be  so,"  Dr.  Paul  answered  coldly,  "I  think  you 
wiB  have  to  shoulder  the  responsibility  yourself.  I  can 
only  speak  of  the  facts  as  I  find  them."  Less  mutable 
than  Julian,  it  was  with  amazement  that  he  viewed  the 
mental  agility  that  so  quickly  passed  from  terrified  sup- 
pliance  for  a  grain  of  mercy  to  resentment  for  a  threatened 
infringement  of  its  rights.  But  if  he  marveled,  Victor 
was  also  a  little  disdainful  of  the  exhibition  of  unreason. 
**I  hardly  follow  you,  Mr.  Carroll.  Say  that  to  drop 
your  work  for  awhile  will  be  a  hardship,  it  is  at  least 
far  less  serious  than  the  calamity  you  feared  a  few  moments 
ago.  What  did  you  expect  ?  A  miracle  ?  Or  do  you  suspect 
me  of  ministering  to  self-interest  in  any  way  by  this  advice  ?" 

"You  doctors  are  all  alike,"  remarked  the  victim  in 
a  peevish  tone,  "let  a  man  fall  into  your  hands  and  he 
ceases  forthwith  to  be  human;  he  becomes  a  mere  anatomy, 
an  animated  skeleton,  a  walking  cadaver,  whose  feelings 
you  scientifically  ignore,  or  admit  only  to  experiment 
upon.** 

"That  is,  indeed,  a  terrible  arraignment  of  the  pro- 
fession. Are  we  all  upon  the  common  level  of  heart- 
lessness  and  inhumanity,  or  are  there  perhaps  d^rees 
in  our  iniquities?" 

Julian,  quickly  susceptible  to  ridicule — ^and  who  is 
more  so  than  the  man  who  is  himself  given  to  the  use 


86  TANTALUS 

of  that  weapon  ? — ^felt  the  sting  of  mockery.  It  brought 
a  pause,  reflection.  What,  this  was  true  then  ?  In  the  very 
dayspring  of  his  ambition,  when  he  should  be  diligently 
forming  the  foundation  for  future  success,  must  the  tools 
be  laid  down  ?  It  was  too  cruel,  it  was  past  belief,  but 
there  was  no  relenting  on  the  inscrutable  face  of  his 
mentor. 

Victor  Paul's  face  was  sufficiently  repellant.  Julian 
terror-stricken,  needing  consolation  and  encouragement; 
and  that  same  Julian  fractiously  disputing  conclusions, 
called  forth  widely  diflFerent  feelings.  Why  come  franti- 
cally begging  for  help,  only  to  reject  the  help,  to  carp  at 
its  value,  or  to  decry  its  methods.  The  cold  straight 
look,  the  frigid  gravity  drove  the  sentence  home,  where 
kindliness  had  only  induced  argument.  In  proportion 
as  he  was  mobile  himself,  did  Julian  give  tribute  of 
submission  to  the  opposite  qualities.  A  change  came 
over  Carroll  as  if  he  were  making  ready  to  swallow  a  hated 
dose.  "That  is — ^that  is  a  hard  sentence,"  he  said, 
'*but  I  suppose — " 

"It  is  only  my  own  opinion  after  all.  You  are  not 
obliged  to  accept  it  as  decisive." 

"I — accept  it,  of  course.  If  I  resist  it,  I  do  not  dispute 
it." 

"A  singular  distinction!  But  why  consult  the  obscure 
Dr.  Paul  ?  There  are  others  in  the  city  whom  the  world 
esteems  as  oracles.  I  do  not  in  the  least  understand 
why  you  should  have  given  the  preference  to  one  who, 
at  his  best,  does  not  pretend  to  be  a  specialist.  Pray 
relieve  your  mind  and  satisfy  your  disbelief  by  an  appeal 
to  one  more  eminent,  whose  advice  will  have  all  the  force 
of  a  fiat.     I  am  quite  willing  to  be  branded  as  a  false 
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prophet  should  that  other  find  my  diagnosis  to  be  at 
fault.  But,  member  of  a  callous  profession  though  I 
may  be,  and  inclined  to  a  vicarious  stoicism,  I  beg  of  you 
to  respect  my  opinion  sufficiently  to  do  this. " 

"Doctor,"  said  the  straightforward  Julian,  "you  are 
out  of  patience  with  me,  and  no  wonder.  But  you  will 
foi^ve  me  when  you  take  thought  upon  the  dislocation 
of  my  life  that  this  brings  about.  That  I  am  here  proves 
that  I  respect  your  opinion,  so  I  shall  not  enter  any 
superfluous  declarations  on  that  head.  As  to  that  other 
absurd  remark  of  mine,  kindly  remember  it  only  long 
enough  to  pardon  it.  Impelled  thereto  by  the  smart 
of  a  fresh  hurt,  I  said,  as  I  unfortunately  too  often  do, 
much  more  than  I  meant." 

"As  I  perfectly  understood:  I  am  not  likely  to  store 
up  the  remark  against  you:" 

"Nor  shall  I  store  it  up  against  you,"  in  such  round- 
about fashion  did  Julian  signify  capitulation,  "that  you 
to-night  turn  me  adrift  without  employment  and  with 
no  visible  means  of  support.  In  your  somewhat  sweeping 
restrictions  upon  my  liberty,  you  forget  apparently  that 
I  am  a  day-laborer  toiling  for  my  bread. " 

Dr.  Paul  looked  at  him  keenly,  opened  his  lips  to  speak, 
then  paused  with  a  delicate  hesitation.  Then  he  took 
resolution.  "Once  before  I  let  fear  of  intrusion  prevent 
me  from  speaking  a  word  in  season,  I  must  b^  your 
pardon  if  I  encroach.  I  ask  you  frankly  whether  the  fact 
you  speak  of  will  interfere  with  your  acceptance  of  my 
advice?" 

"I  suppose,"  replied  Carroll,  not  altogether  without 
irritation,  "that  to  have  his  source  of  supply  cut  oflF  suits 
no  one.     Why,  then,  should  I  pretend  that  it  suits  me? 
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I  am  no  Croesus  and  the  pursuit  of  glory  is  merely  inci- 
dental.    It  is  not  all  I  work  for. " 

"Then,"  said  Dr.  Paul,  "you  must  let  me  help  you." 

"Help  me?" 

"Call  it  a  loan,  if  you  like,  but  accept  a  sufficient  sum 
to  enable  you  to  take  the  year's  rest  your  welfare  abso- 
lutely demands." 

"But — but — "  Julian  floundered.  Of  nothing  had  he 
been  more  sure  than  that  this  was  a  struggling  worker 
in  a  field  little  likely  to  produce  a  bountiful  harvest. 
Aside  from  the  really  valuable  library.  Dr.  Paul's  sur- 
roundings were  of  the  plainest;  and  though  so  punctili- 
ously immaculate,  in  appearance,  the  physician  often 
wore  clothes  that  to  Julian  were  over-shabby.  Hence 
confusion  at  the  sudden  overturn  of  his  convictions. 

"You  do  not  answer.    Have  I  trespassed  too  far?" 

"No,  Doctor,  no!"  Julian  quickly  exclaimed;  "thank 
you  a  thousand  times  for  your  more  than  generous  offer, 
but  I  have  exaggerated.  I  cannot,  I  could  not  prey  upon 
you  to  that  extent." 

"No  need  to  characterize  it  so.  Accept  the  oflFer  as  it 
is  made.  Mortgage  the  future,  if  it  must  be  so  to  satisfy 
your  scruples.  Let  it  be  a  mere  business  transaction. 
Perhaps — "  But  he  broke  off  with  eyes  suddenly  opened. 
For  the  first  time,  given  a  clue  by  the  surprise  Julian 
had  not  been  able  wholly  to  conceal,  he  looked  about  him, 
seeing  what  Julian,  had  seen.  At  their  own  valuation  the 
bare,  stained  floor,  relieved  only  in  front  of  the  fire-place 
by  a  single  rug;  the  medicine  cabinet,  the  product  of  some 
carpenter  with  a  soul  above  the  merely  ornate,  the  very 
unpretentious  furniture;  all  appeared  to  tell  a  tale  of 
limited  resources.     It  had  been  a  part  of  Victor  Paul's 
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pttiance  for  too  long  to  obtrude  upon  his  consciousness 
now,  but  with  the  visitor  it  was  a  different  matter.  The 
circumstantial  evidence  was  of  a  sort  to  mislead  him. 
He  might  well  be  astray  in  his  deductions. 

"Through  no  further  cowardice  of  mine  shall  your 
ultimate  safety  be  imperiled,"  said  Dr.  Paul  firmly, 
*' though  I  intrude  I  will  speak,  I  will  insist.  Disregard 
any  inference  that  you  may  have  drawn  from  my  surround- 
ings and  believe  that  to  do  as  I  wish  will  not  even  entail 
a  sacrifice.  I  do  not  promise  anything  that  I  cannot  per- 
form with  ease.  Be  generous,"  persuasively,  "and  give 
me  leave  to  help  you." 

Julian  was  ashamed  of  having  allowed  this  proposal 
to  be  repeated. 

"Dr.  Paul,  pray  pardon  me  for  having  misled  you — 
quite  unintentionally.  However,  I  appreciate  the  kind 
feeling  that  prompts  you  so  much,  that  I  hope  you  will 
not  regret  making  the  offer  though  I  cannot  accept  it 
or  rather  I  mean  that  I  do  not  need  the  help  you  so 
generously  proffer.  K  I  did  need  it,  I  should  take  you  at 
your  word.  I  am  a  natural  bom  exaggerator,  I  suppose. 
At  least  I  had  no  intention  of  speaking  anything  but  the 
truth,  yet  I  seem  to  have  told  just  the  other  thing.  I 
have  *a  sum  laid  by  for  a  rainy  day.*  Several  years  ago 
as  good  fortune  arranged  it,  I  received  a  very  respectable 
bequest  from  a  relative  whom  I  had  liever  seen.  One 
thrown  upon  his  own  resources  as  young  as  I  was  is  not 
apt  to  grow  up  extravagant.  Aside  from  the  sum  I  drew 
upon  for  my  rather  haphazard  education,  I  have  depended 
upon  my  own  exertions  for  many  a  day  and  I  have  always 
kept  within  my  income,  large  or  small;  and  this  bequest 
remains  intact.     Indeed,  if  I  must  be  idle,    I  shall  not 
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have  to  touch  the  principal;  I  can  live  comfortably  enough 
upon  the  interest.  Pardon  all  these  personal  details. 
As  you  are  good  enough  to  express  an  interest,  I  am  willing 
to  set  your  mind  at  ease  by  taking  you  into  my  confidence. 
And  don't  think  that  I  have  been  trying  to  win  sympathy 
on  false  pretenses.  I  do  toil  and  have  toiled  for  my  daily 
bread.  The  other  money  I  have  never  so  much  as  touched, 
but  only  allowed  it  to  accumulate.  My  tastes  are  simple, 
I  thmk." 

Dr.  Paul  heard  the  long  explanation  without  interrup- 
tion; and  if  he  felt  any  disappointment  at  the  defeat 
of  his  benevolence,  he  expressed  none.  "In  that  case, 
there  can  be  no  obstacle  to  your  devoting  a  year  to  re- 
cuperation." 

"Is  it  your  unalterable  decree,  then,  that  I  am  to  re- 
sign, give  up  writing,  become  a  loafer,  an  idler?" 

"No,  I  issue  no  such  decree.  But  stop  using  your  ^es 
so  much,  change  your  work  you  must,  or  court  disaster. 
Learn  to  labor  with  your  hands,  if  you  cannot  endure  to 
be  idle.  Upon  that  sort  of  labor  is  the  welfare  of  society 
dependent  far  more  than  upon  your  own — though  I  do 
not  expect  you  to  perceive  or  admit  it — ^yet.  But,  at 
any  rate,  go  to  nature  for  your  healing;  get  out  of  the 
glare  of  electric  lights.  No  longer  turn  night  into  day. 
Rise  at  dawn,  lie  down  at  dark.  Forget  such  abominations 
as  script  or  print.  Become  for  living  purposes  a  simple 
savage. 

"Well,"  sighed  Carroll,  "perhaps  I  shall  want  to  thank 
you  one  day,  but,  at  present,  though  it  appear  ungrateful, 
I  still  doubt  it.  But,"  his  tone  changed,  "I  do  thank 
you  for  your  abounding  patience  and  kindness.  And  I 
ask  you  for  only  one  thing  more." 
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"And  that  is?'* 

"Your  bill,  doctor,  for  professional  services  rendered." 

"I  have  nothing  of  the  sort  on  hand,  Mr.  Carroll." 

"You  have  a  pen  and  ink  and  can  prepare  it,"  Julian 
suggested,  "or  a  pencil  will  do." 

"Perhaps,  but  neither  implement  recommends  itself 
to  me  just  now." 

"Doctor,"  Julian  remonstrated,  "all  joking  aside,  I 
wish  to  pay  my  bill." 

"I  waive  my  claim." 

There  ensued  a  brief  duel  of  the  eye.  Julian's  suc- 
cumbed. "  I  do  not  like  it, "  he  said,  "  I  owe  you  far  more 
than  mere  money  could  suffice  to  repay;  but,  so  far  as  I 
can  make  good,  there  is  no  reason  why  I  should  escape 
payment  of  my  just  debts.  However,  as  you  are  inclined 
to  be  obstinate,  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  accept  this 
obligation  and  confine  myself  to  thanks." 

"Mystoy  incarnate!"  he  thought,  as  he  left  the  house 
behind  him,  *' looking  like  a  prince,  though  costumed  like 
a  peasant;  sunounded  by  every  mute  evidence  of  poverty; 
yet  scorning  a  fee,  and  offering  to  supply  an  impecunious 
r^rter  with  the  wherewithal  to  do  a  year's  loafing. 
Fascinating  riddle  that  you  are,  how  could  one  give  you 
up?" 
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''He  was  a  man  of  this  wise,  that  he  never  lodced  into  a  gkn 
for  love  of  anything  he  saw  there." 

It  was  late.  Grey  clouds  were  breaking  into  moon- 
silvered  masses.  The  rain  appeared  spent.  Moody  and 
dispirited,  Julian  set  out  for  home.  What  he  had  learned 
was  so  much  better  than  it  might  have  been,  that  it 
should  have  cheered  instead  of  depressed  him.  But 
Julian  notably  lived  in  the  present  and  a  year  lost  now 
from  the  profession  that  he  thought  his  life,  as  weU  as  his 
livelihood,  looked  a  large  loss.  He  had  yet  to  learn  and 
should  learn  before  the  year  should  pass,  that  there  was 
another  world,  large  and  unfamiliar,  outside  the  routine 
newspaperdom  that  had  heretofore,  for  him,  constituted 
all  Christendom.  It  was  his,  in  short,  to  find  out  the 
amazing  fact  that  earth  is  larger  than  its  chronicler. 

For  all  the  stealthy  perils  surrounding  him,  which  he 
bred  in  the  school  of  journalism,  at  once  realized  and 
despised,  Julian  was  in  no  haste  to  take  a  car  homeward- 
bound.  The  cool  night  air  was  pleasant,  as  was  the 
pseudo-solitude  in  which  he  found  himself.  Still  afoot, 
he  had  left  many  blocks  behind  him,  coming  to  a  street 
wherein  the  elder  fashion  of  combined  homemaking  and 
storekeeping  obtained.  Here  the  city  seemed  to  sleep 
and  the  thoroughfare  stretched  long  and  reposef ully  before 
him,  if  not  given  over  to  the  lone  guardianship  of  the 
occasional  policeman,  at  least  by  long  reaches  having 
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that  seeming.  Above  the  sharpcut  vista  of  the  street, 
naassed  the  broken,  sOver-edged  clouds,  through  whose 
crevices  the  moon  peeped  to  burnish  wet  walls  and  flash 
pallid  brilliance  over  darkly-moist  pavements.  Julian 
stepped  soberiy  along;  his  indiflFerence  to  such  as  shared 
his  midnight  loneliness,  making  it  practically  complete. 
Whether  he  had  met  one  or  a  hundred  walkers  in  his 
passage,  he  would  have  been  ill-prepared  to  say,  when 
his  inward-turned  attention  received  a  sharp  rap  that 
recaDed  it  suddenly  and  effectually  to  its  guard  duty. 

The  blaze  of  the  arc  light  was  full  on  the  spot,  and  so 
dose  had  Julian  come,  that  not  even  his  short  sight  could 
miss  the  figure  crouched  in  the  insufficient  shelter  afforded 
by  two  barrels  across  which  were  laid  some  boards. 
This  was  obviously  a  specimen  of  that  species  of  the  genus 
homo  which  has  its  habitat  upon  the  highway,  execrated 
of  man.  It  was  a  damp  chill  night  and  misery  between 
the  barrels  had  no  other  comfort  and  no  other  means 
of  warmth  save  the  glow  of  a  coal  in  a  pipe.  It  was  not 
written  that  Julian  should  pass  him  by  unseen;  but  it 
was  not  dear  why,  after  an  instinctive  drawback  of  a 
foot  or  two,  he  should  deliberately  stop  to  survey  this 
bom  aristocrat,  to  whom  nothing  was  so  repugnant 
as  the  indignity  of  labor;  not  even  cold,  hunger,  dirt  and 
the  contempt  of  his  fellow  sinners. 

By  his  looks,  so  judged  the  nomad,  this  well-dressed 
genUeman,  of  whose  complete  contrast  to  himself,  the 
difference  between  the  elevated  and  the  d^raded,  the 
intellig^it  and  the  bestially  stupid,  he  was  dimly,  but 
grudgingly  conscious,  was  of  the  number  of  his  natural 
foes,  upon  whom  he  preyed  as  he  could,  and  by  whom  he 
was,  in  turn,  hunted  and  execrated,  more  bitterly  than 
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if  he  went  on  four  legs  instead  of  two.  That  Carroll 
should  stop  to  look;  that  he  should  further  point  the 
contrast  by  a  smile  that  seemed  to  express  derision  olF 
a  misery  so  abject;  this  aroused  to  resentment  that  quality 
which  had  it  been  able  to  excite  action  instead  of  mere 
frothing  pugnacity,  might  have  risen  to  the  dignity  of 
self-respect;  but  which,  as  it  was,  merely  proved  how 
hard  ego  dies  and  how  long  it  survives  the  extinction 
of  the  nobler  parts. 

There  was  nothing  really  harsh  or  cruel  in  Julian's 
nature;  and  he  had  no  clearly  outlined  intention  of  tramp- 
ling on  even  this  poor  creature's  ego;  but  so  much  of  the 
original  barbarian  survived  within  him  that  he  could 
never  resist  the  temptation  to  play  on  people;  indeed,  the 
tendency  was  too  ingrained  to  show  itself  in  the  li^t  of  a 
temptation  to  be  resisted,  at  all.  So  that  now,  when  Mr. 
Tramp,  tried  beyond  his  endurance  by  the  mere  spectacle 
of  the  smiling  Julian,  began  to  give  mechanical  vent  to  a 
long  string  of  meaningless  objurgations,  Julian  composedly 
propped  his  umbrella  in  a  crevice  of  the  pavement 
wearing  bland  attention.  The  thunders  of  profanity 
died    out   by    degrees. 

"K  you  have  quite  finished — "   began  Julian. 

"Damn  your  impudence!" 

"Oh  continue  to  damn  it  if  you  like,"  Mr.  Carroll 
equably  rejoined,  "It  is  all  one  to  me.  Only,  I  must 
point  out  that  you  excite  yourself  very  unnecessarily.  I 
have  not  even  attempted  to  damn  you,  so  your  little 
attentions  in  that  line  appear  uncalled  for." 

"Yer  think  yer  funny,  don't  you  ?"  growled  the  nomad, 
restrained  by  a  puzzled  uncertainty  as  to  his  interviewer's 
aims  or  character  from  putting  his  dudgeon  into  action. 
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"Heaven  forbid!"  Julian  piously  ejaculated;  "I  go  in 
for  the  serious  and  impressive,  only  occasionally  lightened 
by  the  feebly  jocose.  I  know  better  than  to  spoil  my 
prospects  as  a  future  oracle  by  getting — in  print — the 
reputation  of  a  joker.  But  what  ever  started  me  to  talking 
shop?  What  I  wanted  to  say  is,  that  I  do  not  like  to 
accept  a  favor  without  giving  as  good  as  I  got.  Particu- 
larly such  a  valuable  one." 

"Go  long  wid  your  kiddinM"  snarled  the  nomad; 
"if  it's  a  fight  yer  want — "  He  glanced  obliquely  at 
Julian;  perhaps  speculating  as  to  whether  that  exponent 
of  airy  impertinence  could  match  or  improve  upon  his 
own  trusty  knife-blade,  which  in  its  time  had  served  so 
many  ends  lawful  or  unlawful;  but  unequal  to  putting 
it  to  the  test. 

"Is  it  a  fight  you  are  spilin'  for?" 

But  the  suggestion  of  physical  contact  made  the 
fastidious  Julian  shudder.  "Not  so  far  from  soap  and 
water!"  he  thought;  but  said  aloud:  "Thank  you  for 
the  kind  offer,  but  I  shall  be  able  to  restrain  myself.  I 
only  want  to  do  the  fair  thing  by  you.  It  cost  you 
nothing,  of  course,  to  give  me  what  you  have  given  me, 
but  still  I  must  return  it  in  some  wise. " 

"Aw  gwan  and  lem'me  'lone,  will  yer,"  growled  the 
nomad  disposed  to  take  this  ill  as  a  satire  on  his  too 
manifest  inability  to  give  anybody  anything — he  was 
likely  to  desire. 

"I  assure  you,"  said  Julian  politely,  "that  I  owe  you 
something  for  value  received." 

"Aw!" 

"Oh,  then,  you  want  nothing  in  return?" 

"A  rich  gentleman  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  rob  a  poor 
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man  like  me,"  whined  the  nomad  suddenly  possessing 
the  idea  that  the  frolicsome  Mr.  Carroll  had,  indeed,  found 
some  article  of  value  whose  ownership  was  in  question. 
Naturally  he  wished  to  establish  a  claim. 

"Yer  been  and  found  it,"  he  asserted,  as  sturdily  as  if 
he  had  witnessed  the  happening,  '"and  its  mine.  I  kin 
prove  it." 

Had  something  concrete  been  in  question  who  knows 
whether  Mr.  Carroll's  unbelief  could  have  held  out 
against  such  a  show  of  confidence?  But  the  claimant 
was  at  a  disadvantage.  Julian  smped  in  a  teasing  way 
peculiarly  his  own;  so  much  so  that  he  did  not  disdain  to 
use  it  even  here. 

"How  shall  you  prove  it?" 

"I  kin  prove  ut!"  asseverated  the  nomad,  striving  to 
give  vigorous  assertion  the  air  of  truth;  "Just  you  give 
me  a  chanst." 

"You  have  all  the  chance  there  is,"  Julian  remarked, 
"but  I'll  tell  you  this.  You  never  will  prove  it.  I  would 
venture  a  good  deal  on  the  surety  that  you  never  had  it, 
never  will  have  it;  and  if  you  did,  it  would  not  be  worth 
a  cent  to  you." 

"I  kin  sell  it,"  said  the  nomad  greed  in  his  eyes;  "I 
knows  a  place. " 

"Nevertheless,"  the  imperturbable  Julian  went  on 
as  if  he  had  had  no  interruption,  "It  was  from  you  I  had 
it  and  to  me  it  is  worth — " 

"You're  a  real  gent,"  the  nomad  fawned,  "I  knowed 
it  the  minnit  I  set  eyes  on  you."  But  sudden  savage 
greed  overcame  him.  "Here,  you  gim'me  that!"  he 
snarled.     He  made  a  menacing  move. 

"Keep  back!"  Julian  commanded. 
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*Hcre!  yon  gim'me  that,  damn  yer!** 
"Keep   back!**    ordered  Julian;  "I  should  regret  the 
neoessily    of     perforating   you."     He   would    also    have 
ioond    the    performance   difficult;    the   most    dangerous 
ireapon    in    liis    possession    being   a   fountain-pen.     lie 
lisked  the  bluff  of  reaching  suggestively  towards  a  hip- 
pocket.     To  liis  secret  glee  it  took  effect.    The  nomad, 
tamed  for  the  time,  subsided,    growling  dog-like  in  his 
letreat. 

Mr.  Carroll  looked  at  him  with  highly  moral  reproof. 
"I  said  I  would  treat  with  you,  you  know.  Now,  sit 
dofwn  again  and  take  your  pipe;  it  will  tranquilize  you, 
though  as  a  matter  of  fact — but  let  that  pass.  Now 
then,  are  you  ready  to  listen?" 

An  indistinct  growl  followed,  in  which  an  allusion 
to  somebody  likely  to  be  talked  to  death  was  the  only 
part  audible.  But  he  made  no  demonstration  for  the 
present. 

"Now,"  Julian  continued,  "we  can  go  on  with  what 
I  was  about  to  say.  Brother  of  the  Dusty  Roads.  From 
this  auspicious  moment  I  am  of  your  guild.  And  for  that 
priceless  possession,  an  idea,  I  am  indebted  to  you  to  the 
extent  of — ^well,  let  me  see — I  should  think  it  was  worth —  " 
Mr.  Carroll  paused  as  if  to  give  the  matter  crareful  con- 
sideration. Happy  expectancy,  growing  with  the  weight 
of  each  period,  sat  upon  the  intent  face  of  the  wanderer. 
It  was  like  the  shameless  partiality  of  that  jade,  Fortune, 
that  this  lucky  find  had  not  come  to  him,  the  needy  one, 
rather  than  to  a  person  already  having  a  sufficiency. 
But  never  mind  that,  if  the  finder  were  only  inspired  to 
folly. 
"Permit    me,"    said    Julian,    gravely,    extending    his 
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hand,  "to  beg  your  acceptance  of  a  trifle."  Fastidiously 
avoiding  contact,  he  placed  in  the  eager  palm  a  gleaming 
disc  bearing  on  it  a  presentment  of  that  apochryphal 
being  never  yet  embodied  on  earth;  though  so  long  the 
remote  goddess  of  human  worship. 

The  hand  remained  open,  the  white  circlet  shining 
like  another  little  moon  against  a  much-beclouded  surface. 
The  jaw  of  the  nomad  slowly  dropped;  his  eyes  wandered 
blankly  from  the  gift  to  the  face  of  the  donor.  It  did  not 
look  so  large  to  him  as  it  might  have  done  before  many 
words  had  exalted  his  hopes.  Still,  on  second  thought,  a 
dollar  was,  after  all,  a  dollar.  At  any  rate  the  hand  that 
held  it,  closed  over  it  strongly.  But  in  that  moment's 
delay  Julian  had  not  failed  to  perceive  that  the  more 
dazzling  hopes  raised  by  his  fooling,  had  met  with  a 
dissappointment,  more  or  less  severe.  With  impulsive 
compassion,  he  quickly  added  another  dollar. 

"Bless  me,  what  a  fool  I  am!"  thought  the  frolicsome 
one;  saying  aloud:  "There!  cannot  you  find  some  warm 
place  to  sleep  this  wretched  night,  and  something  to  eat  ? 
But,  mind  you,  you  are  not  to  drink  it  all  up.  If  you  do, 
henceforth  you  may  go  freeze  for  me.** 

This  attempt  at  censorship  offended  a  sensitive  self- 
esteem.  "  If  a  poor  man  wants  a  glass  of  beer  or  a  whiskey, 
I  reckon  he  kin  have  it,  can't  he?  You  stick  to  yer 
champagne  and  lem'me  have  my  whiskey;  that's  fair." 

"Oh,  is  it  ?"  scoffed  Julian;  "champagne  is  not  my  'tap* 
at  all.  I  cannot  afford  it.  But  go,  then;  I  have  not  another 
word  to  say.  Drunk  or  sober,  be  happy  your  own  way. 
After  all,  it  is  no  affair  of  mine,  and  I  don 't  grudge  you  any 
satisfaction  you  can  get  out  of  it.  Only,  I  suppose,  accord- 
ing to  the  moralists,  I  shall  have  corrupted  you  and  pauper- 
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ized  you  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  But,  at  least,  it  is  some- 
thing to  have  conferred  even  temporary  happiness  upon  a 
fellow  creature." 

The  nomad,  brought  to  a  pleasanter  frame  of  mind 
with  regard  to  this  whilom  foe,  listened  with  an  uncertain 
puzzled  grin,  quite  unable  to  make  anything  of  Mr. 
Carroll  and  his  philosophy;  and  when  Julian,  weary  of  the 
game,  had  taken  his  leave,  expecting  nothing  so  little  as 
that  he  should  ever  see  the  object  of  his  impulsive  bounty 
again,  the  nomad  stood  agape,  watching  the  diminishing 
figure. 

"He's  drunk — or  crazy,"  muttered  the  bewildered 
.recipient  of  Julian's  alms;  a  somewhat  caustic  reflection 
on  public  generousity.  But  he  bethought  him  that  he  did 
not  wish  to  lose  sight  of  this  generous,  if  erratic  gentleman, 
m  this  vast  maze,  where  finding  him  again  might  prove  an 
impossible  task;  and  he  started  rapidly  along  in  Julian's 
wake,  with  what  intent  he  only  knew  in  the  mysterious 
depths  of  his  being,  as  unfathomable  as  that  of  his  betters. 

Judging  merely  from  appearances,  that  was  a  black 
shadow  to  be  stealing  along  in  Julian  Carroll's  wake;  but 
the  hick  upon  which  he  was  accustomed  to  rely  did  not,  in 
this  instance,  forsake  him. 

For  some  time  the  nomad  shunning  observation  with  an 
ease  that  suggested  practice,  managed  to  keep  his  quarry  in 
sight;  as  well  as  to  avoid  the  pitfalls  besetting  his  own 
steps.  It  was  only  when  the  disappointment  of  seeing 
Julian  board  a  car  which  would  quickly  snatch  him  out  of 
reach,  had  temporarily  bereft  the  hunter  of  catition,  that 
he  suddenly  had  the  ill-fortune  to  see  a  bluecoat  loom 
beside  him  as  he  stared  blankly  after  his  vanishing  prey. 
This  was  an  additional  shock;  and  every  obtrusive  brass 
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button,  that  symbolized  autocratic  authority,  seemed  to 
blink  derisively  in  company  with  two  jovial  Hibernian  eyea 
that  shone  from  beneath  the  helmet.  Whatever  his  mo- 
tives In  so  perserveringly  shadowing  his  benefactor,  he  was 
convinced  that  here  they  would  receive  the  darkest  inter- 
pretation. 

"I  aint  done  a  thing!"  experience  led  him  to  protest. 

"Your  kind  never  has,"  rejoined  the  bluecoat  philoso- 
phically, "what  was  you  following  him  for?"  He  had  not 
failed  to  recognize  the  game. 

"I  wuz  only  a-looking  at  him"  the  nomad  solemnly 
asseverated;  nevertheless,  he  could  not  restrain  an  unsmil- 
ing wink  as  between  two  familiar,  and,  as  it  were,  confiden- 
tial foes. 

"Well,  don 't  you  look  at  him  too  hard, "  jeered  the  blue- 
coat. 

"Did  you  see  'im,  boss?"  insinuatingly  recognizing  his 
captor 's  rank. 

"Did  I  see  who?" 

"Aw,  him;  him  that  just  got  on  the  car." 

"Yes,  I  seen  him,  Willy;  what  then?" 

"Why,"  asserted  the  nomad  with  firmest  conviction, 
"he's  crazy."  This  furnished  the  only  explanation  for 
Julian's  erratic  performance,  seeing  that  he  could  walk 
straight. 

The  bluecoat  looked  at  the  enunciator  of  this  view  with 
the  slow,  cool  scorn  of  one  who  will  not  take  the  trouble 
to  be  angry  with  insignificance. 

"Crazy  yourself!"  he  remarked  calmly;  "that's  Mr. 
Julian  Carroll,  a  newspaper-man;  I  know  him."  His 
manner  had  the  lofty  finality  of  one  who  confers  a  passport 
good  anywhere. 
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"m  remember  that  name,"  the  captive  resolved;  and 
later  in  the  solitude  of  the  cell  that  limited  his  activities 
for  the  next  ninety  days,  he,  by  a  strictly  original  system 
which  througli  that  originality  had  all  the  mystery  of  a 
cipher,  'wrote  it  down  on  a  piece  of  paper;  and  when  he 
came  to  need  it  there  it  was. 


CHAPTER  V 

*' Shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap 
That  plotted  thus  our  glories*  overthrow  1" 

Victor  Paul  had  come  to  the  parting  of  the  ways. 

The  February  dusk  was  full  of  whirling  snow-flakes. 
Since  morning  had  they  been  coming  down  with  the  same 
wearisome  regularity  till  the  white  sparkling  down  loaded 
every  object,  burying  it  deep. 

Dim  twilight  shrouded  Dr.  Paul's  oflSce.  The  hearth 
was  cold  and  dark.  He,  who  sat  there  alone,  had  too 
momentous  a  decision  before  him  to  take  thought  for  the 
comfort  of  the  passing  moment. 

Julian  had  had  his  way  since  that  occasion,  so  many 
long  months  ago,  when  his  trail  had  first  crossed  Dr. 
Paul 's  in  that  he  had  at  last  succeeded  in  making  the  two 
lines  coincide.  Certainly,  Victor  had  never  meant  to  yield; 
but  resistence  had  worn  away,  until  but  one  question 
awaited  decision,  whether  the  last  stronghold  should  be 
surrendered  to  this  diligent  foe. 

The  foe  had  so  much  the  best  of  it  that  the  garrison  was 
much  inclined  to  lean  his  way.  For  Victor  Paul  was  so 
weary  of  a  hopeless  routine,  so  at  war  with  the  conditions 
of  life,  that  he  found  it  infinitely  diflScult  to  keep  the  battle 
up.  He  recognized  Julian's  part  in  awakening  him  to 
discontent,  though  he  wondered  whether,  if  Julian  had 
not  performed  that  oflSce,  time,  with  its  wearing  away  of 
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sortaces  and  its  erasing  of  lines,  would  not  have  brought 
tlus  change  of  itself.  At  least  it  had  come,  thoroughly 
tmdennining  his  endurance,  and  whether  or  not  the  lapse 
was  to  be  pardoned  on  the  score  of  inevitable  human 
(oTgetfulness,  it  must  be  admitted  into  his  calculations. 

Ten  long  years  a  prisoner  to  honor,  had  he  at  this  late 
day  begun  to  count  the  cost,  to  look  for  a  way  out  of  that 
cell  to  which  his  own  conscience  had  condemned  him,  and 
m  which  his  own  will  had  been  the  only  jailor  ? 

Yes;  Victor  Paul  had  begun  to  count  the  cost;  to  dream 
that  he  might  drop  the  bar  that  fastened  his  prison-door. 
And  he  was  setting  one  item  against  another  in  debit  and 
credit  columns,  in  an  endeavor  to  balance  the  accounts 
between  himself  and  Eternal  Justice. 

The  youth  that  he  had  voluntarily  slain;  the  towering 
ambitions  that  he  had  resigned;  the  fortune,  the  proud 
identity,  that  he  had  relinquished  without  a  word  to  save 
them,  did  they  count  for  nothing  in  balancing  that 
account? 

Within,  all  was  cold  and  dark  save  for  the  electric  patch 
wavering  to  and  fro  upon  the  floor.  Without,  the  white 
rays  turned  the  dancing,  sifting  particles  of  snow  to 
sparkling  star-dust,  whose  transforming  magic  touched 
with  beauty  alike  the  ugly  street  and  the  passers-by. 
But  it  was  a  chill  repellant  beauty  that  was  the  cold,  pallid 
symbol  of  death.  Victor  Paul  found  a  singular  apposite- 
ness  in  the  Arctic  parable  that  was  spread  before  his  eyes, 
to  his  own  life  and  to  his  inunediate  perplexity.  There  was 
life  there,  life  struggling  through  the  deeps,  always  strug- 
gling; with  this  he  might  come  in  contact,  but  find  in  the 
midst  of  many,  no  eye  that  should  speak  to  his  eye,  no 
thought  that  should  leap  to  answer  his  thought;  nothing 
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that  could  satisfy  the  inextinguishable  human  longing  iot 
the  common  heritages. 

""If,  in  the  ignorant  self-confidence  of  youth,  I  assumed 
an  obligation  that  is  too  heavy  for  my  strength,  what  is 
the  measure  of  guilt  that  I  incur  in  forsaking  it  ?  And  does 
not  that  portion  of  the  debt  that  I  have  already  paid  count 
for  something  ? — or  is  the  whole  to  be  exacted  to  the  last 
atom — even  from  so  hopeless  a  bankrupt!  A  bankrupt* 
indeed,  in  honor,  as  well  as  all  else;  but  let  me  at  least  not 
be  a  deliberate  self-deceiver.  If  I  can  feel  that  I  have 
done  my  duty  in  the  past  I  can  feel  no  more.  It  does  not 
absolve  me  for  the  future.  I  will  face  the  plain  truth;  if  I 
go  I  shall  be  foresworn,  a  deserter,  and  no  sophistry  can 
change  that  fact.  I  can,  if  I  will,  remain  here.  I  can,  if  I 
will,  continue  to  devote  myself  to  the  work  that  is  a 
sacred  obligation.  Yes,  even  though  I  shall  suffer  with 
this  cruel,  unappeasable  hunger  for  some  change,  for  some 
of  the  brightness  of  life.  Yes,  even  though  the  bleakness 
of  the  prospect  appalls  me.  It  were  a  little  too  weak  to 
confess  or  imagine  that  Julian  Carroll  has  become  in  any 
way  necessary  to  me,  or  to  say  that  the  life  I  led  before  he 
came  to  tempt  or  change  me,  is  impossible  now  that  the 
change  has  been  effected.  I  can,  if  I  will,  elect  to  remain 
here — "  But  Victor  started  up  in  a  sudden  burst  of  wild 
impatience  and  revolt.  "No,  it  is  all  a  vain  boast!  I  am 
driven  by  the  fiend  himself!  I  cannot  remain  here.  I  can- 
not endure  to  part  with  the  little  ray  of  light,  of  hope,  that 
has  found  entrance  to  my  dungeon.  Carroll  might  well  be 
amazed  to  find  himself  so  classed !  But  when  one  is  frozen 
and  famished — "  He  pressed  his  burning  forehead  to  the 
ice  cold  window.  "And  I  shall  return,"  he  thought;  "it  fa 
not  that  I  am  trying  to  escape,  or  to  evade  my  obligations 
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forever.  I  shall  return — "  a  sudden  break,  a  cold  breath 
passing  over  him,  chilling  the  fever  in  his  veins.  It  was 
with  a  solemn  quiet  that  he  slowly  added,  "God  willing. 
Little  use  to  say,  *I  shall  do  this  or  that.'  The  present 
moment  is  one 's  own.   The  rest  is  fate 's — or  God 's. " 

Guglielma  passed  the  window,  herself  and  her  parcels 
well  powdered  with  the  snow.  The  ghost  of  a  halt  as  she 
caught  sight  of  the  watcher  at  the  window;  then  she  passed 
cm. 


CHAPTER  VI 

"For  I  must  go;  where  it  fits  you  not  to  know;  whither  t  whither  1 
whither «" 

The  sight  recalled  him.  He  quickly  drew  the  shade; 
and  taking  off  his  overcoat,  dampened  b}^  the  melting 
snow,  threw  it  over  a  chair.  There  were  domestic  con- 
straints to  operate  even  here. 

The  opening  door  presently  admitted  a  flood  of  lamp- 
light Guglielma  stood  in  the  doorway.  There  was  a 
pleasant  quiet  and  gentleness  in  all  her  movements  as  she 
closed  the  door  and  placed  the  lamp  upon  the  table. 

"Ah,"  she  exclaimed  with  the  quick,  dramatic  gesture 
that  in  her  seemed  so  natural  and  appropriate,  as  going 
with  the  dark  bright  eyes  and  olive  skin,  "you  here,  my 
lord,  in  the  dark  and  cold.  Dotard  that  I  am  to  have  let 
you  find  it  so." 

Guglielma 's  busy  fingers  found  a  match,  while  her 
tongue  berated  her  fancied  n^lect.  She  knelt  upon  the 
hearthstone:  In  a  moment  the  tiny  flame  hungrily  leapt 
to  the  curl  of  a  shaving,  and  little  jets  and  spurts  of  fire 
sputtered  over  sticks  of  resinous  pine.  Upon  her  knees 
like  a  priestess  she  watched  while  the  smoky  spirals 
twisted  upwards,  till  the  smoke  grew  less  dense  and  the  red 
gleam  stronger;  and  in  course  of  time  a  ruffled  cylindrical 
sheet  of  flame  began  to  curve  around  the  bottom  log. 
Then  she  got  up. 

46 
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"I  am  ashamed,"  she  declared,  "that  you  who  have 
carried  comfort  and  cheer  to  so  many  should  have  found 
your  own  hearth  cold  this  bitter  night. " 

There  was  a  humorous  gleam,  but  kindly  withal,  in 
Dr.  Paul's  eyes.  Guglielma  was  an  uncompromising 
person,  with  herself  as  well  as  others.  He  knew  that  it 
would  be  vain  to  offer  excuse  to  relieve  her  mind  of  this 
imaginary  offense. 

"I  am  at  least  half  an  hour  earlier  than  usual,  "  he 
suggested,  however,  "and  as  to  the  fire,  I  might  have  lighted 
that  myself,  had  I  thought  of  it. " 

"It  is  not  for  my  lord  to  do  such  work, "  she  affirmed  and 
Victor  did  not  go  to  the  useless  trouble  of  attempting  to 
dispute  her  position.  "It  is  the  deep  snow,"  Guglielma 
went  on;  it  was  with  an  odd,  covert  side-glance  that  she 
proceeded  to  dwell  upon  this  theme;  "It  is  so  deep,  so 
deep;  and  still  it  comes  down  so  fast,  it  is  piled  like  moun- 
tains in  the  street."  Her  eloquent  hands  depicted  the 
mountains  to  his  gaze.  Dr.  Paul  shook  his  head,  though 
not  in  denial  of  the  too  obvious  fact  of  the  great  amount  of 
snow.  He  understood  what  she  meant  to  convey.  A  p^ 
of  his  past  as  well  as  a  factor  in  his  present,  the  little  house- 
keeper's  presence  imposed  no  constraint  But  he  knew 
that  her  tarrying  grew  out  of  no  need ;  the  room  was  already 
tidy  as  heart  could  wish.  The  discussion  and  remonstrance 
with  which  she  had  during  this  last  week  most  pertina- 
ciously vexed  him  must  be  renewed;  and  much  as  he 
might  have  desired  to  avoid  it,  Victor  could  only  acknow- 
ledge that  the  faithful  Guglielma  was  entitled  to  her 
protest — if  she  chose  to  insist. 

And  so  she  did.  She  had  stolen  to  his  side  at  last;  stand- 
ing with  clasped  hands,  an  image  of  entreaty.    Victor  laid 
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the  book  aside  he  had  taken,  resignedly,  stifling  a  sigh. 
"Well?" he  said; 

Guglielma  was  in  impassioned  earnest  Her  native 
fiery  blood  that  usually  hid  itself  behind  a  gentle  manner 
mantled  in  her  wrinkled  cheek. 

"See!  you  are  not  happy, "  she  burst  forth,  "no,  you  are 
not  happy,  though  you  would  risk  so  much,  though  you 
would  throw  away  so  much,  to  be  so.  This,  you  contem- 
plate brings  you,  in  the  end,  only  unhappiness. " 

Perhaps  he  knew  this  to  be  true;  but  he  was  in  no  mood 
to  have  the  secret  taunts  of  his  own  soul  repeated.  He 
passed  the  challenge  by. 

"Foster-mother,"  he  entreated  in  the  liquid  syllables 
of  the  tongue  they  spoke  together,  "I  beg  you  to  cease 
grieving  over  what  is  inevitable.  There  is  nothing  now  to 
do  but  to  be  resigned. " 

"Resigned!"  Guglielma  echoed  in  melancholy  scorn, 
** resigned!  It  is  easy  to  speak  the  word.  Easy,  indeed. 
But  I  see  dark  clouds  gather  over  you;  they  gloom  and 
threaten.  I  am  terrified.  My  very  soul  is  sick  with  dread. 
I  pray,  I  beseech  you,  do  not  this  terrible  thing. " 

"Is  it,  then,  really  so  terrible,"  asked  he,  "or  do  you, 
perhaps,  exaggerate,  Guglielma?"  though  in  his  soul  he 
thought  she  hardly  overstated  it 

"H  it  be  not  so,  what  is  written  on  your  face  to-night  ?" 

With  a  quick  involuntary  gesture  he  brushed  his  hand 
from  brow  to  chin,  desirous,  perhaps,  to  erase  the  hateful 
record. 

"I  suppose,"  with  a  bitter  laugh,  "there  is  nothing 
particularly  pleasant  written  on  my  face,  only,  I  b^  of 
you,  spare  me  the  reading. " 

"I  take  a  liberty  and  I  only  anger  you — ^but  oh,  beloved, 
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Satan,  himself,  is  striving  for  your  soul!"  with  all  the 
emphasis  of  a  fervent  belief; "" Satan  and  all  his  evil  angels. 
You  knov7,  but  yet  you  yield. " 

Though  the  space  between  this  master  and  servant,  so 
far  as  mental  outlook  went,  might  be  great,  by  race  and 
faith  they  were  nearly  akin.  Victor  was  stung  to  protest 
"Guglielma!  you  do  indeed,  most  grossly  exaggerate. 
Are  my  intentions,  then,  so  evil?  I  contemplate  no 
breach  of  any  law,  human  or  divine.  Only  to  be  absent  for 
a  time,  I  who  have  been  here  for  so  long,  a  very  tree, 
rooted  in  one  spot. " 

"To  uproot  the  tree  is  its  death.  '* 

"Let  it  be  so;  at  least,  I  shall  have  a  chance  to  forget." 

"Another  might  be  absent  and  do  no  wrong  and  run  no 
danger;  but  you,  my  lord,  are  bound  by  your  own  vows  to 
stay — and  to  remember.    Your  sacred  promise!" 

Victor's  face  was  white  and  set.     You  go  too  far!" 

"If  I  do,  forgive  me,  you  and  Heaven!  Of  all  those 
who  loved  you,  I,  only  your  lowly  foster-mother,  am  here 
to  speak.  You,  who  have  been  so  strong  to  guide  yourself, 
why  should  you  now,  my  lord,  suffer  yourself  to  be  led 
astray  by  this  light  one,  this  will-o 'the-wisp,  that  you 
should  go  with  him,  and  what  can  come  of  it  but  evil?" 

Perhaps  no  mortal  likes  to  hear  it  said  that  his  will  has 
been  unduly  wrought  upon  by  another  Be  sure  that 
Victor  Paul  did  not  relish  it. 

"Evil  ?"  he  queried  with  sarcastic  emphasis,  "for  whom 
do  you  fear  evil,  Guglielma,  for  him  or  for  me  ?  " 

Guglielma  wrung  her  hands;  the  world  seemed  crumbling 
and  Julian  Carroll,  an  innocuous  person  one  might  think, 
seemed  the  malign  agent. 

"Ah-h!"  she  breathed,  with  a  sort  of  still  intensity. 
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''that  I  should  come  to  hate  him,  that  for  him  you  should 
forsake  the  duty  to  which  for  ten  years  you  have  been  so 
nobly  faithful. " 

The  gesture  with  which  he  leaned  towards  her  was 
strangely  pleading  from  master  to  servant,  even  when  they 
also  stood  in  the  relation  of  foster-mother  and  son. 
But  to  Victor,  soUtary  as  he  was,  sundered  from  all  human 
ties  and  deprived  of  social  distinction,  perhaps  the  homely, 
familiar  figure  represented  for  the  moment  the  eidolon  of 
Justice  to  whom  he  might  appeal  for  a  softening  of  the 
sentence  under  which  he  groaned.  Human  law  sets  a 
limit  when  its  wrath  shall  be  appeased.  Did  the  supernal 
tribunal,  under  whose  law  he  had  spoken  his  own  sentence 
have  no  similar  ruling  ? 

**You,  yourself  have  said  it:  ten  years!  For  ten  years 
dead  in  life,  as  completely  lost  to  the  world  as  if  the  tomb 
that  bears  my  name  did  in  reality  enclose  my  body.  Is  it 
not  enough?" 

But  she  spoke  not,  either  nay  or  yea. 

"I  am  dead; "  said  Victor  Paul;  "If  I  have  been  a  sinner 
above  others,  I  have  paid  the  price  of  what  few  are  called 
upon  to  resign.  I  saved  nothing,  I  kept  nothing  back,  all 
that  my  father  demanded  was  given  without  reservation;" 
for  the  first  time  there  was  the  glow  of  resentment  on  his 
face;  "if  I  have  earned  nothing  else,  I  should  at  least  be 
given  the  right  to  come  and  go,  unhindered  and  unremarked 
like  any  other  ghost. " 

It  was  only  pale  and  sorrowful  sympathy  that  stood 
beside  him,  with  pulses  throbbing  in  painful  unison  with 
his  own,  not  the  harsh  parental  exaction  whose  recollec- 
tion so  cruelly  stung  him.  "Forgive  my  impatience, 
Guglielma;  it  may  be  weak  to  say  that  I  shall  go  mad  if 
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I  lemain  here,  but  it  seems  to  me  the  sunple  truth  and 
therefore  respectable  to  be  spoken.  There  is  always  a 
Umit" 

It  was  sympathy,  perhaps,  more  than  aught  else  that 
made    Guglielma    hesitate    and    falter.      "But — but — " 

With  quick  sensitiveness  Victor  asked.  "Do  you  fear  to 
speak  ?    Do  you  of  all  people — ^f ear — my  violence  ?  '* 

"No,  no!  I  fear  nothing  but  that  I  should  wound  you. 
It  is  only  here — ^that  you  can  find  even  a  slight  degree  of 
safety.  It  is  aside  from  the  highways  of  the  world;  and 
then,  the  good  God,"  with  a  reverent  upward  look, 
"watches  over  one  who  does  his  duty.  Forsake  that 
duty—*' 

"And  I  shall  be  forsaken  ?" 

"Speak  not  the  awful  thought;"  said  she  with  a  pallid 
look;  "how  can  you  safely  mingle  with  the  throng? 
How  soon  may  you  come  face  to  face  with  one  from  the 
old  days — who  will  know  you — and  there  is  one — "  her 
voice  sank  to  a  tremulous  whisper,  then  died  away  in  the 
fear  her  own  words  gave  shape. 

She  touched  too  sore  a  spot.  "Ah,  yes;  my  precious  life! 
That  I  may  run  into  no  danger,  let  me  stay  in  this  shell,  a 
slave  to  craven  fears. " 

He  vividly  flushed ;  for  the  moment  submission,  resigna- 
tion, had  ceased  to  appear  as  virtues;  "No,  Guglielma, 
no!  I  have  been  looking  upon  the  face  of  justice!  It  was 
justice;  who  dare  dispute  it?" 

Guglielma  recoiled  as  Victor  Paul  straightened  himself 
fiercely;  and  a  flood  of  crimson,  pouring  its  angry  tide 
over  his  face,  burnt  away  its  cold  repose  as  fire  melts  ice. 
There  was  passion  blazing  in  his  eyes  and  distorting  his' 
features.     Little  as  there  might  be  to  explain  it,  Guglielma 
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knew  its  origin.  It  had  risen  from  the  past,  a  hideous 
vision,  the  scorching  memory  of  a  wrong  that,  expiated  as 
it  had  been,  could  yet  be  neither  forgotten  nor  forgiven. 

"It  was  justice!  Fate  made  me  the  agent.  Am  I  to  be 
ashamed,  to  pretend  shame  ?  Is  expiation  to  endure  for- 
ever ?  It  were  better  to  die  than  to  live  like  this — I  will  no 
longer!"  Victor  Paul  had  diligently  sought  repentance, 
and  with  all  the  strength  of  a  mind  attuned  to  what  was 
good,  he  hated  a  stain  on  his  own  int^rity;  nevertheless, 
this  moment  made  plain  that  a  demon  of  unappeasable 
hatred  did  live  yet  in  the  heart  of  him  to  whom  it  had 
brought  ruin. 

For  one  moment,  only,  did  Victor  Paul's  aspect  of  wild 
passion  aflfright  and  repel  the  beholder.  Terror  of  a  deeper 
sort  drove  the  monitress  to  his  side  again.  Guglielma  be- 
held the  shadow  of  a  past  fear — that  she  had  thought  van- 
quished forever.  She  fell  trembling  to  her  knees,  as  if,  only 
in  that  attitude  of  prayer,  could  she  sustain  the  shock  of 
this  revelation.  Not  in  ten  years  had  he  lifted  the  veil  that 
had  concealed  the  chaos  of  a  mind  distraught  between  two 
irreconcilable  opinions:  on  the  one  side,  the  self- justifica- 
tion of  an  anger  that  believed  itself  righteous;  on  the  other 
true  and  noble  instincts  deeply  hating  that  which  God,  if 
not  man,  condemned. 

"Lost!  all  is  lost!"  wailed  Guglielma,  in  desperate  sin- 
cerity. Her  wild  woe  and  terror  sufficed  to  recall  him  to 
himself.  The  rush  of  passion  was  stayed,  its  darkness 
driven  from  his  face,  to  leave  the  pale  residue  of  remorse. 
But  of  what  use  was  it  now  to  scorn  the  betrayal  into  which 
he  had  been  hurried.  The  eternal  silence  in  which  pride 
had  hoped  to  veil  the  conflict,  did  indeed,  hang  in  tatters. 
The  secret  could  never  more  be  his  own: 
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••Biae,  Gugliebna,"  he  said,  **it  is  I  who  should  be  upon 
my  knees,  not  you.  Forget  what  I  have  said:  One  is  not 
always  master  of  his  words — and  words  are  not  deeds! 
What  you  dread  shall  never  overcome  me  again.  And  be 
sore  of  this:  Whatever  I  may  say  in  anger  and  haste,  I  hate 
the  deed  and  I  hate  myself  who  did  it. " 

Gugliebna's  face  was  bent  into  her  hands.     Not  so 
quickly  could  she  recover  lost  ground. 

"You  have  given  me  much.  Foster-mother, "  said  Victor; 

^  "you  have  forsaken  home  and  kindred  for  my  sake;  and 

followed  me  into  exile;  but  you  cannot  expiate  my  sins;  and 

you  cannot  endow  me  with  strength  or  fortitude  or  wisdom. 

You  can  only  leave  me  to  work  out  my  fate. " 

Guglielma  shook  her  head  vehemently.  Rather  would  she 
follow  him  to  the  very  gates  of  death,  interposing,  if  might 
be,  her  own  frail  body  between  him  and  the  deadly  dart. 
When  she  did  rise  it  was  to  say  with  quivering  lips. 
"After  so  many  years!  never  has  it  been  so  before!  But  I 
see  why  it  is  so!" 

Victor  Paul  said  nothing;  though  his  lowered,  moody 
glance  seemed  to  entreat  silence;  but  much  as  she  had 
given,  would  give  him,  this  she  could  not  give. 

Absorbed,  she  went  on.  "Yes,"  with  fierce  emphasis, 
"I  see  how  it  is.  It  is  the  work  of  the  frivolous  one.  What 
in  the  end,  will  come  to  us  because  of  him ! " 

The  fervor  of  Guglielma 's  unprovoked  hatred  for  the 
luckless  Julian  could  only  amuse  Victor  even  now,  in  view 
of  the  displeasing  implication  of  his  own  malleability,  so 
exaggeratedly  did  it  defy  reason  and  ignore  justice;  though 
it  became  in  its  most  extreme  manifestation  only  a  matter 
of  words.  As  Julian  never  heard  the  words,  though  he 
suspected  the  hatred  what  harm  did  they  do  him  ? 
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"Poor  Mr.  Carroll!  is  he,  then,  to  bear  the  onus  of  my 
sins?" 

"Toor  Mr.  Carroll'!"  cried  his  little  foe  in  angry  scorn; 
"the  laugher,  the  jester;  who  passes  the  crucifix  by  as  if  he 
does  not  see  it " 

"Perhaps  he  does  not,  '*  said  Victor,  willing  that  the  sub- 
ject of  argument  should  be  changed;  "he  is  a  Protestant — 
if  he  be  anything,"  he  amended.  "But — ^Mr.  Carroll, 
laugher,  trifler,  heretic,  as  you  call  him,  is  no  such  evil 
genius  as  you  imagine.  Your  picture  bears  no  resemblance 
to  the  original.  TVho  or  what  am  I  that  I  should  undertake 
to  sit  in  judgment  on  him  or  to  disparage  his  form  of  faith  ? 
Perhaps  it  has  served  him  at  least  as  well  as  mme.  It  is  he 
who  may  refuse  to  take  my  hand,  not  I  his.  You  know 
this  well,  Guglielma.  I  half  believe  it  to  be  the  true  secret 
of  your  hatred,  that  Julian  Carroll,  did  he  know,  might 
justly  refuse  to  take  my  hand.  You  hate  him  for  a  fancied 
possible  slight " 

Guglielma  could  not,  perhaps,  deny  this.  At  any  rate  she 
made  no  effort  to  do  so.    • 

Dr.  Paul  walked  to  the  other  side  of  the  room.  From  the 
shelves  he  selected  a  ponderous  volume,  which  he  brought 
and  spread  open  by  the  light.  Sitting  down  before  it,  he 
turned  and  spoke. 

"Let  us  discuss  the  matter  no  more,  Guglielma;  it  is  all 
to  no  purpose.  Forgive  this,  as  you  have  forgiven  many 
things  before.  Consent  to  look  at  it  with  my  eyes;  or — ^at 
least  let  us  leave  the  subject. " 

Then  he  became  resolutely  silent  and  the  heavy  tome 
before  him  seemed  to  warn  oflf  intrusion  from  the  student, 
as  was  designed. 

Guglielma  remained,  a  figure  of  stone,  where  he  had 
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left  her;  bodily  motion  stilled  by  a  tumult  in  the  soul. 
Victor  was  not  deceived.  He  knew  Guglielma  too  well. 
But  though  he  would  resort  to  no  harsh  measures  by  means 
of  which  to  end  the  dispute  for  good  and  all,  he  did  mean 
that  his  will  should  receive  its  due  recognition.  His  face 
was  set  like  a  mask  of  marble. 

Accurately  did  the  housekeeper,  who  had  known  him 
from  infancy,  read  that  aspect  of  resolution.  He  would 
listen,  as  he  had  promised,  to  what  she  might  say;  but 
protest  would  beat  unavailingly  against  the  rock  of  his 
intent  Harassing  and  irritating  the  being  she  most 
adored,  she  still  accomplished  nothing.  And  yet,  meas- 
ured by  her  simple  but  comprehensive  creed,  great  was 
the  need  that  something  should  be  done  to  avert  the 
peril,  the  complete  ruin,  here  and  hereafter,  that  Victor 
Paul  was  bent  on  bringing  on  himself.  So  did  it  look  to 
Guglielma. 

K  he  would  not,  therefore,  save  himself,  who  was  there 
to  step  into  the  breach  but  herself,  who  held  her  own  life 
cheap  in  comparison? 

Dr.  Paul  steadily  ignored  her.  But  perhaps  the  intensity 
of  her  gaze  so  burned  itself  at  last  upon  his  attention,  that 
he  looked  up,  to  be  held  spellbound  by  the  strangeness 
that  enveloped  her.  There  was  no  physical  force  in  that 
frail  form;  but  the  spirit  of  martydom  imparted  impressive- 
ness.  Guglielma  was,  indeed,  of  that  blood,  and  every 
ounce  was  wrought-up  to  do.  If  there  was  pity  in  her  eyes 
for  one  determined  to  do  wrong,  and,  therefore,  obliged  to 
suflFer,  there  was  also  the  sterness  that  could  mete  out  a 
just  punishment,  or  use  a  deterrent  discipline  on  one 
beloved.  He  looked  at  Guglielma  with  no  relaxing  of  the 
mask-like  fixity,  but  trusted  himself  to  say  no  word     He 
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wondered;  but  no  memory  stirred  to  warn  him*    His  eyes 
went  back  to  the  page. 

By  this  mute  withdrawal  did  Guglielma  know  that  she 
might  not  escape  the  exercise  of  the  awful  trust  that  lay,  an 
incubus,  upon  her.  Even  with  her  hand  upon  the  door  she 
halted,  hoping  for  recall.  But  Dr.  Paul  remained  obsti- 
nately oblivious. 


CHAPTER  Vn 

**I  cxMild  a  tale  unfold  whose  lightest  word  would  harrow  up  thy  souL** 

Dr.  Paxtl.  hoped  the  matter  was  settled;  but  he  was  too 
quick-     Before  many  minutes  went  by,  Guglielma  's  return- 
ing footstep  was  heard,  a  leaden,  reluctant  footstep,  speak- 
ing of  a  resolution  enforced  against  a  strong  pressure  of 
feeling.    He  looked  up  as  she  stood  motionless  in  the  door- 
way, attracted,  warned,  he  knew  not  by  what.    The  blood- 
less, waxen  pallor  of  age  deeply-moved,  blanched  Gugliel- 
ma's  face.     She  felt  that  hers  was  the  surgeon  *s  part,  who 
wounds  to  save,  but  reluctance  and  pity,  contended  with 
duty.    For  a  moment  she  stood  frozen  to  the  spot,  casting 
upon   him  a  look  of  white  anguish,  of  tragic  entreaty  for 
pardon — ^then  she  rapidly  advanced  to  lay  beside  his  hand 
upon  the  table  that  which  she  carried.    Why  had  she  con- 
cealed it  until  the  moment  that  must  lay  it  bare  ? 

There  was  a  long,  metallic  flash,  the  many-hued  shim- 
mer of  jewels.  The  sight  was  horrifying  and  unexpected; 
Victor  started,  recoiled,  like  one  smitten  in  the  face. 
Struck  by  his  arm,  the  glittering  object  was  flung  to  the 
floor,  to  lie  there  quivering  and  sparkling  with  the  arrested 
momentum  of  its  fall,  like  some  baleful  live  creature,  ready 
to  strike.  The  firelight  stained  red  its  tapering  length. 
Victor  Paul  was  the  hue  of  death;  he  cast  one  look  of  re- 
proach upon  the  trembling  Guglielma,  then  covered  his 
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face.  She  had  vainly  struggled  for  composure  to  speak. 
The  look  exerted  a  galvanic  power  to  restore  her  firmness. 

"You  will  remember,  my  lord,  that  I  obey  your  own 
orders. " 

There  was  no  answer  from  one  overwhelmed. 

"I  am  obeying  your  own  orders,  my  lord.  Years  ago 
you  placed  this  in  my  hands;  you  charged  me  to  bring  it  to 
you  if  you  should  ever  be  tempted  to  turn  aside  from  the 
path  you  had  chosen.  You  said  I  should  do  this  if  I  were  a 
faithful  friend,  if  I  had  your  honor  at  heart.  Grod  knows 
that  I  have  your  good  at  heart — ^you  taught  me  that  this 
was  your  good — so  I  have  done  it,  though — ^tell  me," 
the  voice  that  had  been  firm  broke  in  anguished  pleading, 
"I  beg  of  you,  tell  me  that  I  have  done  right" 

But  Victor  Paul  did  not  immediately  speak,  though  he 
did  now  remember,  and  though  it  was  little  his  way  in  any 
circumstances  to  be  deaf  or  insensible  to  other  peoples' 
distress.  For  the  present,  however,  his  own  was  suflSciently 
acute  to  obscure  other  things;  and  the  humiliation  with 
which  it  was  mingled  made  it  doubly  hard  to  bear.  And 
yet  he  had  prepared  this  blow  for  himself. 

Wounded,  humiliated,  and  therefore  even  angry — ^for  in 
the  first  break  of  impatience  it  did  seem  as  if  Guglielma 
might  have  had  the  better  part  of  wisdom  to  let  the  dead, 
irrevocable  past  remain  out  of  sight — ^Victor's  was  an 
honest  and  generous  mind,  averse  to  self-deception;  and 
not  given  to  visiting  the  punishment  of  his  own  sins  and 
errors  on  others.  The  fight  between  self-interest  and  jus- 
tice was  a  brief  one:  There  was  neither  unkindness  nor 
resentment  in  the  face  he  bared  at  last;  though  the  pallor 
had  not  left  it. 

"I  remember,"  he  said  slowly,  "though  I  did  not  at 
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first.  Yes;  Guglielma,  I  acknowledge  that  you  have  but 
fulfilled  my  instructions.  You  have  done  right — ^will  not 
that  suffice  ? — it  is  late,  and  Carmino  is  much  more  than 
due.   But  he  may  come  yet —  " 

But  Guglielma  was  weeping  slow,  hard-wrung  tears. 
"But — ^you  are  hurt — ^and  angry — and  yet  I  thought  only 
to  do  right — I  have  been  ill-guided — " 

Dr.  Paul  suppressed  a  sigh.  Never  had  he  found  it  more 
difficult  to  carry  into  action  his  fixed  desire  in  all  things  to 
consider  Guglielma  greatly,  knowing  how  many  interests 
she  had  laid  aside  in  order  that  he  might  be  the  supreme 
interest  of  her  life. 

"I  am  not  angry,  Guglielma;  I  have  no  right  to  be. 
Why  should  I  speak  of  forgiveness  where  there  is  no  offense  ? 
But  if  it  will  make  you  happy  to  hear  me  say  it,  then  I  will 
say  that  I  forgive  you  for  obeying  me  too  well — but  the 
beU!" 

"Would  that  I  had  thrown  the  accursed  thing  into  the 
sea!  A  thousand  curses  on  the  day  that  ever  saw  it  made. " 
She  hated  even  the  inanimate  thing  in  her  pain.  In  that 
fanatically  devoted  heart,  the  stab  she  had  given  her  idol 
rankled  and  festered,  a  truly  poisoned  dart.  As  her  custom 
was,  she  forgot  his  own  initiate.  With  one  less  considerate, 
Guglielma  would  have  stood  a  poor  chance. 

"Fret  no  longer,"  Victor  urged  hurriedly,  "what  you 
have  done  was  the  right  thing — it  should  be  in  my  hands — 
and  you  were  pledged. " 

How  much  longer  Guglielma  might  have  continued  to 
bewail  her  action  there  was  no  telling  Dr.  Paul  was  not 
sorry  to  hear  the  bell  ring  urgently  for  a  second  time. 
"Perhaps  it  is  Carmino;  wait  one  moment,  Guglielma." 

Guglielma,  who  had  slowly  made  ready  to  go,  came  the 
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few  steps  back.    He  pointed  to  what  lay  upon  the  floor, 
and,  opening  a  drawer  in  the  table  signed  her  to  place  it 
therein.     Guglielma  did  so. 
"K  it  should  be  Carmino — " 
"Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  should  be  Carmino?" 
"Remember  that  all  this  is  not  to  be  spoken  of.  ** 
"Is  he  not  to  know?** 
"No;  he  is  not  to  know.** 


■> 


CHAPTER  Vm 

'"This  is  the  state  of  man;  to-day  he  puts  forth  the  tender  leaver 
of  hope; 
To-morrow  blossoms. 

««  4i«4i)|i)|i)|i)|i)|i«)|i 

The  third  day  oomes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost " 

Dk.  Paul  went  hurriedly  to  the  medicine  cabinet.  His 
day  had  been  long  and  hard;  and  worry  had  added  its 
exhausting  effects.  Returning,  he  took  his  position  by  the 
fire,  a  certain  expectancy  marking  his  bearing.  The  iden- 
tity of  his  visitor  was  of  importance.  The  heavy  entrance 
door  opened  and  shut;  voices  and  footsteps  were  audible 
in  the  hall.  Then  Guglielma  looked  in  and  her  animated 
face  told  him  that  his  ears  had  not  been  deceiving  him. 

"It  is  Carmino,"  she  proclaimed  with  pleasurable  excit- 
ment,  and  Carmino's  own  bright,  good-humored  face  over 
her  shoulder  confirmed  the  news.  Dr.  Paul  bent  on  him 
a  warm  look  of  welcome. 

"Yes,  it  is  Carmino,**  said  the  newcomer  all  cordial  and 
respectful  smiles;  "Carmino  up  to  his  neck  in  the  snow. 
Charming  weather,  to  be  sure.  ** 

Carmino  came  in,  a  very  brown  bear,  wrapped  to  the 
ears  in  a  woolly  coat  With  the  coat,  however,  the  ursine 
resemblance  ended.  They  were  the  merriest  and  cheeriest 
of  black  eyes  that  looked  over  the  furry  collar,  and  full  of 
devotion  as  they  embraced  Dr.  Paul. 

"With  my  lord 's  permission  ? **  said  Carmino,  taking  off 
his  coat  and  wide,  snow-dusted  hat  and  handing  them  to 
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Guglielma;  "else  I  shall  make  your  room  damp."  She 
took  them  both  and  quitted  the  room. 

The  two  were  alone,  but  Carmino  did  not  appear 
satisfied.  He  looked  around  with  a  mysterious  and  dis- 
trustful air,  as  if  suspecting  every  comer  of  concealment, 
though  all  seemed  bare  and  open  enough. 

"My  lord  will  pardon  me,  but  I  must  make  sure."  He 
wound  up  a  careful  inspection  by  going  in  turn  to  each 
window,  to  draw  aside  the  edge  of  a  blind  to  the  width  of 
an  eye,  that  he  might  peer  cautiously  into  the  street.  "All 
has  seemed  well,"  he  muttered,  "but  there!  who  can  tell? 
It  may  appear  smiling  as  a  day  in  summer,  when,  presto, 
one  uncovers  a  mine.  One  must  still  be  watchful,  suspic- 
ious.   Vigilance  must  never  sleep." 

The  performance  had  the  chajrm  of  familiarity  to  the 
man  who  watched  it  with  an  indulgent  smile.  But,  so  far 
as  the  actor  was  concerned,  there  was  no  humor  in  it. 
Carmino  had  responsibilities  and  felt  their  weight  With 
the  relieved  air  of  one  who  has  done  his  whole  duty  and 
guarded  against  surprise,  the  investigator  came  to  the  fire 
where  Dr.  Paul  awaited  him. 

"Well,  my  Carmino,  are  you  satisfied  that  no  spies  are 
lurking?" 

"Ah, "  said  Carmino,  the  cheery  sparkle  of  his  black  eyes 
matching  the  flash  of  his  white  teeth,  "you  make  game  of 
me,  but  still  one  must  be  cautious. "  Now  had  he  time  to 
let  the  devotion  that  neither  absence  nor  misfortune  had 
been  able  to  dim,  beam  unimpeded  on  Victor  Paul.  And 
the  exile  felt  its  warmth  steal  balmy  into  his  soul.  They 
were  of  the  same  age,  these  two,  their  boyhood  had  known 
the  same  home.  Though  one  had  been  high-placed  and 
the  other  lowly,  no  revolt  against  the  inequality  had  ever 
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stirred  in  the  lowlier,  or  weakened  his  ever-loyal  allegiance; 
any  more  than  had  ignoble  pride  prevented  the  more  fortu- 
nate one  from  appreciating  and  reciprocating  the  strong 
personal  r^ard  of  his  humbler  friend.  And  Victor  Paul, 
in  the  reversal  that  had  been  eflFected,  might  have  found  it 
m  his  heart  to  envy  one  whom  destiny  had  originally  placed 
so  far  beneath  him;  Carmino  whose  eyes  had  so  lately  be- 
held what  Victor  could  never  hope  to  look  upon  again. 

"And  now,  how  fares  it  with  *Dr.  Paul'?"  inquired 
Carmino,  caressingly  though  he  made  a  slight,  seemingly 
irresistible  grimace,  as  he  pronounced  the  name;  "I  hope 
my  lord  is  well  and — chappy. " 

"It  fares  as  usual  with  *Dr.  Paul',"  replied  the  owner  of 
that  disapproved  appellation;  "and,  pray  pardon  us,  that 
we  inhospitably  kept  you  waiting  on  the  door  step  this 
stormy  night;  but  sit  down,  my  friend. " 

"What,  I,  my  lord,  to  sit  in  your  presence?    Oh,  no!" 

"It  is  *Dr.  Paul '  who  asks,  nay,  orders  you  to  sit  down, " 
said  Victor,  laughing  as  he  seldom  did,  "so  pray  obey  at 
once. " 

"*Dr.  Paul'  ?"  said  Carmino,  with  the  same  air  of  swal- 
lowing a  bitter  pill,  "well,  well,  I  obey,  of  course."  Seat- 
ing himself  straightly  and  stiflSy. 

"We  had  almost  given  you  up  for  the  day,"  Victor  ob- 
served, "we  feared  you  were  storm-stayed  somewhere. " 

"And  so  I  came  near  to  being.  It  was  a  narrow  chance, 
a  very  narrow  chance,  indeed,  that  I  got  here.  But, 
though  mountains  pUed  themselves,  I  should  still  have 
struggled  through  if  I  could.  Did  you  not  expect  me!  and 
it  is  the  Twenty-eighth  of  February. " 

"I  am  not  likely  to  have  forgotten  that,  Carmino." 

Carmino  shook  his  head  solemnly.     "No,  sir,"  with  a 
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certain  awkward,  but  earnest  sjrmpathy,  "I  suppose  not. 
But,  at  the  same  time,  my  lord,  I,  for  my  part,  should 
blame  you  little  if  you  were  more  forgetful:  One  is  but  hu- 
man, all  said.  There  comes  a  time  when  the  load  is  too 
heavy.  Then  one  may  own  his  weakness;  and  to  cast  it  on 
the  Greater  Strength.  It  is  wisdom  to  refuse  to  remember 
what  is  happier  to  forget. " 

"One  b  to  rememb^  what  he  must,"  said  Victor. 

"Must  ?  must  ?"  in  vigorous  dissent;  "Ah!  my  lord,  you 
do  not  take  the  right  course.  You  should  amuse  yourself. 
Here  are  only  books,"  eying  the  accumulated  literature 
of  the  ages  with  the  disfavor  of  the  illiterate,  "and  more- 
over, such  heavy  ones;  they  alone  would  make  a  man's 
heart  weary.  You  should  go  into  the  world,  my  lord. 
With  circumspection,  all  would  be  well.  Why  should  you 
not  enjoy  life,  like  others  ?" 

Here  was  a  radical  difference  of  opinion  between  the 
two  self-constituted  advisers.  Perhaps  Carmino  mistook 
Dr.  Paul's  humorous  appreciation  of  the  contrast,  for 
approval.    He  went  on  with  renewed  earnestness. 

"To-day  it  is  nine  years  since  first  I  visited  you.  Nine 
long  years,"  with  a  gesture  that  indefinitely  prolonged  the 
period ;  "and  your  brother  has  grown  large  in  that  time. " 

Carmino,  with  self-reproach  noticed  how  Dr.  Paul 
winced  at  this  allusion  and  hurried  on. 

"Every  year  I  look,  I  hope,  for  some  change;  to  see  that 
you  have  thrown  off  some  of  that  old  heavy  burden.  Time, 
that  does  so  much,  they  say,  why  should  not  time  have 
made  it  lighter  ?  You  have  a  right  to  a  new  life,  a  new 
place  in  the  world;  the  old  went  in  payment,  and  surely 
it  was  enough!  You  have  a  right  now,  to  find  some  happi- 
ness.    You  are  but  young,  my  lord,  after  all,  be  young» 
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then,  and  enjoy  youth  while  you  may.  It  comes  but 
once.'* 

''And  goes  but  once.'* 

"But,"  urged  Carmino,  "yours  is  not  gone— at  eight- 
and-twenty — grasp  it  before  it  shall  be  gone.  Close  these 
books;  ah,  you  smile,  but  still,  I  say  close  them.  Have 
done  with  bare  floors,  these  peasants  furnishings.  And 
these  people  that  you  wait  upon  like  a  hired  doctor;  though 
you  take  no  hire,  it  makes  no  diflFerence.  If  you  must  be 
benevolent  to  the  people — ^well,  I  make  no  objection  to 
that — ^but  is  there  no  one  else  whom  you  could  depute  as 
an  almoner  ?  That  you  should  do  it  yourself  is  not  fitting  to 
one  of  your  name  and  descent. " 

Dr.  Paul  listened  to  this  lecture  on  his  social  duty  without 
show  of  impatience.  "  I  have  no  name  or  descent,  '*  he  said 
grimly. 

"Yes,  yes,**  Carmino  asseverated  warmly.  "Always  you 
have  that;  nothing  can  deprive  you  of  it;  your  noble  ances- 
tors are  always  your  own.  Always  you  are  in  reality," — 
continued  Carmino  warm  with  indignant  protest,  but  Dr. 
Paul  raised  his  hand  imperiously. 

"Speak  it  not !  Let  me  hear  it  never  again !  Are  not  you 
who  are  so  cautious,  afraid  that  the  walls  might  have  ears  ?  *' 

"English  ears,*'  muttered  the  visitor  in  excuse  for  the 
indiscretion  barely  escaped. 

Victor  laughed.  "'English  ears*,  perhaps,  but  how 
could  one  be  sure  ?  Besides,  my  Carmino,  what  has  a  dead 
man  to  do  with  titles  and  honors  ?  He  is  removed  from  all 
that.** 

There  was  unmeasured  bitterness  in  his  voice.  The 
visitor  shifted  uneasily  about,  rubbing  his  hands  in  nervous 
embarrassment    He  knew  the  man  before  him,  and  the 
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bitter  waters  of  which  he  had  been  called  upon  to  drink. 
Victor  Paul  had  lived  in  thought  with  the  world's  noblest. 
He  had  been  lonely,  indeed,  had  he  not  found  intellectual 
companionship  in  books  in  all  these  years.  And  he  was 
attuned  to  respond  to  all  that  was  truest  and  best  He  as 
well  as  any  man  could  rate  the  world 's  honors  at  a  just 
appraisement  He  was  not  likely  to  exaggerate  their  value, 
or  to  approve  the  intrinsically  worthless.  Did  the  loss 
he  had  suffered,  of  earthly  power  and  greatness,  rankle, 
nevertheless,  in  an  unhealed  wound  ?  Who  can  fathom 
human  inconsistency;  or  who  could  decide  as  to  the  exact 
nature  of  the  wound  the  vibrant  voice  betrayed  ? 

So  far  as  Carmino  was  concerned,  bom  and  nurtured  a 
retainer  in  the  nearly  departed  sense,  gifted  with  no  capa- 
city to  measure  larger  proportions,  it  appeared  inevitable 
that  the  mere  material  loss  must  be  irreconcilable.  And 
knowing  from  what  orbit  this  star  had  shot,  how  great,  how 
hopeless  the  fall,  he  could  find  no  consolation  that  might 
fitly  be  offered  one  so  situated.  He  neither  ventured  to 
intrude  pity,  nor  attempted  to  belittle  the  loss  by  vain, 
impertinent  condolences.  He  only  looked  the  love  and 
pity  that  he  could  not,  dared  not,  speak. 

But  Victor  read  it  well;  so  given  it  was  too  true,  too  deep, 
not  to  be  acceptable. 

**Ah,  good  friend,  it  is  good,  it  is  pleasant,  to  know  that 
you,  at  least,  have  not  forgotten  the  departed  one.  But 
now  let  us  leave  all  that;  let  us  return  to  the  advice  that 
you  have  urged  so  kindly.  Truly  admirable  advice 
Carmino;  worthy  of  all  praise,  when  one  examines  it 
worthy  even  to  be  followed.  In  all  soberness,  my  Carmino, 
I  think  I  shall  take  it  under  serious  consideration.  The 
world  is  wide;  whom  will  it  distress,  to  what  living  soul. 
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indeed,  will  it  make  an  atom  of  difference  if  *Dr.  Paul* 
shall  set  forth  to  enjoy  the  pleasure  he  has  so  long  forgone  ? 
Yes,  my  sage,  my  most  sensible  friend,  henceforth  I  shall 
amuse  myself." 

Carmino  threaded  his  fingers  through  the  masses  of  his 
raven  hair,  wearing  a  dubious,  puzzled  smile  as  he  stared 
at  the  face  wherein  he  saw  so  great  a  change.  What  force 
was  here  at  work  that  he  wot  not  of  ? 

"You  would  be  right  to  do  that,*'  he  observed,  after  a 
ruminant  pause,  "quite  right,  as  I  shall  always  maintain; 
but  I  do  not  understand  you — ^and  it  is  never  well  to  go  to 
extremes.  '*  Carmino  never  expected  Dr.  Paul  to  do  any- 
thing of  the  sort;  the  words  grew  out  of  his  perplexity. 

"What,  my  Carmino,"  quoth  Victor,  with  a  smile  that 
was  inexplicable  and  confusing  to  him  addressed,  "after 
continuing  for  ten  years  to  admonish  me  to  amuse  myself, 
does  it,  then,  disconcert  you  when  I  threaten  to  give  heed  to 
your  advice  ?  Which  is  it  that  you  distrust,  Carmino,  your 
own  wisdom  or  my  discretion  ?  " 

"But,  my  lord,"  expostulated  the  visitor,  "I  never 
claimed  to  be  over-wise.  No,  indeed !  I  never  set  up  for  a 
Solomon.  It  was  my  heart,  not  my  head,  that  advised 
you.  But  how  could  I  who  love  you,  give  you  evil-counsel  ? 
I  still  believe  that  my  word  was  good.  However,  modera- 
tion in  all  things  is  proper — ^and  here  nothing  else  would  be 
safe,"  he  added  sotto  voce;  but  Victor  caught  the  muttered 
word. 

"Safe!"  he  repeated  with  an  angry  intonation;  but  in- 
stantly recovered  himself.  Carmino  had  sanity  on  his  side. 
To  resent  the  expression  were  folly. 

"Ah,  yes,"  he  remarked,  "let  me  above  all  things  con- 
sult safety. " 
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"Why  not,"  said  Cannino,  "since  safety  is  good  ?** 

"Yes,  certainly;  it  adds  greatly  to  the  joys  of  existence 
to  fear  every  shadow;  to  tremble  eternally  on  the  brink  of 
discovery — ^after  all  these  years — lest  I  be  called  upon  to 
fulfil  the  pledge  you  know  of,  Cannino,  that  last  thing  I 
shall  ever  be  able  to  do  for  my  line. " 

Carmino  turned  dingily  pale  at  this  allusion.  "Pray, 
pray,  my  lord,  do  not  talk  of  that!"  he  begged  in  a  barely 
audible  voice. 

"I  will  not, "said  Victor, "since  it  looks  so  to  you, 
Carmino.    It  looks  not  so  to  me.    But  pardon  me. " 

Quick  iears  springing  to  the  black  eyes  marked  the 
depths  of  Camrioo's  sympathy.  "My  lord!"  he  expostu- 
lated, "you  are  too  hard  upon  yourself!  always  did  I  say 
it.  The  cause  must  have  its  n^eight  when  one  brings  the 
matter  to  judgment;  and,  also,  when  one  has  repented, 
truly  repented  of  a — ^sin,  a  day  comes,  when,  in  the  mercy 
of  God,  one  may  say,  *It  is  enough,  it  will  atone. '" 

The  argument  was  so  like  those  Victor  had  been  conning 
over  to  himself,  that  he  answered  himself  a^  well  as  the 
other,  when  he  murmured :  "  One  must  pay  the  full  penalty. 
I  cannot  pay  it,  I  have  not  paid  it — ^while — I  lives " 

**Oh,  as  to  that.  Holy  Church  attends  to  that — that  is 
not  for  us,  not  even  for  you.  And  there  is  always  Purga- 
tory." 

An  expression  of  mournful  amusement  crept  over  Dr. 
Paul's  face  at  this  exposition  of  Carmino 's  creed ,1  easy- 
fitting  to  the  extent  of  destroying  all  personal  responsibility. 
Such  was  not  for  Victor  Paul.  But  it  was  a  faithful ;  heart 
that  spoke  in  an  eflFort  to  comfort  and  reassure;  theirefore 
was  it  pleasant  to  hear,  be  its  ethical  value  what  it  mi^ght. 

"Yes,"  Victor  admitted,  "there  is  always  Purgat<pry. " 
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Quietly  as  this  was  spoken,  there  was  that  in  the  sound  that 
drew  Caxmino's  sudden  inquisitorial  attention.  He  had 
forsaken  the  chair  into  which  he  had  been  forced,  to  stand 
by  the  light.  From  some  secret  repository  about  his  person 
he  had  produced  a  packet  wrapped  carefully  in  oiled 
silk.  He  stopped  in  his  occupation  of  removing  the  outer 
covering,  the  packet  suspended  in  his  hand. 

"Something  has  changed  you,  my  lord,"  voicing  the 
idea  taking  slow  root  in  his  mind;  "before,  you  were  too 
patient;  too  sternly  patient;  you  crushed  yourself,  you  gave 
yourself  no  quarter;  one  must  side  with  you  against  your- 
self. But  to-day  you  laugh,  though  you  look  so  pale,  yes, 
almost  wild;  and  your  voice  has  a  tone  I  do  not  know. 
What  is  it  sir?" 

"My  good  Carmino,  what  should  change  me?  Your 
usually  staid  imagination  is  playing  you  tricks. '' 

The  man  appeared  by  no  means  convinced  by  this 
transfer  of  the  imputation.  He  eyed  the  speaker  with  dis- 
satisfied attention.  Here  was  some  profound  alteration  he 
could  neither  account  for  nor  characterize, 

"Well,"  he  remarked,  slowly  transferring  his  interest 
to  the  packet  in  his  hand,  "I  have  my  a)nmiission  to  dis- 
charge. But  that  no  one,  to  see  me,  would  suspect  me^ 
of  carrying  anything  very  valuable,  I  should  be  a  mark  for 
the  banditti  Take  this,  Mr.  Victor,  and  let  me  have  an 
acknowledgement  that  all  is  right."  He  handed  to  Dr. 
Paul  the  packet,  now  divested  of  its  outer  shield;  and  dis- 
playing a  Vermillion  seal,  impressed  with  a  too  familiar 
device.  Victor  hastily  destroyed  it,  with  trembling  fingers; 
and,  opening  the  packet,  he  proceeded  to  verify  the  contents. 
He  barely  glanced  at  and  laid  aside  a  number  of  closely 
written  pages;  placing  also  in  the  drawer  with  them  a 
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large  sum  of  money  enclosed.  Close  by  these  articles, 
though  outside  Carmino  's  range,  lay  that  which  Guglielma 
had  placed  there  earlier, 

Carmino  watched  every  motion  with  a  deep  absorption; 
until  Dr.  Paul  closed  the  drawer  and  writing  a  simple 
receipt,  handed  it  to  the  watcher.  Carmino  accepted  it 
reluctantly. 

**You  do  not  read,  sir;  nor  have  you  counted,"  he  said, 
"and  shall  I  wait,  my  lord,  while  you  pen  a  message  to 
send  across  the  seas?" 

There  was  a  quick  contraction  of  Victor  Paul's  brow, 
but  he  answered  composedly  "Why  should  I  count?  I 
rely  implicitly  upon  you,  my  Carmino.  And  even  if  I  did 
not — ^a  little  more — a  little  less — what  should  it  matter? 
It  will  more  than  suffice.  As  to  the  message,  you  shall  bear 
it  across  the  seas.  Tlive,  I  am  at  peace:'  what  more  is 
needed?" 

Carmino's  black  eyes  were  soft  and  pleading.  "Ah,  but 
that  is  so  harsh,  so  unyielding,  my  lord,"  he  said  coax- 
ingly;  "after  so  long,  cannot  you  yield  a  bit?  Only  a  few 
words,  it  will  take  but  a  moment.  Will  you  not  write  a 
word  or  two  ?  " 

"No!"  said  Victor  Paul  positively  and  haughtily:  then 
he  looked  into  Carmino's  eyes  with  a  bitter  amusment. 
"Come,  my  Carmino,  why  try  to  win  my  faith  to  that 
pleasant  fiction  with  which  it  suits  you  to  delude  yourself — 
that  it  is  necessary — or  desirable — ^that  I  should  write?" 
No,  no,  let  us  leave  it  there.  If  I  have  spoken  too  harshly, 
forgive  me,  but  this  is  a  subject  better  avoided.  Your 
mother  will  have  your  supper  waiting — we  are  brothers 
in  some  sort. " 

"Yes,  and  the  foster-son  is  the  better  beloved. " 
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"Have  I  stolen  your  birthright?" 

"You  are  welcome,  thrice  welcome,  to  all  I  can  give 
you,"  responded  the  messenger  with  fervor,  "even  to  the 
first  place  in  the  heart  of  my  mother.  I,  too,  would  serve 
you,  even  as  my  mother  serves  you.  And  now,  my  lord, 
farewell.  Supper,  a  chat  with  my  mother — she  will  have 
many  a  question  to  ask  concerning  the  old  land — ^and  then 
I  must  be  gone. " 

"In  this  storm  ?    Cannot  you  wait  until  to-morrow  ? " 

"Storm  and  all,  I  must  begone.  I  dare  not  tarry. 
Suppose,  "breathed  Carmino,  "some  hint  should  get 
abroad ! "  he  stopped  abruptly;  "No,  no,  it  is  all  safe  after 
so  long. " 

"Who  could  suspect,"  he  muttered,  "that  it  is  all  a  lie 
written  over  that  tomb ! " 

"I  did  not  understand  you. " 

"Oh,  nothing,  nothing,  my  lord,  but  that  I  must  begone 
as  quickly  as  may  be.    So  peace  be  with  you  and  adieu. " 

"Will  you  take  this  hand?"  Many  times  before  had 
Victor  seen  the  sturdy  messenger  come  and  go  upon  this 
secret  en  and.  But  to-n  ight ,  perhaps  because  the  even  tenor 
of  his  life  had  been  so  disturbed,  he  experienced  more  than 
the  usual  reluctance  to  give  the  word  of  parting.  Sometimes 
indeed,  it  had  been  borne  upon  his  mind  that  even  this  last 
frail  tie  with  the  past  were  better  broken ;  that  the  only  hope 
for  peace  would  lie  in  complete  severance,  entire  forgetful- 
ness  of  what  was  forever  out  of  his  reach.  But  to  think  was 
not  to  do;  and  the  sense  of  finality  that  oppressed  him  was 
an  influence  to  be  fought. 

Carmino  took  the  extended  member  in  his  own  and  bend- 
ing over,  respectfully  kissed  it.  "Am  I  not  honored,  my 
lord,  to  take  your  hand  ?    It  grieves  me  sore  that  I  must 
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go  and  leave  you  here;  I  mourn  the  old  time  as  I  shall  do 
to  the  lifers  end." 

He  felt  a  sudden  tremor  leap  through  the  fingers  clasped 
upon  his  own;  it  came  and  was  gone  in  a  flash.  And  Dr. 
Paul  replied  with  apparent  composure.  "It  is  over  forever, 
Carmino,  and  I  am — ^I  must  be — ^resigned. " 

For  a  space  the  foster-brothers  stood  with  clasped  hands 
looking  at  each  other  as  if  intent  to  hold  !n  memory  the 
clear  imprint  Then  the  messenger  lingeringly  turned  to 
go. 

Dr.  Paul  had  jestingly  promised  to  take  Carmino 's 
advice  to  heart;  but  fond  as  he  was  of  his  sturdy  adherent; 
confidently  as  he  would  have  banked  on  his  fidelity,  he  had 
still  no  intention  to  take  him  into  his  plans.  Had  it  been 
Carmino  alone  it  would  not  so  much  have  mattered — but 
behind  Carmino  were  others.  Dr.  Paul  might  have  hesi- 
tated to  confess  his  inconsistency,  his  change  of  heart;  and 
it  would  be  idle  to  deny  their  part  in  his  reserve.  But  there 
was  yet  a  stronger  factor.  It  was  pride  that  entered  the 
the  determining  plea;  the  pride  that  suflFering  by  rejection, 
desired  to  interpose  a  veil  between  himself  and  his  affairs 
and  those  who  had  in  fact,  if  not  in  words,  repudiated  him. 
When  the  next  anniversary — oh,  the  flimsy  devices  by  which 
he  had  thought  to  chain  himself,  how  easily  he  broke 
through  them  when  the  wish  arose!  when  the  next  anniver- 
sary of  the  black  day  should  come,  he  should,  Deo  volente, 
be  again  at  his  post.  What  mattered  the  interim  to  the 
messenger  or  those  who  sent  him  ? 

So  planned  Victor  Paul;  but  his  defeat  was  already  as- 
sured. Carmino,  so  it  was  written,  was  not  to  go  off  with- 
out a  hint  as  to  the  cause  of  the  change  that  had  puzzled 
him;  and  it  came  about  naturally  enough. 


TANTALUS  7S 

Victor,  on  this  evening  of  events,  was  expecting  another 
guest  whom  he  had  hoped  to  keep  apart  from  this  one. 
If,  on  their  coming  into  the  hall,  just  as  the  bell  rang,  dis- 
composure fell  upon  both,  it  was  from  differing  reasons. 
Carmino,  on  this  mission  was  like  one  who,  in  the  enemy's 
country,  walks  with  his  life  in  his  hands.  If  there  was  any 
peril  at  all — ^not  to  himself  but  to  those  whom  he  served — it 
was  a  great  and  deadly  one;  and  to  the  envoy  it  ever  seemed 
imminent. 

It  needed  but  that  quick  tingle,  breaking  out  abruptly 
and  dying  away  in  the  tinny  rattle  of  an  old  fashioned  bell, 
hung  on  a  circular  spring,  to  transform  him  into  a  wild 
creature,  hunting  cover.  It  was,  of  course,  purely  instinc- 
tive, as  was  his  setting  down  Dr.  Paul 's  uneasiness  to  the 
same  cause  as  his  own.  Not  a  moment 's  grace  was  given 
him.  Julian  Carroll,  the  ringer,  had  no  mind  to  linger  on 
the  doorstep  in  the  snow;  and  having  announced  himself, 
he  opened  the  door  and  walked  in.  In  his  wake  came  a 
small,  half  frozen  waif,  who  appeared  to  be  blown  in  on  a 
cloudy  flurry  of  snow,  that  drifted  across  the  floor  in  an 
instant. 

Julian,  with  a  plainly  apparent  accustomedness,  placed 
his  umbrella  in  the  stand  and  took  off  his  overcoat.  The 
action  told  the  observant  Carmino  much  as  to  Carroll's 
standing  in  the  house.  Nor  could  Carmino  look  twice  at 
this  arrival  and  connect  him  with  the  dark  shapes  lurking 
in  his  fears.  Dr.  Paul's  reassuring  murmur.  "There  is  no 
cause  for  alarm. "  found  him  already  restored.  Julian,  how 
ever,  found  a  dead  silence  fallen  over  his  advent.  Dr.  Paul 
had  not,  it  is  true,  failed  in  his  usual  courteous  greeting,  but 
was  the  caller  mistaken  in  thinking  that  a  faint  trace  of  con- 
fusion colored  the  ordinarily  composed  manner?    At  any 
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rate,  Julian  told  himself,  if  he  did  merely  imagine  that,  it 
could  not  be  denied  that  the  picturesque,  black-eyed  for- 
eigner, with  the  gold  ear-loops  just  showing  under  his 
bushy  sable  hair,  was  much  inclined  to  hide  himself  behind 
Dr.  Paul;  a  feat  which  his  greater  substantiality  made 
difficult.  Julian  was  led  to  observe  him  more  particularly 
than  he  might  otherwise  have  done. 

Any  slight  constraint  on  the  part  of  the  host  was  quickly 
thrown  off;  but  the  suspicion  that  it  had  been  there  led 
Julian  to  suggest.  "K  you  are  engaged,  Dr.  Paul — " 

"Not  at  all.    Will  you  go  into  the  office  ? " 

Julian,  however,  lingered  to  say:  "It  is  the  twenty- 
eighth  of  February."  Carmino*s  start  and  accentuated 
attention  were  not  lost  on  one  whose  business  it  was  to  be 
wide-awake.  "You  had  my  letter?"  Julian  supposed, 
"I  have  come  to  learn  your  decision. " 

Carmino's  black  eyes,  on  the  track  of  discovery,  travel- 
led eagerly  from  one  to  the  other. 

"Speaks  the  stranger  our  tongue?"  was  his  murmured 
question. 

"He  neither  speaks  nor  understands  it — ^spoken. " 

"Why  does  he  mention  'the  twenty-eighth  of  February  ? ' 
Does  he  know?" 

"Nothing,  nothing!"  Victor  hastily  responded,  "it  is  of 
an  engagement — that  waited." 

"Ah-h"  breathed  Carmino,  betraying  astonishment  and 
curiosity,  as  well  as  a  degree  of  satisfaction;  "Ah,  my  lord, 
I  am  glad  to  know  that  you  no  longer  court  solitude — 
though  you  did  not  tell  me. "  If  Carmino  implied  reproach 
he  did  not  dwell  upon  it;  "It  is  well;  I  admire  the  appear- 
ance of  your  friend. "  He  bowed  with  a  suave  respectful 
courtesy  to  Julian. 
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"You  tremble  and  look  pale. 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  t" 

Victor  Paul  had  felt  annoyed.    It  had  been  his  hope  to 
keep  these  two  apart.    But  Carmino  having  been  behind  his 
time  and  Julian  before  his,  the  undesired  and  unexpected 
had  happened.    There  is  sometimes,  however,  in  the  end 
kindness  in  a  wish  denied. 

The  j&re,  burning  brightly  on  the  hearth,  had  worked  an 
irresistible  fascination  upon  the  urchin  who  had  come  in 
with  Carroll.  He  stood  before  it  a  flagrant  fire-worshipper 
with  hands  outstretched,  enjoyment  breathing  in  every 
half-frozen  fiber  of  his  small,  ill-nourished  frame. 

With  Carroll,  however,  matters  stood  differently.  "Even 
for  so  stormy  a  night  you  certainly  have  a  tremendous  fire, " 
he  opined.  For  his  part  he  was  careful  to  take  a  seat  on  the 
side  of  the  table  furthest  removed  from  it. 

"You  have  been  walking  briskly  in  the  cold  air,"  the 
doctor  suggested,  "our  little  friend  does  not  find  it  too 
warm. " 

"No;"  Julian  admitted.  The  position  he  occupied 
brought  his  host  as  well  as  the  boy  into  the  center  of  tlie 
stage,  the  table  intervening.  So  far  as  sight  was  cpneemed , 
moreover,  Mr.  Carroll  had  come  into  a  new  world  by  the 
route  of  a  pair  of  glasses.  Everything  was  wonderfully 
transformed.     Clean,  sharply-defined  edges  had  replaced 
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the  blurred  colors,  the  blended,  indistinct  margins  that  had 
characterized  his  imperfect  vision.  Even  the  many-tinted 
flames  had  taken  on  new  forms.  The  typical  street-arab 
physiognomy,  as  well  as  the  finely  modeled  features  of  the 
physician  helped  to  fill  in  a  clear  picture  such  as  formerly 
he  had  never  seen.  If  Julian  had  made  shift  to  get  along 
before,  he  had  come  to  realize  fully  how  poor  a  shift  it  had 
been. 

Dr.  Paul,  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  table,  with  his  para- 
phenalia  spread  in  the  lamplight  was  dividing  and  folding 
into  papers  a  coarsely  crystallized  white  substance;  while 
the  boy  by  the  fire  occasionally  turned  his  weirdly-old 
young  face  over  his  shoulder  to  watch;  and  Julian  noticed 
how,  at  such  moments  as  he  looked  at  Victor  Paul,  his  pre- 
cocious sophistication  was  wont  to  be  merged  in  faith  and 
admiration.    It  was  a  miracle  of  influence. 

"It  is  not  I  alone  who  find  him  a  strong  magnet,"  the 
observer  thought,  "though  I  am  moved  to  hope  that  I 
have  nothing  else  in  common  with  that  unattractive 
gamin. " 

Dr.  Paul  had  completed  the  work  in  which  he  had  been 
engaged.  Snapping  an  elastic  band  around  the  little  packet 
of  powders  he  had  prepared,  he  turned  slightly  in  his  chair 
towards  the  hitherto  unnoticed  fire-worshipper  who  had 
been  basking  unmolested;  and  who  was,  to  all  appearance 
quite  unhurried  by  recollection  of  any  business  unattended 
to. 

Unkempt,  ill-clad ;  a  creature  who  had  never  known  what 
it  was  to  fare  well  or  lie  softly,  he  appeared  beside  Dr. 
Paul's  other  guest  like  incarnate  duty  by  desire.  Victor 
laid  his  hand  upon  the  urchin 's  shoulder,  with  none  of  the 
fastidious  shrinking  from  contact  that  would,  in  such  case, 


have  influenced  Julian.    To  Julian  it  was  an  *  unattractive 
gamin'  and  no  more. 

"Well,  are  you  wann  now?"  with  a  kind  and  sympa- 
thteic smile;  "Yes?  then  I  suppose  you  have  come  for 
these. "    He  placed  the  package  in  the  boy's  hand. 

"Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  recipient,  "I  wuz  to  come  for 
these;  but  that  aint  all.  There's  been  a  man  shot  down  to 
*  Kelly 's  place,'  and  they  sent  me  to  bring  you. " 

Victor  rose  quickly.  "But  you  should  have  told  me  at 
once,  Billy. " 

The  urchin  was  undisturbed  by  this  reproof.  No  doubt 
in  his  experience  it  was  passing  mild.  "I  seen  you  wuz 
busy,"  he  explained,  "and  had  company.  And  it  don't 
matter  none.  Doctor.  They  all  said  it  was  a  plain  case  for 
the  crowner.    He's  as  dead  as  he  ever  will  be. " 

The  contrast  between  the  gravity  of  his  errand  and  the 
cynical  philosophy  of  his  manner,  was  amusing  to  Carroll; 
who  no  less  than  the  boy,  perhaps,  was  given  at  times  to 
confusing  the  boundaries  between  the  terrible  and  the 
ridiculous. 

Carroll  laughed.  "I  realize  my  emancipation.  How 
short  a  time  ago  on  hearing  of  a  case  like  this,  would  my 
newspaper  instincts  have  been  all  agog.  I  should  have  been 
irresistibly  impelled  to  follow  it  up.  What  a  luxury,"  the 
fatuous  Julian  went  on,  leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  the 
air  of  making  the  best  of  the  sensation, "  to  hear  of  a  murder 
— pre-eminently  a*  hurry  call'  in  other  days — ^and  yet  be 
able  to  stay  by  a  comfortable  fireside,  leaving  it  to  some  other 
fellow  to  dish  up  the  sensational  details  for  the  public  maw.' 
Mr.  Carroll,  who  thought  his  profession  about  the  most 
important  thing  going,  was  all  apparent  complacence  with 
bis  changed  fortunes,  although  so  recently  he  had  seen  it  in 
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quite  another  light  But,  alas!  poor  Victor,  that  his  hard- 
earned  composure  should  fail  him  at  the  moment  that  his 
need  was  the  greatest!  But  the  infelicities  of  the  day,  the 
many  things  that  had  united  to  try  him,  received  their  telling 
reinforcement  from  Julian's  flippancy.  Self-control  was 
for  the  instant  gone,  swept  off  with  a  rush.  Quickly  he 
turned  away,  but  too  late  to  conceal  from  Julian,  to  whom 
so  much  more  was  now  visible,  the  agony  that  so  blanched 
and  distorted  his  features,  that  the  thoughtless  jester  was 
shocked,   astounded. 

"Dr.  Paul!  what  have  I  said  ?"  Acquaintance  with  his 
own  over-ready  tongue  led  him  to  suspect  himself  first 
"  But — but — ^you  are  ill  ?  "  for  reflection  failed  to  find  any  due 
cause  for  the  intense  and  painful  emotion  whose  tokens 
had  been  before  him. 

"Perhaps,"  Victor  said  curtly,  "The  newspaper  imagi- 
nation is  as  difficult  to  curb  as  its  instinct. "  Dr.  Paul  chose 
to  intimate  a  too-excited  fancy  on  Julian's  part,  but  the 
mode  was  ill-chosen,  incriminating  of  itself.  For  what  had 
Julian  said  that  could  fairly  lead  to  it  ? 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  I  had  no  intention  of  being  offici- 
ous:" lie  stole  an  odd,  inquisitive  side-glance  at  his  hosU 
for  the  question  must  come.  Why  should  Dr.  Paul,  the 
cold  composure  of  whose  manner  was  so  characteristic,  be 
flung  into  overwhelming  agitation  over  a  lightly  spoken 
jest  ?  There  had  been  no  other  cause  for  l^is  distress,  since 
he  did  not  even  deign  to  notice  the  convenient  suggestion 
of  illness. 

Victor  Paul  bitterly  realized  the  eflFects  of  his  mischance. 
He  saw  too  plainly  suspicion  stealing  quick  upon  the  heels 
of  amaze  in  Julian's  mind — awakening  a  dangerous  train 
of  thought;  and  Julian  was  never  slow  in  reaching  a  con- 
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elusion.  Had  he,  after  all  his  long  fight,  built  the  fortification 
of  his  self-control,  with  which  he  had  striven  to  replace  a 
native  impetuosity,  of  chalk,  that  every  rising  tide  of  feeling 
was  to  prevail  against  it  ?  The  reflection  was  of  no  use 
now.>  To  be  silent,  to  force  calmness,  was  the  only  course. 

He  disappeared  for  a  moment  into  the  closet  When  he 
came  out  it  was  to  bring  a  coat  and  boots,  Billy's  size,  in 
which  articles  Billy  was  at  once  invested.  No  part  of  this 
interlude  was  lost  on  Julian.  "  That 's  a  great  closet, "  said 
he,  "a  treasure  house  of  things  valuable  to  the  storm-beaten. 
Once  it  was  my  turn,  now  it  is  Billy's.  It  is  a  sure  thing 
that  your  medical  system  includes  something  besides 
drugs. " 

Dr.  Paul  made  no  direct  reply.  "You  see,  Mr. 
Carroll,  that  I  shall  be  obliged  to  leave  you  for  awhile 
But  I  shall  not  be  long,  I  hope. " 

"Oh,  no.  Doctor,  "the  emissary  from  *  Kelly's  place 
put  in. 

"Pray  do  not  hurry,"  Julian  said  formally. 

"A  literary  personage  like  yourself  can,  perhaps,  find 
amusment  in  a  book — but  stop — ^I  am  forgetting — tlie  book 
will  not  be  admissable  at  all.  Perhaps,"  a  mocking  inton- 
ation crept  irresistibly  into  his  voice,  "perhaps  you  will 
find  sufficient  entertainment  in  your  thoughts. " 

"No  doubt  I  shall. "  Dull  constraint  still  over-clouded 
the  visitor  who  had  come  in  so  brightly.  "Don't  worry  on 
my  account.    I  shall  do  very  well. " 

An  irrepressible  satire  sparkled  in  Dr.  Paul's  eyes 
Julian  had  so  much  the  air  of  the  cat  caught  at  the  cream- 
jug.  If  his  abashment  grew  out  of  suspicion  against 
another,  rather  than  oul  of  sin  of  his  own,  it  would  have 
been  an  extra-keen  observer  who  could  have  guessed  as 
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mucL  Victor,  whose  conscience,  as  well  as  whose  intuition, 
had  made  him  understand  the  nature  of  the  deadly  chill 
that  had  frozen  Julian;  and  who,  if  anybody,  must  lament 
it;  could  yet  so  far  forget  the  graver  issue  as  to  fed  a  mis- 
chievous satisfaction  in  Julian's  plain  discomposure.  It 
was  so  clearly  Julian's  turn. 

*'I  hope  that  time  will  not  hang  too  heavy  on  your  hands 
— ^since  you  may  not  read  and  there  seems  no  other  amuse- 
ment in  sight  Accepting  the  necessary  restriction  with 
regard  to  the  books,  all  else  is  at  your  service.  Pray,  make 
yourself  at  home. " 

It  was  with  a  shock  that  memory  suddenly  recalled  the 
unusual  contents  of  drawer  within  reach  of  Julian 's  hand. 
Involuntarily,  Victor's  eyes  darted  thither;  the  smile  was 
striken  out,  to  give  place  to  a  grey  pallor.  Was  Julian 
likely  to  interpret  his  words  too  literally?  Inviolability 
might  be  secured  to  that  evidence  by  the  simple  turning  of 
a  key.  To  turn  it  openly  would,  of  course,  be  an  insult  to  a 
person  whom  he  had  no  reason  for  distrusting,  aside  from 
the  necessity  for  wariness  in  his  dealings  with  all  mankind. 
It  might  however,  be  accomplished  without  the  visitor's 
knowledge.  For  a  moment.  Dr.  Paul  entertained  the  idea; 
only  to  reject  it  at  last  in  a  strong  up-springing  revolt 
against  that  stringent  reserve  he  had  been  forced  so  long  to 
maintain  against  his  natural  bias.  Great  as  was  his  risk  in 
discarding  precaution  on  no  better  guaranty,  he  would  not 
secretly  lock  the  drawer  containing  those  mementoes  of  his 
past  Upon  Julian 's  caprice — or  perhaps  upon  his  honor 
— ^be  the  issue!  He  should  have  his  chance  to  follow  up 
the  clue  so  lately  placed  in  his  hands. 

Julian's  fascinated  glance  followed  Dr.  Paul's  lead,  to 
come  to  rest  where  it  was  least  desirable  to  have  it.    Plain 
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speech  could  no  more  surely  have  focussed  his  eyes  upon 
the    danger-spot 

"Heave  it  all  in  your  hands,"  Victor  said,  giving  the 
decision  to  fate.  Upon  the  result  of  the  experiment  would 
hang  the  future.  Julian  looked  strangely  at  the  speaker. 
Not  by  his  volition  had  so  pointed  a  significance  crept  into 
Victor's  tones.  There  was  another  force  that  worked 
despite  him,  that  pervading,  hidden  thing,  that  locked  in 
silence,  still  struggled  in  its  shackles  to  make  its  presence 
felt  Victor's  eyes  met  and  held  Julian's.  Not  that  he 
intended  or  wished  to  do  so,  but  that  he  was  aroused  to  an 
unconscious  exertion  of  a  power  to  which  Julian  inevitably 
yielded.  Whatever  it  might  be,  by  its  action  the  corporeal 
barriers  were  down;  or  at  least  they  had  become  so  rarefied, 
that  soul  seemed  to  meet  soul,  without  the  veil  between. 
Julian 's  immaterial  self  released  from  its  bondage,  for  one 
instant  grew  into  so  thrilling  a  cognizance  of  the  other's 
thoughts,  that  it  trembled  on  the  very  vei^e  of  complete 
revelation — but  the  current  of  communication  broke  ab- 
ruptly. There  was  no  clear  image  left,  only  a  shattered, 
wavering,  quivering  impression  like  a  watery  reflection. 
But  it  was  enough!  This  horrid  dream  again!  Heavy- 
hearted,  dazed,  he  could  not  have  spoken  had  he  wished. 

Dr.  Paul  did  not  in  the  least  understand.  He  had  seen 
the  fixed  stare,  its  sudden  breaking,  the  white  that  crept 
even  to  Julian 's  lips,  but  did  not  even  guess  at  the  experi- 
ence that  had  wrought  these  eflFects.  He  had  not  a  glimmer 
of  knowledge  of  his  dominion  over  this  other;  or  of  the 
marvelous  receptivity  of  Julian's  mind,  a  verj'  sensitized 
film,  when  exposed  to  this  occasional  close  contact.  He 
took  the  limp  wrist  in  his  clasp.    "  You  are  ill  ?  " 

Julian  was  for  the  moment  bereft  of  sense.    Did  he  love 
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or  hate  or  fear  this  man  beside  him,  whom  he  so  admired, 
but  who  took,  to  a  disordered  vision  in  this  victorious 
sweep  of  his  influence,  the  fearful  guise  of  Apollyon  ? 
Julian  rudely  threw  oflF  the  hand,  but  the  movement  was 
only  half-conscious.  But  one  wish  struggled  through  his 
daze,  that  Dr.  Paul  should  go. 

"No — ^no — "  he  was   stanmiering   pitiably,    "don't — 
don 't  stay — I  mean,  don 't  let  me  keep  you ! " 

Dr.  Paul  stood  uncertain.  Julian's  rudeness,  the  wild- 
ness  of  his  mien,  at  first  surprised  more  than  it  oflFended 
him;  but  the  personal  repugnance  became  speedily  evident. 
A  frozen  hauteur  came  over  Victor.  The  oflFence  was  too 
flagrant.  Mr.  Carroll  was  going  to  strange  lengths,  indeed 
in  the  gratification  of  his  unstable  temper.  Was  this  but 
the  consequence  of  Victor's  unfortunate  self-betrayal? 
Strange  exaggerated  result  of  so  slight,  so  inconclusive  an 
indication! 

"Come,  Billy,"  said  Dr.  Paul. 


CHAPTER   X 

**  Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affright  our  souls. " 

Had  he  not  wished  them  to  go  ?  Yes,  he  had  had  his  way; 
but  he  shivered  as  he  crouched  over  the  fire.  Was  it  that 
the  room,  superheated  when  he  came  in,  had  grown  cold, 
or  was  that  deadly  chill  something  that  from  a  disturbed 
mind  affected  his  body  ?  This  must  explain  the  shudders 
that  were  shaking  him;  as  well  as  the  distorted  eyesight 
that  was  giving  to  his  familiar  surroundings  a  ghostly,  re- 
mote appearance,  as  if  the  material  world  had  suddenly 
lost  substantiality.  There  was  a  black  spell  upon  him» 
laid  by  that  fiend  of  doubt  that  had  sprung  up  where 
fascination  had  been. 

What  was  at  the  bottom  of  it  all  ?  Why  had  Dr.  Paul 
turned  white  and  agonized  over  the  merest  passing  jest  ? 
"In  bad  taste,  perhaps,"  Julian  thought,  "too  light  a 
comment  on  such  a  horror;  but  even  so,  why  receive  it  with 
such  an  exa^erated  demonstration?" 

Julian  seemed  to  see  a  road  that  must  be  travelled,  lead- 
ing to  loss  of  something  dearly  prized.  Well,  then,  if  it 
must  be  travelled,  if  he  must  gather  up  one  by  one  those 
inconsiderable  scraps  of  evidence  that  linked  together 
began  most  fatally  to  count  up,  let  it  be  done  now,  that  his 
course  should  be  marked  out  for  him. 

Fancy  the  Dr.  Paul  whose  highminded  integrity  had 
been  to  his  admirer  a  fairly  beautiful  thing;  then  admit  this 
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suspected  inconsistency  between  fact  and  fancy!  But  face 
it  he  must;  examine  it  to  the  last  atom,  for  if  Dr.  Paul  were 
so  far  diflFerent  from  what  he  had  thought  him  then  this 
odious  knowledge  could  not  be  stationary,  it  must  grow  and 
grow  with  better  acquaintance;  and  the  year  of  close  com- 
panionship in  whose  anticipation  he  had  been  revelling, 
became  hateful  to  think  of. 

Julian  grasped  his  own  hair  on  both  sides.  "I  think  I 
am  crazy,"  he  said,  "crazy!"  He  paced  the  room.  "What 
is  this  horrible  thing  that  has  gripped  me  ?  Do  I  not  know 
him  as  one  more  charitable  in  deed,  more  pure  and  noble 
in  speech,  than  any  man  I  have  ever  known  among  the 
many  I  have  met  ?  If  this  thing  had  taken  shape  in  my 
mind  alone,  instead  of  coming  from  some  strange  outside 
source — then  am  I  guilty  of  treason,  of  basest,  most  cruel 
falsity  to  the  man  whom  I  have  been  so  glad  to  call  friend. 
Surely  I  am  not  so  poor  a  friend,  I  am  not  so  contemptibly 
suspicious,  that  I  should  imagine  a  thing  like  this!  — ^why 
did  he  look  so  over  such  an  allusion — ^and  he  told  me 
almost  in  so  many  words — ^that  the  answer  to  the  riddle 
lies  there — it  could  be  no  mere  coincidence!" 

It  was  a  base  temptation.  Julian  knew  it  and  not  all  the 
pain  of  his  gnawing  doubts  could  sanction  the  use  of  such 
means  to  allay  it.  The  truth  was  that  Julian's  thoughts 
had  not  for  one  instant  been  able  to  detach  themselves 
from  the  drawer  to  which  Dr.  Paul  had  involuntarily  di- 
rected his  attention.  He  stopped  in  his  uneasy  pacings 
to  look  full  upon  that  tantalizing  surface  behind  which  lay, 
he  was  sure,  the  unfolding  of  this  tormenting  mystery. 
But  was  it  a  snare  ?  Was  it  not,  by  another  reading,  possible 
that  Dr.  Paul  in  drawing  his  attention  so  unmistakably 
to  that  drawer,  the  only  one  in  the  table,  had  really  meant 
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him  to  examine  it  ?  Julian  dismissed  that  fallacy  quickly. 
He  Was  not  so  comfortably  dull  as  to  be  able  to  keep  it. 
The  probability,  as  his  memory  sized  it  up,  was  far  less 
agreeable — that  Dr.  Paul,  far  from  wishing  him  to  examine 
it,  had  really  feared  that  he  might  do  it.  The  notion  that 
this  might  be  so  was  unflattering  enough;  but  Julian  did 
not  dwell  at  the  moment,  on  that  side  of  it,  because,  as  it 
happened,  he  knew  that  the  wish  to  make  it  good  was 
strongly  upon  him;  and  not  altogether  without  justification. 
So  wrought-up  was  he,  so  miserable  with  doubt,  so  per- 
turbed with  suspicions  that  almost  any  expedient  that 
could  end  it  all,  began  to  look  good  to  him. 

With  a  movement  so  swift  that  he  was  scarce  conscious 
of  the  thought  that  directed  it,  Julian  leaned  over  and  slid 
open  the  tantalizing  drawer.  Smitten  with  an  instant  self- 
disgust,  he  as  quickly  closed  it;  but  not  before  the  eager  eye 
had  photographed  upon  the  brain,  a  long  flash  of  light  upon 
a  glittering  blade;  the  rainbow  scintillations  of  rich  jewels 
set  in  a  cruciform  handle;  a  princely  roll  of  banknotes 
(inconceivable  carelessness  that  had  left  them  there)  and 
the  loosely  bundled  sheet  of  a  letter.  Julian  backed  away 
and  away;  ashamed,  but  with  a  freshly  stimulated  curiosity 
to  punish  his  brief,  quickly  repented-of  lapse  of  honor — for 
no  sophistry  could  cloak  in  other  guise  an  attempt  to  pry 
into  Dr.  Paul 's  private  affairs. 

He  took  again  his  chair  by  the  hearth,  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  that  they  might  not  a  second  time  betray  him  with- 
out the  conscious  complicity  of  his  will. 

"What  have  I  done!"  he  thought;  **I  never  meant  to! 
iWhy  are  those  things  there  ?  Not  merely  to  tempt  or  try 
me,  I  suppose.  Is  he  so  unassailable  by  temptation,  that  he 
itrusted  me  to  resist  this  one,  after  plainly  telling  me  it  was 
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there,  after  fairly  daring  me  to  investigate  ?  Is  it  all  a  myth, 
an  imagination?  Have  I  drawn  the  whole  thing  out  of  a  mad 
fancy — ^are  those  things  nothing — do  they  mean  nothing — 
is  the  whole  thing  a  crazy  dream  ? — He  knows  that  I  read 
the  language  in  which  the  letter — ^I  saw  only  the  heading 
*My  beloved  son' — ^was  written,  though  I  cannot  speak  it. 
It  is  simply  inconceivable  that  I  should  read  it — ^yet  it 
would,  perhaps,  tell  me  all — I  will  go.  Yes;  I  will  go;  put 
temptation  and  doubt  behind  me  and  go.  Unless  I  mis- 
judge him  he  will  know  why — this  that  comes  between  us 
is  too  dark — * 

This  was  an  oddly  belated  resolve  in  the  circumstances, 
but  Julian  started  to  execute  it  An  icy  shock  of  surprise 
tingled  to  his  very  finger  tips. 

Mute  and  motionless,  just  inside  the  door.  Dr.  Paul  was 
standing. 


CHAPTER  XI 

**0  momentaiT  grace  of  mortal  man 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  Grace  of  Grod." 

Time  had  betrayed  the  dreamer.  A  glance  at  the 
Waterbury,  ticking  blithely  on  the  mantel,  assured  him  of 
the  almost  incredible  fact  that  Dr.  Paul  had  been 
absent  for  an  hour. 

Julian  looked  infinitely  guilty,  almost  as  conscious- 
striken  as  if  he  had,  indeed,  been  nefariously  engaged  in 
runmiaging  among  another  man's  possessions,  instead  of 
having,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  instantly  repented  of  his  lapse 
from  virtue. 

"Did  he  see  me?"  thought  the  culprit  shamefacedly 
measuring  by  the  depth  of  that  shame  the  turpitude  of  the 
act.  Not  that  alone,  however,  but  also  the  memory  of  his 
meditated  treason  to  their  bond,  helped  to  fill  Julian  with 
embarrassment  at  this  unexpected  apparition.  For  one 
distressing  moment  he  stared  in  confusion;  then  wheeled  to 
sink  again  into  the  chair  yet  rocking  violently  with  the 
impetus  of  his  sudden  rising. 

"I — ^you — ^are  back  before  I  expected  you,"  he  managed 
to  say.    It  was  evident  enough. 

"Yes,"  Victor  said;  with  the  unspoken,  agonized  ques- 
tion: "Has  he  seen,  read?  Does  he  know?"  He  fixed 
his  eyes  on  Julian  with  a  compelling  intensity,  as  if  to 
wrest  confession  by  sheer  force  of  will.  Julian's  pantomimic 
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confusion  might  well  have  led  the  observer  to  an  erroneous 
conclusion.  But  Victor's  perceptions  were  too  keen  to 
permit  the  misreading. 

The  hour  of  Dr.  Paul's  absence  had  probably  been  as 
agitating  to  himself  as  to  the  censor  whom  he  left  behind 
him.  He  had  had  time  to  reflect  on  and  in  some  sense  to 
approximate,  the  effect  on  Julian's  quick  mind  and  high- 
strung  temperament  of  the  hint  he  had  so  unluckily  re- 
ceived. Could  he  greatly  blame  Julian  if  he  acted  on  the 
letter  of  the  license  plainly  given  ?  Victor,  contradictory 
as  it  might  appear,  would  certainly  have  despised  any  such 
yielding  to  an  unscrupulous  curiosity.  In  placing  his  own 
prospect  in  the  balance,  he  had  also  tried  Julian.  Cer- 
tainly, the  judgment  pronounced  by  a  person  guilty  of  such 
a  breach  of  ethics  as  the  reading  of  a  letter  not  his  own 
would  be  worth  nothing.  Dr.  Paul  could  not  be  said  to 
have  expected  Julian  to  do  this  thing.  That  would  have 
been  to  rate  him  beneath  esteem.  It  was  only  because  the 
great  stake  hanging  upon  it  made  even  the  remote  possi- 
bility so  appalling,  that  Victor  had  wrought  his  soul  to 
desperation  in  picturing  Julian,  in  literal  pursuance  of  his 
advice,  "making  himself  at  home"  to  the  extent  of  inves- 
tigating the  contents  of  the  drawer.  Dr.  Paul  did  not  know 
what  was  in  the  letter,  or  how  far  it  might  betray  the  facts 
to  one  not  familiar  with  them;  but  he  had  learned  to  fear 
Julian's  sometimes  mysterious  quickness.  It  needed  but 
his  searching  look,  however,  to  make  him  sure  that  so  far  as 
that  was  concerned,  at  least,  worry  had  been  superfluous. 
And  regret  for  even  this  shadow  of  injustice  made  him 
more  lenient  in  regard  to  Julian 's  overt  offense  of  turning 
his  back  on  his  host  in  sulky  silence,  as  he  was  doing. 

That  Julian  was  here  counted  for  something  in  the  bat- 
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tie.  Dr.  Paul  had  hardly  expected  to  find  him,  so  percepti- 
ble had  been  the  change  effected  in  him  by  an  unlucky  hap. 

Victor  smiled  sardonically  at  the  back  of  the  obstinate 
head.  Wonderfully  civil  was  Mr.  Carroll,  to  be  sure! 
"I  have  some  work  to  do,"  Victor  said,  "that  I  think  I 
shall  get  out  of  the  way  now.  *'  Perhaps  his  object  was 
as  much  to  give  himself  time  to  reflect,  as  to  complete  the 
work  in  hand.  He  proceeded,  note-book  spread  upon  the 
ledge  before  him,  to  take  down  various  crystal  jars  and 
measuring  glasses;  and  to  measure,  mix  and  bottle  with  the 
rapid  precision  of  one  long  practised,  soon  flanking  the 
note-book  with  a  formidable  line  of  preparations.  And 
Julian  watched.  There  was  a  veritable  fascination  in  the 
play  of  the  slender,  supple  hands,  so  fine  in  shape,  so  un- 
erringly swift  and  adroit  in  the  performance  of  their  task. 

Dr.  Paul 's  courtesy,  was  not  a  mere  veneer,  to  be  discard- 
ed under  stress  of  excitement  or  temper.  It  was  not  to  be 
supposed  that  Julian 's  aspect  of  hardly  concealed  hostility 
and  suspicion  could  fail  both  to  wound  and  irritate.  Was 
this  the  full  value  of  this  insistent  amity,  that  the  merest 
breath  of  adversity  could  change  it  into  something  nearly 
resembling  enmity?  It  looked  so.  Nevertheless,  Julian 
was  the  guest  and  it  was  not  in  Victor  Paul 's  code,  in  his 
own  home,  to  meet  rudeness  with  rudeness.  And  he 
wished  to  set  the  visitor  at  his  ease — ^the  limitations  of 
their  future  intercourse  might  be  left  to  another  time. 

"There  is  one  peculiarity  about  the  practise  of  medicine 
in  this  neighborhood  that  does  not  exist  in  more  prosperous 
places,  I  think*  **  Dr.  Paul  affixed  a  label. 

"And  that  is?"  Julian  wanted  to  know. 

"It  is  that  the  bitterer  the  dose  the  more  faith  it  com- 
mands. " 
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"Do  you  gratify  that  weakness,"  asked  Julian,  "or  do 
you  regard  it  as  a  duty  to  overcome  by  reason  ?  " 

Dr.  Paul's  lip  curled  slightly;  he  might  have  said:  "No- 
where do  I  find  the  inconsistencies  of  humanity  more 
strikingly  exemplified  than  in  the  man  before  me,  who 
forces  his  acquaintance  upon  me  only  to  turn  his  back  with- 
out a  moments  notice.  One  works  upon  the  imagination 
of  course,"  he  did  say,  however;  "is  not  that  admittedly 
the  surest  route  to  success  ?  " 

"I  suppose,"  said  Julian,  "that  leaving  out  the  accident 
of  training,  humanity  is  much  the  same  here  as  elsewhere." 

"It  is  the  presence  or  absence  of  hope  that  marks  the 
diflFerence.  How  can  the  unfortunate,  who  have  learned  to 
look  at  life  unexpectantly,  have  any  faith  in  the  agreeable  ? 
Therefore,  give  no  sweetened  or  disguised  medicaments 
If  disguise  there  must  be,  let  it  lean  rather  to  the  bitter  side.' 

"So  you  do  not  sweeten  the  dose  ?" 

"I  might — upon  occasion,"  replied  Dr.  Paul  with  a 
meaning  that  Julian  did  not  gather.  The  worker  put  back 
into  their  places  the  articles  he  had  been  using;  and  threw 
some  scraps  of  paper  into  the  fire.  Then  he  turned  slowly 
to  look  full  at  his  sulky  guest.  EflForts  to  restore  him  had 
not  so  far  met  with  success.  It  was  certain  that  here  and 
now  the  situation  must  be  cleared  up.  It  was  becoming 
intolerable. 

"Who,  looking  here  for  a  culprit,  would  fail  to  select 
him  ?  "  Victor  thought  with  a  fleeting  smile;  " how  large 
has  that  one  small  incident  grown  to  bring  about  such  a 
change!  I — cannot  understand  it — but  unless  that  sus- 
picion that  has  been  implanted  be  eradicated,  I  shall  have 
seen  the  last  of  Julian  Carroll.  The  question  is,  do  I,  in  the 
future,  wish  to  see  more  of  him  ?" 
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Not  all  of  a  bitter  experience  had  been  able  to  teach  the 
descendant  of  a  princely  race  the  perfect  lesson  of  humility 
Julian's  assumption,  stranger  and  alien  that  he  was,  of  the 
right  to  sit  in  judgment  upon  a  purely  conjectural  oflFense 
was  suflSciently  galling.  Suppose  him  to  have  approached 
the  truth  in  his  guess,  it  was  still  but  a  guess.  But  on 
grounds  so  flimsy  he  had  already  reversed  himself.  One 
lesson,  however,  Victor  Paul  had  learned  in  the  hard  school 
of  experience — ^to  act  slowly,  throwing  away  no  good  thing 
by  precipitance.  He  stopped,  therefore,  to  weigh  valued. 
Which  was  the  better  possession,  the  prize  of  freedom  for 
which  he  had  been  willing  to  barter  so  much,  or  a  pride  un 
scathed  ?  Honor  too,  joined  in  bidding  him  dismiss,  once 
for  all,  this  syren  dream  that  was  beguiling  him  into  forget- 
fulness.  Because,  to  one  debarred  so  long  from  association 
with  his  peers,  the  prospect  of  an  equal  friendship  had  been 
so  delightful,  was  he  extravagantly  to  throw  all  things  into 
the  scale  to  win  the  coveted  good  ? 

"How  have  I  fallen ! *'  Victor  thought  in  a  self-scorn  that 
was  half  wonder,  "when  I  am  willing  for  one  moment  to 
overlook  his  palpable  aversion;  when  I  hesitate,  in  the 
face  of  such  manifest  reluctance,  to  repudiate  the  bond. 
To  such  straits  will  starvation  reduce  one.  My  exuber- 
ant friend  desires  to  escape  me;  shall  I  bid  him  *  God-speed 
and  let  him  go — ^with  no  eflFort  to  keep  him  ?  " 

But  a  few  hours  ago,  Victor  Paul  had  believed  himself 
half-minded  to  reject  this  temptation;  he  had  vainly  imag- 
ined himself  to  be,  at  least,  balanced  between  two  decisions 
but  this  moment  undeceived  him.  How  had  he  been  be- 
fooling himself  in  pretending  to  hold  the  matter  under 
advisement,  when  his  mind  had,  in  reality  been  so  set  upon 
that   prospective   joy,    that    the    threat    of   having    the 
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option  wrested  away  stabbed  with  a  bitter  disappoint- 
ment. 

"One  must  deceive  even  one*s  self,  it  seems,"  Victor 
reflected ;  "  I  like  this  boy,  creature  of  whims  though  he  is ; 
but  am  I  to  be  a  passive  victim  to  his  caprices  ?  Is  it  to  be 
pennitted  Mr.  Carroll  to  follow  me  up  assiduously  one 
moment,  only  to  flout  me  the  next,  if  his  fancy  shall  so 
incline  ?  Be  the  circumstances  what  they  may,  even  if  he 
knew  them,  he  is  not  my  judge.  Shall  I  stoop  to  smooth 
away  that  unfortunate  impression  from  his  mind  ?" 

There  had  been  silence;  a  deep,  unbroken  silence  that 
grew  oppressive.  Julian  could  no  longer  endure  it.  It 
wrought  upon  his  taut  nerves  as  it  is  not  likely  any  spoken 
reproach  could  have  done.  He  knew  the  ungracious  part 
he  was  playing,  turning  his  back  on  a  man  by  that  man's 
own  hearthstone.  Whatever  his  final  action  should  be,  he 
must  turn,  must  force  a  semblance  of  friendliness.  A  poor 
semblance,  but  he  made  the  effort,  facing  about. 

Dr.  Paul  supported  a  shoulder  against  the  cabinet.  He 
looked  grave  and  cold.  Julian,  meeting  the  sombre  eyes, 
experienced  a  deep  compunction.  An  act  of  ingratitude 
was  it,  indeed,  to  have  hurt  or  offended  one  to  whom  he 
owed  so  many  kindnesses — ^and  always  there  remained  the 
humiliating  chance  that  he  vexed  himself  with  the  merest 
fantasies. 

For  a  moment  they  retained  their  respective  positions; 
Dr.  Paul  stem,  Julian  ill-at-ease,  half-apologetic.  Then 
the  cloud  of  gravity  that  overhung  Dr.  Paul  was  suddenly 
lifted,  giving  way  to  a  mocking  gleam  of  humor  in  the 
dark  eyes,  in  which  Julian  had  thought  he  read  his  own 
condemnation.  Julian  wondered;  but  Victor  was  thinking: 
"I  am  planning  nothing  to  his  detriment    I  shall  do  him 
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no  shado^ve  of  harm.    It  were  excess  of  humility  to  think  so, 
indeed!'' 

Indecision,  gravity,  were  thrown  oflF  like  the  "inky 
cloak"  that  has  hidden  the  festive  gannents  beneath. 
There  was  a  bright  air  of  gayety  upon  Victor  as  he  ap- 
proached the  marvelling  Julian,  who  for  once,  at  least,  was 
slow  to  respond. 

"I  begin  to  believe  that  you  are  a  veritable  salamander. " 

Julian  abruptly  thrust  back  his  chair.  "I  believe  I  am 
rather  warm,"  quoth  he. 

"Rather?  Well,  I  should  think  so — being  almost 
within  a  fiery  furnace.  *' 

"I  am  sure  I  beg  your  pardon;  I  don *t  know  what  I  have 
been  about.  I  confess  to  having  overdone  it  a  bit,  as  a 
stoker. "    He  had :  as  embarrassment's  sole  outlet. 

"No  apology  is  called  for,  Mr.  Carroll;  and  not  even  an 
explanation.  It  is  enough  if  you  have  been  amused  during 
your  long  wait  If  only  by  way  of  contrast  to  the  Arctic  dis- 
play outside,  one  cannot  have  too  much  of  such  a  very 
good  thing  to-night.  Only  I  think  I  shall  have  to  sheer 
oflF." 

He  took  his  place  in  the  comer  protected  by  the  jut  of  the 
chimney,  the  wayward  one  who  needed  to  be  charmed  into 
docility  before  him.  Julian  stared.  Dr.  Paul  was  singularly 
transformed.  Firelight  blushed  warmly  over  the  room, 
flinging  broken  splashings  of  vermilion  upon  polished  sur- 
faces, decorating  all  it  touched.  Was  it  only  that  Dr.  Paul 
shared  the  general  adornment,  that  the  statuesque  features 
had  taken  on  richness  of  coloring,  and  the  eyes,  accustomed 
to  be  veiled  by  lids  heavy  with  gloomy  indiflFerence,  had 
suddenly  revealed  a  new  brilliance  ?  Julian  stared  as  if  it 
had  been  a  stranger.    Half-strange  did  he  look  in  this  new 
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gui«e;  and  no  wonder  The  Dr.  Paul  who  had  hitherto 
taken  no  thought  U>  plea«e,  had  imbibed  a  desire  to  do  so 
now;  and  to  his  own  amaze  found  the  mere  wish  like  a  rush 
of  wine  in  hi«  veinisi,  that  had  been  iced  and  stagnant  for  so 
kmg. 

Carroll  *b  duiturbance  of  mind  had  been  too  profound  to 
yield  readily.  But  something  like  the  first  faint  glow  that 
prec;edes  the  dawn  began  barely  to  lighten  his  gloom.  It  is 
true  tliat  he  found  himself  in  the  trying  position  of  one  who 
has  |)rovoked  a  laugh  he  does  not  understand,  and  there  are 
few  pw)ple  who  would  have  faced  it  with  less  patience, 
ordinarily.  Julian  would  have  admitted  unfairness,  even 
morbidness,  but  never  willingly  the  absurdity  that  the 
satirical  gleam  in  Dr.  Paul's  eye  seemed  to  charge. 
He  was  altogether  too  much  given  to  laughing  at  other 
people  not  to  hate  being  laughed  at  himself. 

Julian,  however,  was  not  yet  out  of  the  woods.  There 
was  the  pain  of  his  morbid  experience  in  the  eyes  he  fast- 
ened with  a  wistful  hunger  on  Victor  Paul,  as  if  to  dive  into 
the  very  depths  of  his  soul.  How  he  hated  to  part  with  this 
friendship  that  had  been  coming  to  mean  so  much  to  him; 
how  much  would  he  have  given  merely  to  be  proven  de- 
luded; but  yet,  yet — It  was  Julian's  eyes  that  fell  abashed, 
at  last;  Victor's  were  steady  as  two  stars.  But  he  observed 
Julian  with  a  growing  wonderment  Unaware  as  he  was  of 
the  fact  that^  at  times,  the  proper  chord  being  struck, 
Julian  succumbed  completely  to  his  dominion,  he  could  not 
account  for  the  mental  disturbance  whose  symptons  were 
visible^    There  was  so  little  to  explain  it. 

*H)ne  might  easily  believe  that  he  knows — save  that  it  is 
an  impossibility,  for  how  should  he  have  learned  ? — and 
draws  his  garments  aside.    Tliere  was  only  that  moment 's 
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weakness  of  my  own  to  put  him  on  the  track!  Somehow  he 
has  been  swept  into  the  cycles  of  the  storm.  Has  he  neither 
the  fidelity  to  come  triumphant  through  the  trial,  nor  the 
firmness  to  break  away  from  an  entanglement  he  hates?" 
Victor's  lip  curled.  This  easy  defection  would  not  be 
quickly  foi^iven.    But  he  had  mapped  out  his  own  course. 

"I  have  sometimes  been  led  to  believe,"  he  remarked 
jestingly,  "that  Dr.  Paul  is  an  alarming,  saturnine  individ- 
ual who  is  apt  to  inspire  fear.  Naturally,  I  am  not  the  best 
judge  of  the  facts  in  this  case;  but  it  behooves  the  possessor 
of  such  a  reputation  to  be  watchful  of  the  eflFect  among  his — 
acquaintances. " 

Julian  noticed  the  suggestive  break.  ''Do  you  think 
that  I — "  but  his  voice  trailed  oflF. 

"I  fear  there  must  be  a  grain  of  truth  in  the  rumor, 
mortifying  as  the  reflection  must  be.  If  the  person  in  ques- 
tion had  presented  himself  to  Mr.  Carroll  in  some  such 
guise,  fairness  demands  that  he  be  given  an  opportunity  for 
self-defense. " 

Here  was  a  distinct  challenge,  plainly  giving  the  opening 
that  Julian  had  wanted — or  thought  he  did — ^for  the  inves- 
tigation direct.  "  Dr.  Paul,  such  and  such  is  the  charge,  the 
dreadful  charge,  that  my  imagination  brings  against  you; 
can  you  repel  it,  disprove  it  ?  If  you  do  have  the  means  to 
restore  your  former  status  in  my  mind,  for  simple  mercy's 
sake  use  them ! "  Doubtless  Julian  would  have  liked  to  say 
something  like  this;  but  Victor  did  not  count  in  vain  upon 
it,  that  Julian 's  was  not  the  coarsely  self-confident,  ruth- 
lessly aggressive  nature  that  could  strike  through  all  re- 
straints of  feeling  or  courtesy  straight  to  the  brutal  truth. 
Nor  did  he.  He  only  fixed  his  eyes  again  with  a  devouring 
gaze.     Dr.  Paul  felt  impatient 
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''You  attempt  no  disclaimer,  Mr.  Carroll;  is  it  the  fact, 
then,  that  you,  too,  have  been  daunted  by  a  grim  profess- 
ional manner? — that  is  likely  to  have  been  mere  manner. 
Justice  awaits  proof,  before  sentencing. " 

"Do  I  stand  charged  with  injustice?" 

"You  misapprend  me,"  said  Dr.  Paul  dryly;  "I had 
fancied  myself  the  defendant — if  there  were  any.  I  am 
merely  incjuiring  into  the  very  noticeable  eclipse  of  your 
spirits.  You  are  so  little  yourself  that  one  wonders. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  weather  that  has  reduced  your  buoyancy. 
Docs  your  cheerfulness  rise  and  fall  with  the  barometer,  as 
I  suspect?" 

"No-o,"  but  the  denial  dragged,  "I  am  not  conscious 
that  it  does — more  than  the  average. " 

/'Considerably  more  than  the  average,"  Dr.  Paul 
insisted. 

"No  wonder  you  think  it,"  returned  Julian  honestly, 
part  of  the  discomfort  of  whose  state  consisted  in  his  ability 
to  re(*ognise  the  unseemliness  of  baiting  his  entertainer, 
"no  wonder  you  think  me  blown  about  by  the  winds — " 

"I  did  not  say  so,"  Dr.  Paul  objected. 

"No,  you  did  not  say  it,  but  I  should  like  you  to  deny 
that  you  tliink  it. " 

Dr,  PSfiuI  did  not  deny  it.  He  had  a  great  respect  for  the 
truth.  Julian  understixxl  him  well  enough  when  he  said 
grawly.  **  I  sliould  not  wish  to  upset  all  your  preconceived 
notions. " 

The  dreamer  was  getting  into  his  own  atmosphere  again. 
The  uncanny  dream  was  passing.  Upon  sleep-bom  fears 
bn^d  daylight  i*ast  only  ridicule.  Julian  was  awakened; 
he  was  becoming  more  and  more  conscience-smitten  and 
ashamed — ^what  monstrous  obsession  had  been  upon  him. 
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in  this  last  hour  and  a  half,  to  drive  politeness,  common- 
sense,  flying;  to  drown  in  foolish  dreads  the  gratitude  due 
the  many  kindnesses  and  benefits  he  owed  to  Dr.  Paul. 
Whatever  it  might  have  been,  in  fading,  it  was  leaving  him 
with  nothing  by  which  to  justify  himself. 

The  skin  of  aloofness,  of  gloom,  that  had  obscured  Iiis 
characteristic  brightness,  was  sloughing  oflF,  albeit  the  pro- 
cess was  a  slow  and  gradual  one.  Mr.  Carroll  rubbed  his 
eyes  as  if  he  had  really  been  asleep.  "If  you  called  me  a 
bedlamite,  I  should  not  blame  you !  Have  I  been — dream- 
ing ?    A  hideous  nightmare ! " 

Incoherent  as  the  speech  was,  it  was  still  revealing.  Dr. 
Paul,  himself,  had  seen  painful  visions  by  that  hearthstone. 
Were  Julian 's  in  some  mysterious  way  their  reflection  ? 

"I  think  I  should  prescribe  for  you, "  he  replied,  however, 
with  light  sarcasm;  why  should  Julian  Carroll's  nightmare 
be  permitted  too  greatly  to  disturb  Dr.  Paul's  rest? 
* 'This  is  the  age  of  prose,  and  visions  count  for  nothing. 
Science,  the  myth-destroyer,  sees  in  them  nothing  more 
mystic  than  indigestion.    Shall  I  mix  you  a  dose  ?  " 

"Of  the  sort  you  mentioned  a  little  while  ago  ?  I  think  I 
shall  do  well  to  decline. " 

"I  promise  to  sweeten  the  draught  to  a  discriminating 
taste, "  Victor  reassured  him,  quite  awake  to  the  irony  of 
the  pledge.  Was  it  not  his  aim  even  now,  to  sweeten  and 
disguise  the  dose  he  wished  to  administer  ? 

"Of  course  it  is  my  duty,  as  surely  as  it  would  be  my 
pleasure,  to  rid  you  of  anything  troublesome  to  mind  or 
body;  that  is,  if  it  may  be  within  my  powers. " 

As  Julian  neither  accepted  nor  refused.  Dr.  Paul  went 
on:  "However,  I  think  that  I  understand  your  case.  It  is 
a  very  simple  one,  after  all.    It  is  merely  that  idleness  dis- 
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agrees  with  the  heretofore  active  man.  Certainly  you  were 
not  formerly  a  prey  to  nervous  delusions.  Beware  of  the 
waking  ni^tmare.  It  suggests  dangerous  posabilities 
that  I  should  be  sorry  ev^i  to  hint  at  ** 

'* Though  you  have  hinted  at  them,''  said  the  dreamer. 

But  now  for  another  transposition!  Julian  had  been 
studying  the  clean  cut  features  before  him,  so  fine,  so  sym- 
metricaL  If  it  were  not  honesty,  high-^ninded  benevolence 
that  imbued  them,  what  in  the  name  of  conunon  sense  was 
it  ?  Could  evil  disguise  itself  as  good  and  defy  detection  ? 
Away  with  the  crazy  notion!  Seldom  had  even  the  mutable 
Julian  e3q)erienced  such  a  quick  and  complete  revulsion 
offering  as  that  which  now  swept  over  him.  It  was  a 
moment 's  miracle.  In  a  flash  his  whole  being  was  suffused 
with  a  glow  of  hi4)piness.  With  wide-open  heart  he  wel- 
comed back  this  prized  possession  he  had  thought  he  must 
lose.  For  in  that  moment  doubt  had  died,  and  for  his  part 
it  was  as  if  it  had  nev»  been.  With  a  spontaneous  move- 
ment he  stretched  out  both  hands;  contrition  must  have 
voice.  "Forgive  me!^  cried  this  headlong  creature  of  im- 
pulse, blind  to  all  save  his  own  need  of  expression,  **I  have 
been  mad,  quite  mad,  that  knowing  you  as  I  do  I  should 
have  dared  to  suspect — "Too  late  he  realized  what  he 
was  doing,  and  decked  his  rush  of  penitence. 

A  dark  flush  passed  like  a  flame  over  Victor  Paul's  face 
to  be  succeeded  by  a  look  of  haughty  offense.  Most  unwil- 
En^y  would  Julian  have  provoked  that  ang^;  but  it  placed 
the  capstone  on  the  edifice  of  his  restored  faith.  Dr.  Paul 
was  more  than  entitled,  he  was  under  a  sort  of  obligation 
to  be  angry  at  such  an  implication.  But  Julian's  reasoning 
was  fallacious.  He  had  not  yet  found  the  mainspring  of  a 
diameter  ao  different  from  his  own;  a  pride  that  could  not 
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tolerate  the  impertinence  of  such  an  aggression  on  its  re- 
serve. The  balance  trembled  but  Victor  had  learned  to 
set  a  curb  on  a  nature  originally  as  impetuous  as  Julian's 
own  and  far  more  tempestuous.  While  Victor  Paul,  know- 
ing himself,  applied  the  curb,  Julian  hurried  on  in  an  effort 
to  repair  his  blunder. 

"I  ought  never  to  have  said  it!  One  should  keep  such 
an  error  to  himself.  But  I  have  been  acting  like  a  madman 
and  a  boor — and  I  should  be  uneasy  if  I  did  not  say  so 
For  mercy's  sake,  Dr.  Paul,  say  that  you  can  overlook  it 
pardon  it. " 

The  person  appealed  to  would  greatly  have  preferred  to 
have  the  regret  remain  unspoken.  There  was  too  much 
behind  it  all  that  made  the  discussion  resemble  playing 
with  explosives.  But  Dr.  Paul  conceded  that  in  experi- 
menting with  Julian 's  incalculable  impulses,  he  had  done 
much  towards  bringing  this  unpleasantness  on  himself,  and 
could  claim  no  right,  therefore,  to  punish  the  offender. 

"I  am  sorry,"  said  Victor  at  last,  "if  you  find  cause  for 
self-reproach — in  anything  that  has  passed.  So  far  as  I 
understand  you,  or  as  I  am  concerned — ^I  shall  forget  it 
all." 

The  compression  was  off  Julian's    spirits.    They  ex- 
panded.   "Put  me  out,"  he  advised,  "send  me  home — or 
if  you  can  forgive  me  on  the  score  of  a  temporary  aberra 
tion  of  mind — "     He  looked  whimsically  beseeching. 

Dr.  Paul  broke  into  a  laugh  that  seemed  to  promise  clear 
air  and  the  offender's  complete  restoration.  Provoked  as 
he  had  been,  even  to  the  verge  of  taking  serious  offense  at 
Julian's  unwarrantable  performances,  he  no  less  than 
the  other  experienced  a  revulsion  of  feeling.  Julian's 
attraction  was  chiefly  that  of  an  opposite;  it  was  his  juve- 
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nility  more  than  anything  else  that  secured  his  pardon  in 
the  end. 

"I  should  shrink  from  the  inhumanity  of  putting  you 
out  to-night,"  Victor  returned,  "but  I  shall  impose  a  con- 
dition: It  is  that  this  subject  shall  finally  be  dropped." 

Dr.  Paul's  tone  might  be  jesting,  but  Julian  realized  his 
intention  to  be  serious.  He  quickly  shifted  his  ground. 
"You  had  my  letter?"  he  queried;  "silence  was  to  mean 
agreement.  I  have  been  taking  it  for  granted  that  you  do 
agree. " 

"But  the  storm,"  Dr.  Paul  suggested;  "it  shows  no  sign 
of  abatement.  Not  in  all  the  years  that  I  have  spent  in  the 
city  do  I  remember  so  tremendous  a  snowfall. " 

"It  certainly  is  wonderful,  and,  for  our  plans,  very 
inopportune;  but  I  have  no  mind  to  let  it  stand  in  our  way. 
I  must  get  away  from  here.  If  I  am  to  follow  the  course  you 
have  mapped  out  for  me,  it  will  have  to  be  amid  new 
surroundings.  Here  it  is  intolerable,  dodging  the 
curious. " 

"It  is  a  secret,  then  ?" 

"Yes;"  Julian's  answering  smile  changed  quickly  to  a 
grimace;  "and  it  has  cost  me  a  considerable  effort  to  keep 
it  my  own.  I  suppose  you  wonder  at  me;  but  then,  you 
have  not  lived  in  the  community  in  which  I  have  passed  the 
last  four  years.  If  you  had,  you  would  better  understand 
my  stubbornness  on  this  point.  And  then,"  he  acknow- 
ledged, "as  you  have  reason  to  know,  this  is  not  a  subject 
upon  wliich  I  can  be  discursive.  But  you  have  given  me  no 
answer;  you  do  consent,  I  hope?" 

"I  am  not  sure — " 

"Ah!"  said  Julian,  "then  you,  too,  can  be  subject  to 
fits  of  indecision  ?  " 
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"It  looks  like  it.  At  least,  I  do  find  it  diflScult  to  say  the 
final  word. " 

"But  that  looks  to  mean  consent.  To  stick  to  the  old  is 
always  the  easier  part — it  is  the  unaccustomed  that  offers 
difliculties." 

"Your  reading  seems  likely  to  be  the  correct  one. " 

"Then  you  do  consent  ?" 

"Yes,  I  do : "  Dr.  Paul 's  face  took  on  its  set  look.  To  the 
other  causes  of  hesitation  and  disquiet,  was  now  added  a 
profound  distrust  of  Julian 's  stability.  But  since  the  alter- 
native of  returning  to  the  stagnant  solitude  that  Julian  had 
broken  into,  was  so  unacceptable,  Victor  could  only  resolve 
to  take  the  good  that  was  offered  and  not  to  reject  it  be- 
cause it  was  no  better.  He  who  expects  nothing,  lays  up 
no  disappointment  for  himself. 

Exuberant  was  the  mutable  one's  delight.  Dr.  PauPs 
response  was  cool.  Sentiments  so  changeful  were  of 
little  worth. 

Julian  felt  the  lack  of  perfect  accord.  "We  shall 
have  to  alter  our  plans  somewhat,"  he  said,  taking  to 
an  easier  line;  "it  is  plain  enough  that  we  cannot  start  out 
afoot,  and  I  protest  against  any  delay;  so,  subject  to  any 
amendment  that  you  may  wish  to  offer,  my  sug- 
gestion is  that  we  take  the  express  south  to-morrow,  to 
some  point  below  the  stormbelt;  to  make  our  way  thence 
in  the  direction  whither  chance — or  fate — ^may  lead 
us." 

"As  organizer  and  commander  of  the  expedition,"  Dr. 
Paul  said,  "the  privilege  of  laying  out  the  route  is  your  own. 
I  shall  not  meddle — I  shall  only  follow.  I  rank  as  the 
obedient  private. " 

"Not  at  all;  your  rank  is  that  of  chief  of  the  medical 
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staff.  I  shall  be  travelling  in  quite  royal  state;  I  take  my 
own  physician  with  me. " 

"Yes,"  Dr.  Paul  answered  grimly,  "at  least,  I  shall  be 
of  some  use  in  that  capacity. "  The  soreness  remained  of 
the  throes  through  which  this  decision  had  been  reached; 
perhaps  this  attempt  to  find  use  and  excuse  was  at 
bottom  serious.  "I  intend  to  see  to  it,"  he  threatened, 
"that  hereafter  you  take  better  care  of  your  eyes  than  I 
believe  you  have  been  doing. " 

"Don't  say  it!"  Julian  expostulated;  "not  take  care  of 
my  eyes  ?  Why  I  assure  you  that  I  spend  all  my  time  at 
that  most  irksome  of  tasks. " 

"How  many  cigars  have  you  smoked  to-day  ?" 

"Cigars?" 

"Or  is  it  the  scent  of  other  peoples  tobacco  that  you 
carry  with  you?" 

"Is  the  scent  disagreeable  to  you  ?" 

"I  think  you  know  that  it  is  not  a  personal  matter. " 

"I  thought  I  had  given  you  to  understand  that  I  have 
been  scared  into  subjection  ?"  JuUan  evaded  consciously; 
"besides, you  must  not  expect  too  much  of  one  person. 
It  would  take  two  or  three  people  to  do  all  that  you  de- 
mand. I  have  forgotten  how  to  write,  and  no  doubt  I  shall 
soon  have  forgotten  how  to  read.  This  is  a  hard  road  to 
travel.  Doctor.  I  have  had  to  find  out  how  enforced  idle- 
ness can  bore  one.  I  wonder  how  many  miles  I  traverse 
daily  in  my  endeavors  to  put  in  the  time,  and  incidentally 
to  fool  the  other  boarders — but  who  in  the  world  is  that  ?  " 

With  a  motion  of  his  hand  he  directed  attention  to  the 
window.  It  was  not  because  there  was  any  sense  of  recog- 
nition in  his  mind  that  he  received  such  a  disagreeable 
impression  of  surveillance  in  meeting  the  staring  pair  of 
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optics  between  the  window  frame  and  shade  in  the  only 
portion  of  the  pane  left  uncovered  by  the  heaped  up  snow. 
He  had  seen  them  before;  but  between  that  time  and  this 
lay  all  the  diBFerence  of  a  reinforced  eyesight.  The  former 
hazy  image  did  not  revive.  *^I  left  the  shade  that  way  my- 
self," he  exclaimed. 

Dr.  Paul  quickly  crossed  the  room  to  raise  it.  But  even 
that  brief  interval  had  afforded  time  for  the  peeper  to  find 
concealment  in  the  white  flurry  without. 

"Only  some  idly  curious  person,  I  suppose,**  Julian 
suggested  tentatively;  but  Dr.  Paul,  as  he  agreed,  wondered 
if  Carmino's  precautions,  that  had  seemed  so  needless, 
were,  nevertheless,  justified.  There  was  some  anxiety  in 
the  thought.  But  he  could  do  nothing  but  make  sure  that 
no  loophole  remained  this  time  for  observation. 


CHAPTER  Xn 

**  Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hoius; 
Makes  night  the  morning  and  the  noontide  night.  ** 

JXTUAN,  IN  his  turn,  plodded  off  through  the  snow; 
and  the  coincidence  further  held  good  that  he,  too,  left  a 
critic  behind  him.  Victor  had  severed  the  last  cord  that 
bound  him;  but  he  did  not  allow  himself  to  believe  that 
Julian's  allegiance,  Julian's  companionship,  were,  at 
their  last  valuation,  worth  what  he  was  bartering  for 
them.  Since  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  the  exchange, 
howe^•er.  it  was  neither  useful  nor  consoling  to  reflect 
upon  the  fact  that  a  person  to  whom  this  evening's 
fluctuations  were  possible,  was  not  one  upon  whom  it 
was  wise  to  stake  too  much.  If  they  were  to  be  together 
for  the  coming  year,  he  must  ever  keep  in  mind  what  he 
had  det»idtxl  on  as  the  safe  limitation  in  their  relation; 
companionship,  never  community;  friendliness,  never  the 
happy  uhreserve  of  friendship. 

"The  veriest  thistle-down  of  inconstancy  that  ever  blew 
to  and  fro  upon  the  winds!  but  as  such — ^this  peculiarity 
ever  to  be  kept  in  ^^ew — still  I  like  him — and  he  must  do. 
If  he  lacks  fealty — ^I  shall  have  to  tn'  to  supply  it.  If  his 
resolution  is  weak — I  must  endeavor  to  reinforce  it — sick- 
.ening  absurdity,  such  a  boast  on  my  part!  Julian,  at 
Iciist — ^welL  if  it  be  a  wrong  that  I  am  about  to  commit  I 
shall  ha^'e  to  pay  for  it,  to  expiate  it,  as  nations  and 
individuals  must  in  the  end.** 
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Guglielma  stood  by  him. 

"Has  Carmino  gone?" 

"Yes,  my  lord;  and  you — ^you  are  going?** 

*  Yes;  I  am  going, "  Victor  Paul  said  firmly.  He  might 
continue  to  debate  with  himself  the  propriety  of  this  step; 
but  here  he  wished  to  show  a  more  assured  front.  "The 
matter  is  settled  beyond  discussion. " 

"I  shall  not  discuss  it,"  she  answered  dully;  she  knew 
that  her  last  arrow  had  been  shot  away  to  fall  unbillited; 
henceforth  hope  was  dead.  "If  you  are  to  be  here  longer, 
I  will  mend  the  fire. " 

"Do  so,"  Victor  answered,  "then  go  to  rest,  Guglielma; 

is  very  late.    I  am  sorry  to  see  you  still  about. " 

Guglielma  shook  her  head  but  made  no  answer.  She 
fixed  die  fire  and  then  spoke:  "This  other,  when  will  he  be 
coming?" 

"Dr  Snowe  will  be  ready  to  come  to-morrow»  in  the 
morning.    I  shall  send  him  word,  early. " 

Guglidma  said  no  more,  but  started  away.  Victor 
followed. 

"Let  there  be  peace  between  us,"  he  said  penaamvdy; 
let  us  not  part  in  anger,  my  mother. " 

'Anger?"  with  the  same  dull  composure,  ''there  is  no 
anger  in  my  heart. 

"Th«i.  if  you  cannot  give  approval — ^I  know  that  I  dane 
not  ask  for  that — at  least  give  me  your  good  wishes,  your 
blessing.  I  can  start  upon  no  journey  without  them.  Dl- 
omened  wouM  such  be!  Speak  your  forgiveness  if  I  vex 
or  grieve  rou,  best,  most  faithful  of  friends. " 

"Why  need  I  speakl  My  love,  my  blessing,  are  always 
yours  without  the  asking,  I  have  no  room  in  my  beaft 
fivanger  against  you.    God   grant  you  bappiofesB  and 
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head.  Well,  well,  well,  could  he  claim  the  right  to  complain 
of  an  outcome  forecast  from  the  beginning  ?  No  hand  but 
his  own  had  wrought  havoc  in  the  fair  structure  of  his  life. 
li,  when  he  had  pulled  it  down  in  ruins  about  him,  that 
other  possession,  paternal  affection  had  crumbled  too, 
was  it  not,  perhaps,  but  the  justly  allotted  punishment  for 
his  transgression — 

Lips  might,  half  mechanically,  frame  the  words;  but  the 
deep  irrepressible  resentment  that  surged  up  fiercely  denied 
them. 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

The  hearth,  forgotten,  grew  cold;  a  bitter  chill  crept  into 
the  room.  Victor  Paul  at  last  held  the  crumpled  sheets  to 
the  lamp;  then  flung  them  blazing  upon  the  ashes,  where 
they  speedily  turned  black  and  crumbled.  It  was,  in  t)ie 
end,  a  poor  device.  Burning  the  perishable  paper  did  not 
erase  the  words  bitten  into  a  heart. 

He  extinguished  the  lamp;  and,  raising  the  shade,  re- 
vealed the  scene  unchanged  from  its  earlier  aspect,  save 
that  the  passers-by  were  now  few  and  far  apart.  Nor  did 
he  then  take  the  sensible  advice  he  had  bestowed  on 
Guglielma.  Perhaps  she,  too,  had  felt,  as  did  Victor  now, 
that  sleep  had  fled,  that  there  would  be  no  winning  its 
return.  Perhaps  Victor  Paul  derived  a  morbid,  bitter 
satisfaction  from  the  physical  discomfort  he  experienced; 
as  if  bodily  hurts  could  dull  mental  ones.  But,  for  all  that, 
deep  did  come  to  Victor  Paul  in  the  cold  and  solitude  and 
darkness  of  the  cell  whose  door  he  was  flinging  open. 
Sleep!  and  what  did  it  bring! 

The  sickly  pallor  of  cold  dawn  was  whitening  over  the 
window  when  he  suddenly  started  to  his  feet,  staggering  in 
a  blind,    sick  bewilderment  that  could  not  immediately 


m  TANTALUS 

recognize  its  surroundings.  The  well  known  lro6m,  tne 
familiar  street  1 — and  but  this  moment  the  sorrowful  face» 
the  still  figure,  the  upraised  hands  of  warning,  of  one  long 
dead;  and  in  hi3  ears  a  sound,  in  his  eyes  a  horror  whose 
worse  scath  came  as  did  its  greater  dread  from  his  inability 
to  give  it  shape  or  name.  Was  it  this  the  future  held ,  whose 
course  he  was  bent  on  shaping  to  his  own  pleasure  instead 
of  to  the  uses  of  a  duty  ?  And  if  it  did  ?  But  Victor  Paul 
did  not  yield  easily  Was  superstition  to  wrest  from  him 
what  neither  duty  nor  gratitude  could  win  ? 

Already,  he  heard  Guglielma  moving  in  other  parts  of 
the  house.  With  icy  hands  he  gathered  up  the  medicines 
he  had  prepared  the  night  before,  bestowing  them  in  a 
satchel  This  done>  he  took  his  way  through  the  hall  into 
the  street 
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^And  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips." 

Cold  and  wan  the  day  dawned;  but  presently  the  gray 
clouds  broke  asunder;  and  the  sun,  peeping  through, 
changed  chiU  pallor  to  prismatic  splendor.  Julian  recoiled 
from  its  too  dazzling  refulgence  when  he  looked  from  his 
window.  Still  he  was  pleased  to  see  the  bright  sun  stealing 
melting  gems  from  roofs  and  cornices;  promising  that  the 
weight  of  snow  would  soon  diminish  before  the  onslaughts 
of  the  March  air.  Perhaps,  the  sanguine  adventurer  re- 
flected fate  and  the  weather  meant  to  be  propitious  after 
all  their  threats  of  the  previous  day. 

Soon  he  stood  in  his  room  ready  to  depart,  with  the  small 
amount  of  baggage  that  he  would  take  with  him,  close  at 
hand.  The  residue  of  his  belongings  had  already  been  con- 
signed to  the  care  of  his  landlady,  who  had  promised  to 
have  them  in  her  peculiar  care.  For,  Julian,  whose  care- 
less amiability  never  found  it  a  tax  to  be  agreeable,  had 
won  special  favor  in  Mrs.  Greyson's  sight;  and  his  fou  - 
years  tenancy  of  her  rooms  had  seemed  to  invest  her  with 
rights  of  motherly  interest  in  his  well-being. 

Even  here,  however,  Julian  had  kept  his  reasons  for  this 
move  to  himself.  The  shrinking  that  had  led  him  to  conceal 
his  plight  fro^  his  daily  associates,  that  had  made  confes- 
sion difficult  even  to  Dr.  Paul,  operated  to  keep  him  silent 
stiU. 
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It  was,  however,  perfectly  evident  that  his  doings  re- 
quired elucidation.  Why  Mr.  Carroll  should  suddenly  for- 
sake his  profession;  why  the  hitherto  ubiquitous  note-book 
should,  without  any  warning  have  vanished  from  sight; 
and,  above  all,  what  scheme  now  possessed  its  erratic  and 
unsatisfactory  owner,  were  questions  that  deeply  agitated 
his  small  world.  From  the  teasing,  wicked  Julian  who  had 
a  number  of  grudges  to  repay,  not  one  word  had  been 
extracted;  and  at  this  point  Mrs.  Greyson  stepped  in. 
Everybody  was  quite  sure  that  Mrs.  Greyson  knew  all 
about  it,  being  on  terms  of  such  confidence  with  this  cruel 
harrower-up  of  the  community's  curiosity.  Mrs.  Greyson 
was  naturally  loath  to  destroy  the  pleasant  illusion.  Ac- 
cording to  Julian 's  partial  friend,  fortune  had  been  smiling 
on  Mr.  Carroll;  but  what  good  did  that  do  to  know  so 
much,  if  the  delightful  particulars  were  withheld  ?  Julian 
might  have  told  them,  had  he  been  so  complaisant,  that  he 
fled  from  fortune's  frown,  not  followed  her  smile.  But  he 
only  remained  provokingly  dumb. 

Julian  stood  ready  to  go  down.  Here  closed  one  chapter 
of  his  life.  Was  there  nothing  left  at  the  end  of  it  but  a  pair 
of  ruined  eyes;  yonder  desk  with  a  good  deal  of  ink  on  the 
green  cover;  and  an  array  of  damaged  pens  that  would 
vanish  into  the  dust  heap  ?  There  was  one  moment  of  dis- 
couragement and  discontent  in  looking  over  this  record. 
He  had  been  displaced  in  his  world;  and  no  weed  trampled 
into  the  dust  of  the  wayside  was  of  less  importance  therein 
than  he.  Who  would  miss  him  ?  But  his  spirit  quickly 
rebounded. 

"One  is  not  done  for  at  twenty-five, "  he  murmured,  **so 
here 's  to  the  future  and  its  better  luck ! "  With  this  Barme- 
cide toast,  stem  necessity  had  begun  to  wear  a  smile.   What 
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though  Julian  Can'oll,  journalist,  would  forthwith  vanish 
from  the  ken  of  his  fellows,  a  mere  leaf  upon  the  gale? 
Julian  Carroll,  a  free  man,  owing  daily  tribute  of  copy  to  no 
rapacious  monster  of  a  printing  press,  stood  in  his  shoes,  a  _ 
tramp  henceforth;  looking  but  an  hour  ahead,  untroubled 
by  to-morrow;  the  brand  of  toil,  which  in  his  case  had 
amounted  only  to  a  drop  of  ink  upon  the  forefinger,  erased. 
He  was  a  gentleman  of  leisure. 

But  not  too  much  leisure,  he  suddenly  bethought  hunself , 
since  there  was  a  train  to  catch;  and  though  he  had  ample 
time,  still,  there  was  breakfast  to  get  through  with,  and 
besides — ^But  there  he  stopped  uncertain  how  the  gap 
should  be  filled  in. 

He  finally  closed  the  door  and  went  lightly  down  the 
steps,  half-tempted  to  mark  the  boyish  buoyancy  of  his 
spirits  with  a  whistle,  if  only  to  see  what  might  come  of  such 
an  offense  against  the  peace  and  dignity  of  the  community. 
He  did  not  risk  the  experiment,  however;  but  went  on  to 
the  dining-room.  He  had  noted  with  a  peculiar  satisfac- 
tion that  the  scarcity  of  masculine  headgear  indicated  that 
the  daily  exodus  cityward  was  well  under  way.  For  he 
kaew  why  he  had  dawdled;  and  why  he  had  wished  to  be 
late  at  the  morning  meal. 

Still,  there  were  a  good  many  people  in  the  room;  he 
responded  to  all  greetings  cheerfully;  and  in  the  matter  of  the 
persiflage  that  his  intended  departure  and  his  cherished 
mystery  called  forth,  he  gave  quite  as  good  as  he  got.  He 
felt  self-conscious,  however,  if  he  escaped  the  humiliation 
of  appearing  so;  for  he  was  perfectly  aware  that  in  the  eyes 
of  those  who  tarried  (deliberately,  he  was  convinced!) 
the  piquancy  of  the  situation  arose  from  a  general  desire 
to  see  "how  Nelly"  would  take  it. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

*Heat  not  your  furnace  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  do  singe  yourself." 

Nelly,  however,  was  not  a  young  person  who  wore  her 
heart  upon  her  sleeve,  or  in  any  other  position  convenient 
for  inspection.  She  kept  that  useful,  if  at  times  bothersome 
article  so  well  out  of  sight,  that  she  had  occasionally  been 
accused  of  lacking  it  altogether.  She  best  knew,  however, 
if  this  were  so.  She  best  knew  whether  it  were  too  cold,  or 
glowed  with  a  heat  discommoding  to  its  owner.  At  any 
rate,  whether  or  not  Miss  Langton  had  a  heart,  the  proud 
eyes  she  turned  on  Julian,  as  he  took  the  seat  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  occupy  beside  her,  certainly  had  something  of  the 
March  temperature  in  them. 

Still,  one  must  applaud  Julian 's  taste.  Elinor  Langton  *s 
richly  brunette  beauty  was  not  the  sort  that  could  be  dis- 
puted. It  was  as  obvious  as  the  glory  of  the  rose.  The  eyes 
alone  would  have  lifted  it  above  the  usual,  so  large  and 
dusky  and  Oriental  were  they;  of  a  modelling  to  delight  a 
sculpter,  a.s  much  as  their  coloring  was  bound  to  charm  a 
painter.  Shape  and  hue  might  suggest  the  houri;  but  one 
cold,  direct,  critical  gaze  from  those  splendid  orbs  speedily 
put  the  comparison  to  flight.  Hers  was  no  Eastern  languor, 
no  Asiatic  submission;  but  all  the  fire  and  independence 
that  became  a  daughter  of  the  West;  as  well  as  a  sensitive 
pride  that  might  serve  as  an  armor,  but  was  almost  equally 
sure  to  be  a  weapon  turned  against  herself. 
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Perhaps  she  had  abeady  found  it  to  be  so.  Still,  rather 
than  pour  out  treasure  at  the  foot  of  an  unresponsive  idol, 
rather  than  admit  the  anger  that  did  consume  her  at  sharing 
the  common  ignorance  of  Julian 's  plans,  Elinor  would  have 
turned  the  weapon  against  herself,  though  life  itself  had 
been  the  forfeit. 

Mr.  Carroll 's  accustomed  assurance  was  here  checked  by 
a  very  wholesome  doubt.  He  was  uncertain  as  to  his 
standing.  It  was  a  cool  and  indifferent  glance  that  he  re- 
ceived and  it  nettled  him. 

"Don't  pretend,"  he  made  the  mistake  of  saying,  "that 
you  did  not  see  me.  I  am  rather  too  substantial  a  reality  to 
be  overlooked. " 

"I am  quite  aware  that  you  think  so.*' 

"By  that,  I  suppose,  you  wish  to  intimate  that  I  am — 
conceited :  whereas  there  is  no  more  humble-minded  per- 
son alive  than  myself. '  This  was  by  no  means  generally 
true,  if  specifically  so.  "It  ought  to  comfort  you,"  added 
the  injured  Julian,  "to  know  that  you  will  be  rid  of  me 
for  a  year. " 

There  was  enough  bitterness  in  his  tone,  bespeaking  a 
grievance  of  his  own,  to  have  brought  some  pacification  to 
Elinor's  angry  spirit.  But  likely  her  own  heat  sufficed  to 
obscure  it.  And  it  must  be  admitted  that  the  provocation 
was  chiefly  upon  Julian,  as  were  the  privileges  of  the  situar 
tion.  But  clear-sighted  as  he  was  in  matters  less  vital  tr  ^ 
interests,  he  had  never  been  able  to  reach  an  unde^ 
ing  of  Elinor's  tactics. 

"We  are  unfortunate,"  said  Elinor.  /  .  - 

"I  have  no  doubt  that  you  will  bear  your  mijP™^®  ^^^ 
90  much  equanimity,  that  it  will  look  like  goo/«,P      » 

^'Ihope  50,  I  am  sure,  Mr,  Carroll;"/ *^*^^'^  ®  ^7^ 


/ 
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sparkled;  "did  you  expect  the  band  to  play  a  diige  at  your 
departure  ?  We  should  certainly  not  be  mean  enough  to 
damp  your  joy  in  that  fashion.  '* 

"No,  you  will  send  me  oflf  with  flying  colors — and  forget 
me  as  soon  as  I  am  gone.  ** 

Julian  lowered  his  tone  upon  that  experimental  sen 
tence;  it  was  greatly  to  his  irritation  that  another  voice 
broke  in.  He  looked  across  the  table  at  the  other  Langton 

"We  certainly  reserve  that  privil^e, "  said  Mabel  Lang- 
ton,  "people  who  mysteriously  disappear  for  an  unknown 
period  deserve  to  be  foigotten.  ** 

"That  is  rather  a  merciless  sentence,"  Julian  averred 
outwardly  tranquil,  though  inwardly  impatient.  He  had  no 
particular  objection  to  Mabel — ^usually;  but  at  this  moment 
he  could  have  dispensed  with  her.    Mabel  had  other  viewa 

In  the  first  place,  she  had  frankly  taken  the  public  into 
her  confidence  as  to  her  intention  of  worming  out  his  secret 
from  the  unlucky  Julian;  and  having  taken  this  stand  she 
felt  that  she  owed  it  to  her  reputation  as  a  sharp  person  to 
find  out  all  that  had  baffled  the  common  vigilence;  and 
secondly,  she  had  long  ago  constituted  herself  Elinor's 
guardian,  though  without  Elinor's  consent. 
L  Mabel  held  herself  to  be  a  throughly  practical  person; 

I  and  it  was  her  complacent  belief,  that  if  EUinor  had  the 

^  greater  share  of  beauty,  Mabel  monopolized  most  of  the 

good  sense  of  the  Langton  family. 

"The  sentence  is  none  too  mercQess,"  the  plotter  said 
with  her  most  ingenuous  air,  "for  one  about  to  turn  de- 
aerter. "  Mabel  uttered  the  unpleasant  word  most  inno- 
cently; but  Julian  had  often  suspected  that  some  guile 
lurked  bdiind  that  apparent  heedlessness.  A  stolen  glance 
at  Minor  told  him  that  he  was  not  alone  in  that  suspicion 
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**Vicious  little  marplot!"  he  thought  savagely;  while  he 
put  on  an  unreal  smile,  saying:  "Surely,  I  do  not  deserve 
so  opprobrious  an  epithet.  The  most  devoted  soldier  is 
entitled  to  an  occasional  furlough. " 

"He  really, thinks  he  is  going  to  escape  me,"  Mabel  re- 
flected, impish  mischief  dancing  in  her  eyes.  But  Julian 
went  on:  "I  hope  when  mine  shall  end,  this  day  year,  I 
shall  be  taking  breakfast  in  the  same  delightful  society. " 
"Though  I  do  believe  that  I  could  do  without  yours,"  was 
the  inward  addition. 

Mabel  noted  the  scrap  of  information,  inadvertently 
given,  with  hidden  satisfaction.  "That  is  very  pretty, "  she 
remarked  patronizingly,  "but  I  have  always  maintained 
that  you  are  Irish  and  have  at  some  time  in  your  career 
kissed  the  Blarney  Stone.  As  to  this  day  year,  that  is  ages 
— ages.     We  shall  all  be  dead  or  married  by  that  time. " 

"'Hobson's  choice'  between  the  two?" 

"We  do  not  elucidate  our  remarks;"  loftily;  "you  must 
at  least  supply  understanding  to  the  conversation,  if  you  do 
refuse  information. " 

"That  is  a  pretty  severe  one  for  me,  but  if  one  lack  intel- 
ligence, can  he  help  it?" 

"Can  he?  Hum!  Well,  whether  we  shall  be  dead  or 
married  will  matter  very  little  to  you.  But  in  view  of  the 
possibilities,  any  request  I  might  make  would  be  regarded 
with  a  certain  solemnity,  as  one's  parting  request,  would 
it  not?" 

"Certainly,"  Julian  assured  her,  "any  request  of  yours 
shall  be  treated  with  all  seriousness. " 

"Well  then,  Mr.  Carroll,  do  bring  me  a  souvenir  from 
Paris.  However  small,  however  trifling,  I  shall  prize  it 
doubly,  from  you  and  from  Paris. "  Eying  him  intently  to 
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see  if  he  suspected  the  trap  beneath  the  garland.  As  Julian 
had  for  some  time  been  engaged  in  dodging  similar  snares, 
perhaps  to  discern  this  one  required  less  acumen  than  she 
imagined. 

"I  regard  your  request  as  a  genuine  tribute  to  my  good 
friendship;"  gravity  contended  with  the  lurking  twinkle  in 
his  eyes;  there  was  satisfaction  in  defeating  Mabel,  and 
through  her  the  rest  of  his  meddling  acquaintances;  **be 
sure  that  I  shall  be  more  than  pleased  to  execute  your  com- 
mission— should  I  chance  to  be  in  the  French  capital. " 

"So  kind  of  you,"  murmured  Mabel,  wishing  he  were 
a  close  enough  relation  to  have  his  ears  boxed.  How 
she  would  enjoy  doing  it.  However,  she  always  had  a 
good  hold  upon  her  temper  when  it  suited  her  to  have. 

Elinor  had  been  fidgeting  with  impatience.  "One  is 
painfully  reminded  of  an  autograph  album,"  she  broke 
in  with  deep  displeasure;  she  understood  Mabel's  game 
too  well;  "outside  of  that  one  does  not  beg  remembrance 
from  one  determined  to  forget." 

"Does  not  one?"  asked  Mabel  with  with  her  little 
sister'  air  of  one  willing  to  be  informed;  "but  consider, 
Sis,  such  a  friend  of  the  family.  Surely,  there  is  no 
harm  in  my  asking  Mr.  Carroll." 

"Certainly,  there  is  none,"  Julian  cried  hastily;  noting 
the  danger  signals  in  Elinor's  eyes,  and  uncertain  how 
far  he,  himself,  might  be  involved  in  the  threatened  storm; 
"I  look  on  it  as  a  compliment:  and  shall  certainly  charge 
my  memory  with  the  conmiission — if  I  should  come  into  a 
position  to  execute  it. " 

There  was  in  this  no  more  than  an  instinct  of  self-preser- 
vation; but  Mabel  eagerly  hailed  it  as  capitulation.  "From 
*fHri9?"  rfie  questioned,  expecting  triumph  in  the  rejoinder. 
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"They  say,"  mused  the  slippery  one,  "that  *good  Amer- 
icans go  to  Paris  when  they  die'.  Do  you  think  me  not  in- 
clusive under  that  caption,  or  are  you  expecting  my  prema- 
ture demise  ?  " 

"They  sometimes  go  before  that, "  Mabel  submitted;  "if 
you  return  as  a  ghost,  you  need  not  call  upon  me,  for  one; 
for  I  tell  you  frankly  I  shall  not  appreciate  it. " 

"I  shall  not  return  in  that  role  by  any  connivance  of  my 
own,"  Julian  assured  her  with  apparent  earnestness. 

"No;  I  suppose  not;  but,  meanwhile,  you  will  write,  Mr. 
Carroll  ?  Think  of  the  consuming  anxiety  of  the — ^the — " 
here  she  stole  a  look  at  her  sister;  and,  for  once,  deeming 
discretion  the  better  part  of  valor,  made  a  substitution: 
"Think  of  the  consuming  anxiety  of  the  friends  you  leave 
behind  you,  to  know  that  you  are  safe  and  all  that.  Besides," 
regarding  this  as  a  place  where  a  liberal  dose  of  flattery 
could  do  no  harm,  "your  observations  on  foreign  travel  are 
sure  to  be  so  delightfully  interesting  and  original. " 

"Thank  you;  in  this  world  of  captious  critics  it  certainly 
does  warm  one's  heart  to  be  appreciated.  I  hope  that  I 
shall  continue  to  deserve  your  encomiums,  or  at  least,  that 
I  shall  grow  into  them. " 

"Then  you  will  write?"  with  enthusiasm;  "how  lovely! 
When  may  we  expect  our  first  budget;  and  where  will  it  be 
from?" 

Beaming  expectation,  Mabel  leaned  forward.  Surely  not 
even  the  elusive  Mr.  Carroll  could  escape  this.  But  Julian 
shook  his  head  solemnly.  "Am  I  a  prophet  ?"  he  desired 
to  know,  "that  you  ask  me  to  foretell  the  future?  Who 
knows  what  a  day  may  bring  forth;  or  where  one  may  be 
to-morrow,  next  month,  next  year  ?  I,  myself,  am  far  too 
deeply  impressed  with  th^  futility  of  humaij  calpulafions  to 
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venture  a  guess  on  that  point.  **  Still,  Mr.  Carroll  did  have 
his  guess,  a  very  mistaken  one. 

"You  are  a  disagreeable  fellow,"  said  Mabel  with  a 
childish  pout. 

"'Disagreeable'!"  echoed  Julian  with  affected  amaze- 
ment, "  and  why  ?  " 

"Yes;  disagreeable,"  said  Mabel,  giving  a  sidelong 
glance  of  anger  that  was  more  than  half  real "  I  suppose  you 
think  you  could  not  be  disagreeable  if  you  tried ! " 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  responded  Mr.  Carroll,  in  candid 
doubt. 

Elinor  was  sitting,  a  very  beautifully  tinted  statue  of 
anger.  It  is  only  to  youth,  and  then  but  rarely,  that  anger 
is  becoming.  To  Elinor  that  passion  added  brightness 
and  sparkle. 

"Mr.  Carroll  desires  to  revel  in  mystery;"  through  the 
studied  sweetness  a  very  perceptible  dash  of  bitter  ap- 
peared; "my  dear  sister,  why  interfere  with  the  interesting 
farce?" 

"Is  *Mr.  Carroll'  under  any  obligation  to  confide  purely 
personal  matters  to  the  public  in  general?"  he  asked  with 
asperity  in  his  turn. 

Elinor  shrugged  her  shoulders  with  a  smile  that  was  too 
disdainful  for  the  perfect  indifference  she  wished  to  affect. 

"Have  I  not  said  just  the  contrary  ?  Am  I  not  endeav- 
oring to  help  you  to  repress  intrusive  curiosity  ?  " 

"Why  are  you  angry,  Nelly?"  asked  Julian  sotto  voce; 
taking  advantage  of  the  momentary  withdrawal  of  Mabel 's 
attention;  he  blessed  the  neighbor  who  had  intervened; 
"  how  should  I  know  that  you  care  for  my  confidence  ?  You 
gave  me  precious  little  reason  to  think  so. " 

"Possibly  it  is  assuming  too  much  to  imagine  that  I  care 
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for  any  confidence,"  she  returned  in  carefully  measured 
tones;  "have  I,  quite  unconciously  to  myself,  appeared  to 
seek  it?" 

"Good  Heavens,  no!"  exclaimed  Julian,  "believe  me,  I 
am  not  so  fatuous  as  to  think  it.  I  understand  perfectly 
that  to  be  abjectly  ready  to  fetch  and  carry,  to  make  one- 
self useful,  bestows  no  right  to  consideration.  I  am  in  the 
blessed  position  of  one  who  expects  nothing. " 

Elinor  cast  a  hasty,  scared  glance  around.  An  undigni- 
fied squabble  in  public,  would  be  far  too  interesting  a  mor- 
sel with  which  to  tickle  the  boarding  house  world.  But 
except  for  Mabel  and  the  old  lady  who  had  providentially 
engaged  her — ^perhaps  in  the  goodness  of  her  heart — ^that 
part  of  the  room  was  pretty  well  deserted. 

"Are  you  not  becoming  rather  more  tragic  than  the  time 
subserves  for  ? "  she  asked  icily;  "it  is  not  like  your  boasted 
caution  to  forget  that  there  are  others  in  the  room  besides 
ourselves;  and  that  they  are  positively  panting  for  excite- 
ment. " 

Both  the  combatants  were  demoralized;  too  taken  up 
each  with  his  own  sensations  of  defeat  to  take  stock  of  the 
opponent.  Had  Elinor  dared  to  look  at  Julian,  or  Julian  at 
Elinor,  each  might  have  discovered  how  poor  a  thing  was 
the  indiflFerence  both  wished  to  aflFect.  Elinor  was  hurt,  and 
Julian  was  angry.  In  a  moment  she  had  left  the  room; 
going  slowly  up  the  stairs,  believing  that  she  left  behind  her 
that,  without  which,  her  life  would  forever  lack  complete- 
ness. 

"There  will  never  be  happiness  for  you;  no,  never, 
never!"  spoke  the  inner  voice;  "some  day,  when  you  have 
thrust  everything  away,  will  the  fact  that  pride  is  intact 
console  you  ?    But  go, "  thought  added,  and  her  hand  was 
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clenched  convulsively,  "yes,  go,  Julian!  I  will  refu£ie  16 
mourn  you.    You  do  not  deserve  it ! " 

But  whether  Julian  deserved  it  or  not,  or  whether  she 
would  or  not,  Elinor  knew  too  well  that  she  did  mourn,  and 
that  the  savor  had  suddenly  departed  from  life. 

Mabel,  curious  to  see  the  matter  out,  had  remained;  and 
she  slyly  watched  the  discomfited  Julian,  with  a  great  deal 
of  interest  and  some  malicious  pleasure;  though  all  she 
could  have  against  him  was  a  sort  of  jealousy.  Her  cool 
voice  broke  in  upon  his  meditations. 

"It  is  a  good  thing  for  Mrs.  Greyson  that  you  don't  go 
away  every  day.  Why  don't  you  eat  your  breakfast,  Mr. 
Carroll  ?  Don't  you  know  that  'wilful  waste  makes  woe- 
ful want'?" 

Julian  pushed  away  his  overloaded  plate,  feeling  bear- 
like enough  to  eat  the  questioner;  but  he  said:  "It  has  a 
familiar  sound. " 

"Nell  has  actually  spoiled  his  breakfast  for  him, "  Mabel 
chuckled  inwardly,  with  not  an  atom  of  sympathy  for  the 
person  despoiled.  "You  look,"  she  suggested  demurely 
"as  if  you  suspected  arsenic. " 

"Arsenic  ?  Oh  no"  murmured  the  aggrieved  Mr.  Car- 
roll, "only  somewhat  overseasoned — with  Attic  salt." 

"Oh,"  cried  the  delighted,  quick-witted  marplot,  assum- 
ing a  sympathetic  air,  as  if  to  suggest  a  community  of  ex- 
perience; "so  Nell  has  been  giving  you  a  sample  of  her 
vituperative  powers  ?  Now  you  know  how  she  can  come 
down  on  one. "  Mabel  best  knew  what  end  she  expected  to 
serve  by  thus  innocently  conveying  to  Mr.  Carroll  the  idea 
that  Elinor  had  a  temper  of  her  own.  "But  no;"  she 
went  on  with  a  regretful  sigh,  as  if  for  the  necessary  limits 
of  Mr.  Carroll 's  sympathy;  "you  cannot  have  had  a  really 
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genuine  display;  one  must  be  her  sister — or — oh,  well 
sister  will  do  for  an  illustration — ^to  know  that.  '* 

"I  see  that  we  have  the  whole  place  to  ourselves,"  said 
Julian  at  last;  "It  was  kind  of  you  to  keep  me  company." 

"You  see,"  said  Mabel  demurely;  "I  knew  that  you 
would  be  glad  to  have  me. " 

"Delighted,  I  am  sure,"  replied  Julian,  concealing  his 
irritation,  chiefly  because  he  suspected  that  she  wished  to 
irritate  him,  and  he  would  not  dance  to  her  piping.  Still 
he  had  by  no  means  measured  the  extent  of  her  antagonism. 
Though  his  one  thought  was  to  escape,  he  walked  into  the 
hall  amicably  enough  beside  his  undiscovered  foe,  never 
divining  that  beneath  that  guise  of  artlessness  lurked  a  fell 
design  for  his  undoing.  She  sportively  helped  him  into 
his  overcoat,  telling  him  that  she  meant  to  see  the  last  of 
him.  As  Julian  Carroll,  she  neither  disliked  nor  objected 
to  him;  it  was  solely  his  pretension  in  another  direction  that 
brought  him  into  disfavor. 

"And  so  you  are  off?"  she  said,  as  he  stood  equipped  at 
last;  "I  hope,"  with  a  frank  laugh  that  confessed  defeat 
without  resentment,  "that  wherever  you  are  going,  you  may 
have  as  good  a  time  as  you  anticipate. " 

Julian  had  voiced  no  anticipations  of  any  sort,  but  he  let 
that  pass. 

"Thank  you!  Will  you  kindly  say  good-bye  to  your 
sister  for  me?" 

"Hadn't  you  better  say  it  for  yourself?"  counselled  the 
marplot,  none  the  less  wisely  that  she  neither  expected  nor 
wished  him  to  act  on  the  advice. 

"I  fear  that  I  lack  time; "  Julian  spoke  formally;  here,  it 
seemed,  ended  the  episode.  Well,  he  secretly  confessed  to 
a  pang,  but  was  one  to  submit  to  be  trampled  upon  ?    He 
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opined  not,  indeed!  And  so  he  left.  Mabel  felt  that  for 
the  present  her  responsibilities  were  ended,  too. 

Julian  was  half-way  down  the  street,  when  she  came  out 

to  the  front  door,  his  back  apparently  turned  for  good. 

*  Farewell,  Julian"  she  thought,  with  a  derisive  flourish  of 

hermuflF,  "fancy  being  so  easily  scared.    Enter  Felix!" 

The  marplot,  in  pursuit  of  her  own  affairs,  turned  into 
another  street;  but  hers  was  a  misplaced  confidence  that 
quite  forgot  to  allow  for  Julian's  shifting  purposes. 
Because  his  head  was  turned  one  way  one  moment  was  no 
assurance  whatever  against  its  turning  the  other  way  the 
next.  His  footsteps  were  dragging.  Could  he  bring  no 
livelier  feelings  to  this  anticipated  day  ?  Was  it  necessary 
that  he  should  have  actually  started,  had  it  required  the 
testimony  of  this  dull,  cold  oppression  to  make  plain  the 
truth? 

And  he  had  really  meant  to  leave  in  stony  silence,  driven 
away  by  the  sting  of  sharp  words,  for  whose  origin  he  b^an 
dimly  to  discern  a  just  cause.  All  was,  indeed,  vanity !  He 
had  dreaded  his  fate  too  much,  the  possibility  of  a  humiliat- 
ing repulse — a  contemptible  weakness  by  which  to  fail! 
There  was  a  manlier  course. 

Miss  Langton  sent  no  implacable  refusal  to  his  request 
for  an  interview.  There  was  upon  her  still  a  chill,  offended 
air;  but  to  one  familiar  with  her  phases,  the  faint  lifting  of 
the  clouds  was  perceptible. 


CHAPTER  XV 

""A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out,  that,  being  suffered,  rivers 
cannot  quendi." 

JuuAN  GBASPED  her  hand,  and  stared  at  her  with  an  odd 
bright,  awakened  air.  A  veil  had  been  torn  from  his  ^es; 
he  seemed  suddenly  to  be  looking  into  unsuspected  depths 
in  his  own  nature.  How  blind  he  had  been!  This  was 
more  than  the  friendship  of  a  day;  more  than  mere  eph 
emeral  admiration  for  an  unequalled  flower  of  human 
beauty;  here,  or  the  inner  voice  deceived  him,  was  the  other 
half  of  his  soul.  So  resplendent,  so  deliciously  sweet,  was 
the  new  world  that  spread  itself  unheralded  before  him;  he 
was  so  occupied  with  wonder  at  a  revelation  so  little  looked 
for,  that  he  quite  forgot  to  speak. 

But  words  were  not  needed.  Elinor  had  been  drinking 
of  a  bitter  cup,  bitter  to  love  and  pride  alike.  She  knew 
Julian's  face  too  well — ^poor  Elinor! — ^not  to  know  what 
shone  there  now;  and  she  could  no  more  resist  its  attraction 
than  the  plant  can  forbear  reaching  its  leaves  to  the  sun- 
shine. Pride  and  anger  were  melting,  as  were  the  snow- 
wreaths  outside.  Julian  had  been  routed,  horse,  foot  and 
dragoons,  driven  to  an  ignominious  flight.  His  return  was 
a  plea  for  mercy.  Was  the  angry  divinity  appeased  ?  Had 
the  mere  plea  sufficed  to  work  the  change  ?  That  it  should 
be  so,  made  plain  the  cause  of  the  original  offense;  and 
every  hard  word  became  inferentially  a  compliment. 
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"Nelly!"  said  Julian,  recalled  to  the  need  for  speech, 
"Nelly,  you  were  angiy  with  me.  Are  you  angiy  still ? 
Have  I  deserved  that  you  should  trust  me  so  little  ?" 

An  unwilling,  tremulous  smile  crept  around  Elinor's  lips. 

"  If  you — if  you  wish  me  to  give — ^you  a  strictly  truthful — 
answer;"  her  voice  tripped  and  faltered;  it  was  not  easy  for 
her  to  speak;  "then  I  must  say — that  confidence  is  nothing 
if  not  reciprocal. " 

"But— but,  you  snubbed  me;  you  were  so  unmercifully 
severe.  I  thought  it  was  all  up  with  me.  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  go  away  without  another  word. "  Julian  possibly 
deviated  from  the  strict  letter  of  the  truth,  as  men  will  do  on 
these  occasions;  "But  I  found  it  would  not  do,  Elinor. 
When  I  attempted  to  leave  you,  as  I  might  an  indifferent 
acquaintance,  I  found,  1  found  only  then,  how  little  I  could 
do  it.    Say  something  kind  that  I  may  take  away  with  me." 

"Am  I  to  bid  you  *God-speed'  ?" 

"No,  no!  that  sounds  like  bidding  me  begone.  Say  that 
you  will  miss  me  a  little;  say  that  you  will  trust  me  this  year 
I  shall  be  away — ^you  think  that  I  have  deliberately  shut 
you  out  of  my  confidence.  No,  you  cannot  dispute  that;  I 
never  said  you  sought  it,  or  even  appeared  to  seek  it.  But 
you  must  admit  that  in  your  anxiety  to  avoid  the  appearance 
you  may  have  succeeded  too  well.  We  have  been  so 
watched  and  talked  over,  we  have  been  under  such  a 
microscope  of  public  inspection,  that  we  have  both  become 
too  self-conscious,  too  ready  to  imagine  offense.  Is  it  not 
so,  Elinor?" 

She  could  only  silently  acquiesce.  The  relentless,  half- 
cruel  curiosity  of  those  forever  surrounding  them  had  been 
an  unfavorable  atmosphere  for  the  unfolding  of  this 
romance;  breathing  too  sultry  a  breath  upon  the  charm 
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and  mystery  of  a  slowly  maturing  bud.  What  wonder  that 
it  had  threatened  to  blight  it  ?  Elinor  did  not  thrive  in  the 
crowd. 

"You  would  have  been  less  ready  to  distrust  my  serious- 
ness and  to  show  me  that  you  did,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
argus-eyed,  asp-tongued  public.  I  should  have  been  less 
ready  to  imagine  you  careless  of  what  might  vex  or  worry 
me — 

"I  have  been  wrong,"  exclaimed  Elinor,  "I — " 

"We  have  been  unlucky  in  our  surroundings;  let  us  try  to 
forget  it,  to  start  anew.  Trust  me,  Elinor,  believe  in  my 
sincerity.  So  far  as  you  are  concerned,  I  think  I  deserve  it. 
And — ^I  must  tell  you — it  is  no  freak  that  takes  me  away, 
but  a  stern,  cruel  necessity — "  the  shadow  that  passed  over 
his  brightness,  the  whitening  of  his  lips,  were  faithfully  re- 
flected in  her. 

"What  is  it!" 

"Don't  look  so  alarmed!  The  worst  I  dreaded  is,  I 
hope,  over  now.    I  feared — I  was  losing  my  eyesight. " 

Quick  tears  sprang  to  Elinor's  eyes.  "Julian!  and  you 
never  told  it!"  Perhaps  that  fact,  as  much  as  the 
momentary  breaking  of  his  voice,  told  her  something  of 
the  stress  through  which  he  had  passed,  since  her  own 
instinct  was  always  towards  the  concealment  of  what 
might  trouble  her  most. 

Julian  had  no  wish  to  dwell  upon  the  painful  subject. 
"There!" he  cried  with  a  gay  laugh  that  brushed  it  all 
aside,  "see  what  I  have  lost  by  it.  You  never  called  me 
*  Julian '  before.  But  pray  pardon  my  reticence,  and  try  to 
ascribe  it  to  the  right  cause;  not  unwillingness  that  you 
should  know,  but  only  to  a  shrinking  from  the  subject 
itself." 
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"I  will  not  worry  you  by  discussing  it, "  she  said  earnest- 
ly, "  but  I — will  you  tell  me  one  thing — to  relieve  my  mind  ?" 

"  You  want  to  know,  how  it  is  to  be  with  me  ?  Elinor,  as  I 
look  at  you,  I  could  take  the  heavenly  faith  to  my  heart  that 
you  are  ready  to  share  my  sorrows,  as  I  hope  you  will  my 
joys." 

Elinor  said  nothing;  to  speak  would  have  been  for  her 
almost  an  impossibility,  though  all  her  soul  reached  for 
this  coveted  joy.  But  Julian  understood  the  trembling  lip, 
the  mantling  color,  better  than  it  was  usually  given  him  to 
read  Elinor.  Generally,  he  failed  to  penetrate  the  prickly 
disguise. 

"  Is  it  so,  Elinor  ?  "  It  was  Elinor 's  eyes  that  spoke  assent. 
"Well,  my  dear  girl,  since  you  feel  my  joys  yours,  it  gives 
me  pleasure  to  tell  you  that  I  have,  I  hope,  escaped  the 
worst.  But  I  have  had  to  stop  work.  I  am  a  man  for  the 
present  without  prospects. " 

"But  Mrs.  Greyson?"  said  Elinor  impulsively,  "has 
been  representing  you  as  a  sort  of  fairy  prince,  come  into  a 
fortune  too  vaguely  magnificent  to  be  accurately  described. 
Is  that  all  fiction?" 

"Any  announcements  of  that  sort  have  been  pure  fiction. 
I  neither  assisted  nor  sanctioned  them.  I  did  receive  a 
legacy  several  years  ago  which  may  have  given  color  to  her 
imaginings.  But,  while  it  is  respectable  it  is  neither  a  large 
nor  a  splendid  fortune;  and  for  the  present  I  have  no  posi- 
tion, no  prospects;  and,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  no  future.  I 
hope,when  this  crisis  shall  be  past,  to  pick  up  the  threads 
again;  and  I  hope  I  shall  never  again  be  the  incautious 
idiot  that  I  have  been  in  the  past.  But  all  I  have  left  is 
a  pair  of  ruined  eyes.  Does  that  make  any  difference 
in  your  r^ard,  Elinor?" 
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Julian,  in  this  unwise  question,  was  actuated  only  by  that 
demon  of  untactfulness  that  Hes  maHgnantly  in  wait  for  all 
occasions  when  it  can  do  the  most  harm.  It  was  because  of 
her  poignant  sympathy  with  Julian,  because  she  experi- 
enced for  him  one  of  the  most  absorbing  feelings  that  one 
mortal  may  entertain  for  another,  that  it  was  so  dis- 
pleasing to  Elinor.  It  heedlessly  disr^arded  what  she  had 
just  expressed;  and  her  morbid  sensitiveness  managed  to 
find  in  it  an  implication  of  mercenary  motives  that  never 
entered  the  speakers  head. 

There  was  a  blaze  of  color  that  deeply  surprised  Julian, 
whose  words  were  too  fluent  to  be  careful.  "My  regard,  '* 
she  said  stiffly,  "is  just  what  it  has  always  been.  I  am 
neither  more  nor  less  unsympathetic — and  self-interested 
than  I  have  been  at  any  time  in  our  acquaintance. " 

Mr.  Carroll  did  not  think  he  had  said  anything  that  re- 
quired to  be  answered  in  that  tone.  "Which  means  ?"  he 
demanded  tartly. 

"Which  means — ^that  you  must  find  the  answer  for  your- 
self." 

"Thrust  and  parry  to  the  last!"  exclaimed  Julian  in  a 
quick  blaze  also;  at  that  instant  he  came  near  to  regretting 
his  return;  "  Find  out  for  yourself  ?  How  is  one  to  interpret 
such  a  riddle.  I  declare  to  you  that  the  solution  escapes  me ! 
Why  do  you  treat  me  as  an  enemy  ?  Why  do  you  thrust 
me  away  when  I  think  I  have  almost  grasped  you  ?  Throw 
down  your  weapons,  snow-maiden,  and  confess  to  a 
little  human  warmth;  it  will  in  no  wise  impair  your 
dignity!" 

Elinor  looked  dull  and  quenched.  What!  had  she  briefly 
suflFered  herself  to  believe  in  a  joy  that  might  be  ?  "  It  is  use- 
less to  expect  'human  warmth'  from  such  a  creature  as  a 
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*  snow-maiden '.  It  is  unreasonable  to  demand  it.  Coldness 
is  safety  and  safety  is  worth  having,  at  all  events. " 

It  was  now  as  always,  a  keener  stab  to  herself  than  to  him 
as  she  said  it;  but  Julian  drew  back  abruptly.  Elinor's 
too  ready  dagger  of  stinging  remarks  could  never  explain 
itself  to  him;  it  appeared  r^ardlessness  of  his  feelings  when 
it  was  but  the  writhings  of  her  own.  "Safety  ?"  he  echoed 
with  a  scornful  uplift  of  his  brows,  "Safety! " 

But  this  time  Elinor  would  not  go  down  before  the  com- 
bined weight  of  Julian's  anger  and  her  own  over-strong 
emotions  without  an  eflFort  to  save  herself  the  fall. 

"How  easily  I  offend  you, "  she  panted,  like  one  who  had 
been  running;  "how  very,  very  easily  you  become  angry 
with  me!  You  ask  me  why  I  do  not  trust  you  more — ^why 
do  you  not  trust  me  more  ?" 

Julian  was  quickly  appeased.  "You  are  such  an  inscrut- 
able creature,  Nelly!  and,  you  must  admit,  at  times  pro- 
voking. " 

"If  I  am,  why  do  you  wish  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
me?" 

This  time  Julian,  too,  refused  to  be  quelled.  "Why  ?  be- 
cause I  must,  I  cannot  help  it.  I  cannot  escape.  Yes,  I  do 
love  you,  Elinor;  for  the  first  time  I  seem  to  realize  how 
much.  I  ask  no  greater  happiness  than  to  have  you  at  my 
side  through  life.  It  is  not  only  that  you  are  so  beautiful; 
you  are  so  bright,  so  responsive;  one  need  never  tell  you  a 
thing  twice.  Your  help,  your  sympathy  would  spur  me  on 
to  conquer  the  world.  Tell  me  that  you  do  believe  me,  that 
I  am  to  have  it. " 

"I  want  to  believe  it.  It  would  mean  for  me,  too,  the — 
best  that  life  could  offer.  *' 

"  Prom  my  soul  it  is  true !     And  is  this  surrender  at  last  ?  '* 
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"  Surrender  ?  I —  well,  I  will  trust  you  for  this  year  that 
you  are  to  be  absent — ^I  will  wait  for  you  faithfully.  And  all 
my — ^my  good  wishes — ^will  be  with  you — " 

Julian's  propensity  being  to  say  rather  more  than  he 
meant,  he  comprehended  but  imperfectly  that  Elinor  meant 
far,  far  more  than  she  said.  He  was  coldly  checked  in  his 
incipient  triumph.  "Is  that  all?  After  all,  Elinor,  are  you 
cold  of  heart?" 

Again  there  was  a  vivid  flush;  this  repeated  taunt  was 
hard  to  bear.  She  looked  at  him  firmly.  "  If  I  give  you  the 
same  security  that  you  give  me,  is  not  that  fair  ?  '* 

Julian  remained  sulky  and  discontent.  "Pew  people  are 
willing  that  their  receipts  should  be  strictly  apportioned  to 
their  deserts.    We  all  want  more. " 

Elinor  was  shadowed  by  a  visible  embarrassment.  To 
give  feelings  words  was  to  her  a  genuine  difficulty.  "You 
call  me  cold ;  but  I  wish  to  be,  not  only  just,  but  kind.  You 
misjudge  me  as — pardon  me — you  have  misjudged  and 
misunderstood  me  before,  when  you  think,  or  profess  to 
think,  it  is  caprice,  coldness,  that  control  me.  You  don 't 
know,  you  don't  realize!  This  is  my  life  at  stake.  If  1 
stake  it,  and  the  chance  fail  me!  You  will  be  away  for  a 
year — ^well,  it  will  make  no  difference  with  me — ^I  shall  not 
change.     Let  time  and  absence — ^be  the  test. " 

The  suggestion  was  far  from  recommending  itself.  Im- 
petuosity wanted  a  definite  settlement  and  could  see  nothing 
to  admire  in  such  caution.  "The  test  of  time  and  absence!'* 
quoth  Mr.  Carroll,  with  a  contempt  that  stung  in  spite  of 
its  impertinence  from  one  like  Julian  to  one  like  Elinor. 
The  fact  that  his  sentiments  were  fluctuating,  never  robbe:! 
them  of  their  present  power  to  impose  upon  his  faith.  A 
combination  of  good  faith  in  fiddeness  that  was  par- 
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ticularly  dangerous.  "You — ^you  freeze  me,"  he  ex- 
claimed, in  reddess  reproach. 

This  was  too  much.  A  veil  dropped  from  Elinor,  as 
deeply  excited  feeling,  like  the  spring  of  a  flame,  burned 
through  the  reserve  of  diffidence  that  so  shut  her  off  from 
free  expression.  Her  head  became  proudly  uplifted. 
Whether  it  was  pride  or  anger  or  love  that  had  most  to  do 
with  enkindling  it,  the  glow  irradiating  her  was  thrilling  to 
this  Pygmalion.  Had  the  divine  fire  quickened  the  statue 
atla^P 

"I  am  sorry  that  I  'freeze'  you,"  said  she  in  vibrant 
tones,  '*but  it  is  true  that  coldness  is  safety.  If  I  am  not 
cold,  I  at  least  try  to  be.  An  impression  with  me  is  forever, 
so  I  resist  impressions — it  is  mere  self-defense.  I  am  afraid 
to  give  in,  to  make  you — ^the  center  of  every  future  hope. 
I  know  too  well  what  that  would  mean.  It  would  mean 
that  losing  that  hope  I  should  be  bankrupt  for  all  time.  I 
cannot  help  it — ^yes,  for  once  I  will  speak  without  reserve — 
I  cannot  help  it  that  I  am  jealous,  that  jealousy  is  to  me  a 
fiery  furnace.  That  you  of  all  people — "  But  it  was  after 
all  too  difficult  to  be  finished. 

"Well,  Elinor,  that  I  'of  aU  people'  ?" 

But  Elinor  was  silent. 

"  Come, "  Julian  urged,  "  it  is  not  fair  to  stop  there.  Tell 
me  what  it  is  that  I,  'of  all  people ',  do. " 

"You — ^make  me  jealous — ^you  make  me  doubt  you — be- 
cause you  change — because  you  are  not  always  the  same — 
because — " 

"But,"  defended  Julian,  "you  make  me  doubt  you, 
Elinor.  But  I  am  not  going  to  say  'you  are  another'. 
So  as  to  my  sins,  or  alleged  sins.  Virtually  you  have  called 
me  fickle  and   uncertain   before.       But   in  justice  you 
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should  tell  me  in  what  way  the  vagrant  fancy  you  seem  to 
credit  me  with  has  shown  itself.  In  all  the  four  years  I 
have  known  you  it  has  never  really  strayed  away  from  you, 
I  am  sure.  If  it  has  appeared  to  do  so-— do  you  say  that  it 
has  appeared  to  stray. 

"To  me — ^it  appears  to  do  so." 

"Then  it  has  belied  me,  I  swear!  Don't  trust  the  false 
appearance;  believe  me  when  I  say  it  never  has. " 

Perhaps  the  assurance  had  a  reviving  effect.  At  any  rate 
she  said:  "I  vrill  trust  you!"  but  unfortunately,  jealousy 
suddenly  npreared  its  serpent-head.  "Though  I  may  not 
ask  you  what  you  are  to  do  with  this  year  for  which  you  are 
to  be  absent!"  said  its  unmistakable  voice. 

"But  you  may  ask  me — ^and  I  will  tell  you.  Because  I 
refused  to  be  badgered  into  proclaiming  my  affairs,  it  does 
not  follow  that  I  wish  to  have  any  concealment  from  you. " 

"I  have  promised  to  trust  you,"  said  Elinor,  with  a 
heroic  effort,  "and  I  will." 

"However  difficult?"  smiling  at  the  grim  determination 
with  which  this  was  announced.  But  she  answered  soberly. 
"However  difficult." 

Julian  laughed  mischievously.  This  last  small  period 
had  instructed  him.  "Elinor,  you  are  too,  too,  serious! 
Don 't  go  to  imagining  all  sorts  of  things,  good  or  bad,  about 
me.  Take  me  for  what  I  am,  a  commonplace,  but  well- 
meaning  sort  of  a  person.  Don 't  you  know  what  it  means 
when  one  confesses  to  jealousy?  Because  of  what  it 
springs  from  I  shall  not  even  quarrel  with  the  useless 
jealousy.  I  take  my  stand  on  that.  I  shall  give  you  no 
excuse  to  doubt  me.  I  am  yours;  you  are  mine  and  that  is 
all  that  counts.  Believe  me,  I  shall  stick  to  you  like  a 
burr." 
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What  wonder  that,  she  anxious  to  be  conviuced,  should 
accept  an  asseveration  which  was  given  in  all  honesty 
The  treatment  was  salutary  to  one  so  diffident.  It  was  with 
a  blush  and  a  happy  smile  that  she  said :  ''There  is  nothing 
that  I  want  so  much  as  that — ^you  shall  stick  to  me  like  a 
burr — ^that  you  should — stick  forever!" 

"That  is  good  news,  that  is  the  definite  stand  I  have  been 
waiting  for.  It  has  taken  a  long  while  to  reach  it.  However, 
I  shall  not  cast  it  up  that  you  have  kept  me  so  long  on 
tenter-hooks.  And  as  to  the  question  of  this  absence  to  be, 
it  is  a  shame  to  destroy  the  mystery  and  excitement  that 
have  so  agreeably  entertained  the  community  we  have  had 
the  delight  to  live  in,  but  the  plain  truth  b  that  I  am  only 
going  to  travel. " 

"To  travel  where?" 

"In  'mine  ain  countrie'." 

"Alone?" 

"No,  Elinor;  I  am  no  such  misanthrope.  Dr.  Paul 
whom  I  think  I  have  mentioned  to  you,  has  told  me  that 
my  only  salvation  will  lie  in  stopping  work.  It  has  not 
been  particularly  pleasing  to  me,  as  you  will  understand, 
to  give  it  all  up,  to  lose  a  whole  year  from  my  life-work, 
but,  as  it  had  to  be  done,  I  have  tried  to  make  the  best 
of  it.'' 

"  But  if  it  is  to  bring  you  safety ! " 

"It  is  to  bring  me  safety,  I  hope;  and  I  shall  find  the  trial 
easier,  travelling.  It  is  too  hard  to  be  content  in  utter  idle- 
ness. And,  as  you  know,  I  have  no  turn  for  solitude.  At 
last  I  have  succeeded  in  persuading  Dr.  Paul  to  go  with  me 
though  at  first  broaching  of  the  plan  he  was  inclined  to  re- 
fuse." 

"Yes,  I  have  heard  you  speak  of  Dr.  Paul, "  said  Elinor 
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with  hesitation,  '"but  I  thought  he  lived  in  an  unpleasant 
part  of  the  city;  and  I  supposed  that  he  was  a  man — ^like 
his  surroundings. '' 

''A  little  uncultivated,  a  little  rough,  perhaps?"  Julian 
suggested. 

"But  shall  you  like  to  be  with  him,  then,  for  so  long  ?" 

"How  odd  that  sounds!"  said  Julian  laughing,  "I  have 
to  remind  myself  that  you  do  not  know  Dr.  Paul.  You 
never  saw  a  man  more  at  variance  with  his  surroundings. 
Dr.  Paul  to  look  at  is  a  prince  in  disguise,  Haroun  al  Ras- 
chid  condescendmg  to  mingle  with  the  people. " 

"I  wish  I  could  see  this  wonder,  a  person  of  whom  you 
speak  in  such  a  way. " 

"Probably  you  will  some  day;  and  meanwhile  he  will  be 
waiting  for  me  at  the  station.  I  hate  to  go.  I  should  rather 
stay.  If  I  had  known  this  yesterday — but  I  must  tear  my- 
self away,  for  trains  unfortunately  do  not  wait,  even  for 
affairs  so  important.  A  whole  year!  Let  no  one  else  try  to 
steal  you  from  me  while  I  am  absent!  or  I — " 

"There  is  no  use  to  distress  yourself  over  a  purely  hypo 
thetical  person." 

"Hypothetical  ?  I  wish  I  could  think  him  so!  There  is 
only  one  person  I  have  feared.  He  has  so  much  more  than 
I,  and  Heaven  knows  he  may  be  a  better  fellow — but  there! 
after  all,  you  have  declared  for  me  and  I  will  not  spoil  our 
parting  with  jealousy  or  suspicion. " 

Elinor  only  slightly  shook  her  head.  To  her,  well-groun- 
ded in  her  own  preference,  Julian 's  expression  of  jealousy 
was  superfluous  to  the  point  of  absurdity.  A  year,  a  whole 
year!  She  had  resisted  fate  in  vain.  Now  she  could  only 
see  the  blank  length  of  that  period  stretched  before  her 
with  no  Julian  in  it.    If  she  had  never  owned  to  herself 
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that  Julian  came  near  to  filling  her  universe,  she  did 
so  now.  If  she  could  not  and  did  not  tell  him  as  much, 
she  was  suflSciently  aware  of  it  herself.  JuUan  's  arms  had 
closed  around  an  unresisting  prize. 

"Elinor,  I  do  think  you  are  the  most  beautiful  thing  on 
earth !  and  to  think  that  at  last  you  are  mine.  You  have  led 
me  a  dance,  my  dear,  and  you  have  taken  more  conceit  out 
of  me  than  any  other  person  ever  did,  but  the  glory  of  this 
moment  is  worth  it  all ! " 

But  his  song  of  jubilation  was  suddenly  hushed;  and  it 
was  his  higher  perception  that  stilled  it  on  his  lips.  Could 
one  be  jealous  of  himself,  Julian  might  have  been  in  that 
absurd  plight.  Was  it  himself  she  loved  with  the  devotion 
with  which  for  the  first  time  her  face  was  undisguisedly  elo- 
quent or  only  some  impossible  image  of  perfection  invested 
for  a  time  with  his  personality  ?  Julian  was  a  quick  creature ; 
too  quick  and  too  honest  to  accept  all  tributes  to  his  vanity 
as  his  mere  due.  If  Elinor  showed  something  of  the 
depths  of  what  she  felt;  if  the  revelation  moved  him 
made  him  happy,  it  brought,  too,  something  of  humility 
that  pained. 

Elinor  had  found  the  joy  of  giving.  If  only  for  an  instant 
love  had  grown  larger  than  self.  Doubt,  jealousy  devour- 
ing sensitiveness,  were  all  overwhelmed  by  the  rainbow 
tide.  Well,  it  was  a  taste  of  happiness  that  for  its  short 
duration  was  quite  perfect. 

"Love  me  for  myself,  as  I  am, "  Julian  said  "don't 
think  me,  don 't  imagine  me,  better  than  I  am ! "  The  plea 
was  a  genuine  and  heartfelt  one;  but  Elinor  heard  it  with  a 
wondering  smile;  adding  the  momentary  humility  to  the 
sum  of  Julian 's  perfections.  So  far  as  Julian  was  concerned 
her  power  of  judgment  had  long  since  been  effaced.    Irre- 
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sistible  partiality  depicted  him  as  the  essence  of  all  things 
good.  If  distrust  had  been  present,  it  was  more  than  any- 
thing distrust  of  her  own  charm  to  attract  and  hold. 

"EUnor,  I  wiU  be  worthy!" 

"I  know  that  you  are  worthy, "  Elinor  answered  happily 
Once  more  Julian  started  on  his  journey. 


CHAPTER   XVI 

"The  truth  you  speak  doth  lack  some  gentleaess; 
*'You  rub  the  sore  when  you  shouki  bring  the  plaster.** 

The  lap  of  the  younger  Miss  Langton  was  full  of  clip- 
pings of  cardboard  as  she  sat  upon  the  floor;  and  under 
the  guidance  of  her  hand  the  alligator  jaws  of  a  large  pair 
of  scissors  were  biting  and  snapping  at  another  piece. 

Knowing  Mabel,  Elinor  instantly  comprehended  that 
some  deep  design  of  exasperation  underlay  this  seemingly 
innocent  occupation.  Therefore,  she  asked  no  questions 
that  might  help  the  game  along. 

"You  are  a  dignified  young  lady,"  she  remarked,  taking 
a  book  and  sitting  down  by  the  window;  not  to  read,  but  to 
secure  solitude  to  indulge  her  roseate  dreams. 

Mabel  snapped  the  scissors  vigorously  in  the  air  once  or 
twice,  and  laid  them  aside.  There  was  a  teasing  smile  on 
her  lips.  "  I  suppose  your  darling  Julian  is  gone  at  last  ? — 
though  one  can  never  be  sure!" 

"Yes,"  answered  Elinor,  "my  'darling  Julian '  is  gone. " 
Unobtrusively  she  tried  to  discover  what  Mabel  was  doing, 
but  Mabel,  with  seeming  unconsciousness,  foiled  her. 

A  paper  of  pins  came  out  of  the  marplot 's  pocket.  In  a 
low,  crooning  voice  she  b^an  to  sing,  rhythmically  stabbing 
the  cardboard  with  pins.  "Gone,  he  is  gone,  the  gay  de- 
ceiver; and  what  cares  he  how  many  broken  hearts  strew 
his  pathway.  He  has  a  sweetheart  in  every  port!  'Trust 
him  not,  he  is  fooling  thee ' ! " 
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Elinor  stirred  irrepressibly.  She  knew  this  for  a  delib- 
erate attempt  upon  her  fortitude,  but  not  even  the  knowl* 
edge  could  save  her.  She  had  not  meant  to  take  her  younger 
sister  into  her  confidence;  she  seldom  did  if  she  could  avoid 
it.  Their  motives  in  the  conduct  of  life  were  too  opposing; 
and  then,  too,  Elinor  often  found  Mabel's  attempts  to 
drive  her  more  than  irksome. 

But  the  marplot  was  a  person  difficult  to  reckon  with. 
The  route  she  took  was  one  to  discovery.  She  continued  to 
heap  up  provocation  in  aspersions  on  the  character  of  the 
absent  Julian.  A  slow  tide  of  red  crept  painfully  over 
Elinor's  face.  And  she  succumbed  suddenly  to  the  pres- 
sure. 

"Are  you  quite  satisfied  with  your  information  on  this 
matter?" 

The  searching,  probing  glance  that  darted  from  Mabel 
might  have  startled  Julian,  but  had  no  such  effect  upon  its 
recipient.  The  singer  returned  to  her  peculiar  occupation, 
however,  with  apparent  indifference. 

"If  I  were  you,  I  should  not  stand  up  for  Julian  Carroll," 
said  she  with  obvious  intent,  under  which,  nevertheless,  was 
sincerity.  Ever  Elinor's  strongest  partisan  against  all  the 
world — ^with  the  fatal  omission  of  herself — she  did  believe 
and  resent  it,  that  Julian  received  more  than  he  deserved 
or  appreciated.  "  Considering  all  things,  I  should  not  stand 
up  for  him. " 

"  Considering  what  things  ?  " 

"Everybody  knew  perfectly  well  that  you  know  no  more 
than  the  rest  of  us  what  he  is  up  to.  Do  you  think  that  they 
did  not,  after  all  his  attentions,  talk  about  it  and — ^jeer  at 
it?" 

"It  seems  that  my  own  sister  did,  at  any  rate, " 
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"Don't  take  that  tone  with  me!"  was  Mabel's  genuine 
if  strangely  inconsistent,  remonstrance;  "don't  take  that 
tone  with  me.  Who  is  to  take  up  your  quarrels  if  I  do 
not  ?    I  have  your  credit  at  heart,  naturally. " 

"What  have  you  there  ? "  Elinor  asked  suddenly.  Some- 
what off  her  guard,  Mabel  had  allowed  something  of  the 
face  of  the  cardboard  to  be  seen. 

"I  have  nothing  in  particular  here,"  she  answered 
coolly.  Elinor  glanced  hurriedly  at  the  mantel,  missing 
something  she  had  been  accustomed  to  see  there.  She  had 
not  been  deceived  in  that  brief  view,  then ! 

It  was  not  the  tormentor's  cue  to  make  any  very  deter- 
mined resistance  when  Elinor,  letting  her  forgotten  book 
drop  to  the  floor,  sprang  at  her,  intent  to  seize  the  suspicious 
object.  A  small  display  of  unwillingness  and  she  had  re- 
leased to  her  angry  senior's  grasp  a  portrait  of  Mr.  Carroll 
cut  from  its  encircling  cardboard,  and  sticking  full  of  pins 
as  the  martyred  St.  Sebastian  himself. 

The  marplot  crouched  on  the  floor,  reposeful  as  a 
Hindoo  idol.  "You  would  have  it,  you  know;"  the  hands 
that  had  so  cnielly  defaced  Julian 's  image  were  innocu- 
ously folded  in  her  lap.  "I  knew  that  you  wouldn  't  like  it 
when  you  got  it. " 

Elinor  was  pale  and  trembling,  with  the  desecrated  image 
of  her  idol  clasped  in  shaking  fingers.  "  You  dreadful  girl ! " 
she  gasped,  "you  have  spoiled  my  picture!  You  are  the 
bane  of  my  life!'* 

"Oh-h!"  said  Mabel,  with  a  rep^o^^ng  air,  "what  a  hor- 
rid name  to  call  your  little  sister.  I  did  it  all  for  your  sake. 
I  am  not  your  *bane*  at  all.  I  am  on  the  contrary,  your 
guide,  your  mentor;  bom  to  keep  you  on  the  paths  of 
commonsense,  to  direct  your  footsteps  through  life. " 
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"Never  imagine,"  cried  Elinor  passionately,  "that  I 
shall  tolerate  your  interference  in  my  affairs!" 

"Oh,  yes,  you  will,"  Mabel  cheerfully  observed;  "you 
always  do  in  the  end,  you  know. "  She  continued  to  face  the 
angry  Elinor  with  unruffled  calmness.  "But  I  must  set  you 
straight  about  one  thing.  One  ought  not  to  jump  at  conclu- 
sions unless  one  jumps  right.  You  think  nobody  has  a  pic- 
ture of  Julian  Carroll  but  yourself,  but  that  is  simply  a  little 
error  of  yours.  There  is  nothing  illiberal  about  our  dear 
Julian.  I  fancy  that  he  has  them  printed  by  the  gross.  He 
is  like  that,  you  know*  I  shall  treat  my  own  property  as  I 
choose. " 

Elinor's  eyes  forsook  the  complacent  image  of  mischief 
before  her  to  dart  rapidly  about  the  room.  The  object  she 
sought,  a  silver  frame  enclosing  a  photograph,  was  revealed 
at  last,  pushed  nearly  out  of  sight  upon  the  top  of  a  low  book- 
case. The  ill-treated  Julian  wore  a  reassuring  smile.  De- 
spite all  her  efforts  to  be  wary,  she  had  fallen  into  the  trap. 
A  flood  of  crimson  poured  over  her  face  that  brought  tears 
smarting  to  her  eyes.  She  waited  a  moment  in  frozen  si- 
lence; then  tossed  Julian's  defaced  image  to  its  executioner 
Mabel  received  it  with  an  exaggerated  show  of  penitence. 

"Well,  its  a  shame  to  treat  the  poor  dear  so!  And  he  is 
as  sweetly  smiling  and  amiable  as  ever.  Nobody  can  say,  at 
least,  that  he  has  not  a  pretty  temper. " 

" Shall  you  ever  grow  up, "  asked  Elinor  icily,  "or  do  you 
intend  to  remain  a  child  for  life  ?  " 

But  Mabel  laughed  in  amiable  scorn.  "A  'child',  indeed !" 
she  exclaimed,  jumping  to  her  feet  and  without  more  ado  or 
compunction  casting  the  mutilated  portrait  into  the  fire 
"I  am  as  much  grown  up  as  you  are.  I  am  enough  older 
than  you  are  in  some  ways  to  be  your  grandmother;  espec- 
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ially  in  the  matter  of  commonsense.      You  ought  to  be 
grateful  to  me,  I  am  armed  cap-a-pie  to  fight  your  battle.  ** 

"You  need  not  be,"  said  Elinor;  "you  are  wasting  your 
time.    I  have  no  battle  to  fight. " 

"*A  change  has  come  over  the  spirit  of  your  dream*," 
retorted  the  marplot;  "this  morning  youcertainly  seemed  to 
have  a  battle  on  your  hands.  If  you  had  not,  I  misinterpre- 
ted you — ^and  I  am  not  the  only  one. " 

"Who  else?"  asked  Elinor  reddening. 

"Ah,  who,  indeed!"  exclaimed  the  marplot  with  irony 
"your  antagonist,  my  dear,  the  derelict  Julian.   He  cer- 
tainly tliought  it  was  war;  and  when  I  saw  him  last  he  was 
in  full  retreat.    Well,  I  did  not  blame  you;  I  thought  he 
deserved  it." 

These  repeated  doses  of  implied  compassion  and  the  par- 
tisanship that  ever  insisted  on  the  wrong,  were  becoming  too 
bitter  to  be  swallowed.  Had  the  imaginary  wrong  been 
real,  condolence  would  still  have  been  objectionable.  As 
matters  were,  the  victim  was  driven  to  doing  the  thing 
against  which  she  had  been  resolved.  She  could  not  endure 
to  hear  Julian  vilified;  nor  bear  Mabel's  parade  of  pity 
mingled  though  it  might  be  with  a  real  personal  devotion. 
Her  hand  slipped  into  her  chatelaine  and  out  again. 

Mabel's  eyes  were  like  those  of  an  Indian;  very  little  es- 
caped them.  She  sprang  at  Elinor  with  the  quickness  of  a 
oat*  and  grasped  her  hand. 

"What!  what,  you  are  wearing  Julian  Carroll's  ring? 
This  is  worse  than  I  could  have  bdieved!  Oh,  you  silly, 
you  unspeakably  foolish  girl,  I  have  no  words  with  which 
to  express  my  di:^st ! " 

**If  words  failyou^  it  is  for  the  first  time,"  said  Elinor,  but 
without  asperity;  there  was  only  beaming  triumph.    Had 


Tantalus  ui 

she  not  vindicated  Julian  and  hushed  Mabel's  galling  pity 
for  good  ?  Such  might,  indeed^have  been  the  result,  had 
sisterly  indignation  alone  been  at  the  bottom  of  Mabel  'san- 
tagonism.    But  unfortunately  it  was  far  differently  rooted. 

"You  might  have  had  a  princely  fortune,"  went  on  the 
meddler,  ignoring  the  implication  of  loquacity,  ^'in  ex- 
change for  a  mere  *yes*.  ** 

"I  don't  want  the  princely  fortune;  I  don't  pretend  to 
despise  money,  but  it  is  not  everything — end  I  have  enough 
of  my  own.  ** 

"What  is  'everything',  then?*'  asked  the  marplot  sar- 
castically. 

"How  can  I  tell  you,"  replied  Elinor,  blushing,  "if  you 
cannot  see  for  yourself.  If  I  should  try  to  tell  you,  you 
would  only  jeer  at  me.    It  is  better  not  to  try.  ** 

"You  need  not  I  know  your  'every  thing';  it  is 
Julian.  But  you  great  goose !  don 't  you  know  that  man  *b 
love  is  aU  a  myth,  anyhow  ?  It  is  as  ephemeral  and  un- 
substantial as  the  morning  dew.  Love  that  puts  'obey' 
and  'serve'  into  the  marriage  service!  Charming  gift  of 
love  is  '  servitude' !  Man 's  alleged  love  is  only  a  deification 
of  self.  It  will  never  hurt  me,  because  I  know  it  too  well  to 
stake  anything  on  it.  But,  with  you,  it  will  be  a  very 
different  matter,  you  poor,  exaggerated,  romantic  thing! 
Life  is  not  a  romantic  dream  and  the  sooner  you  find  it  out 
the  better.  At  present,  you  are  in  a  beatific  state  of  mind, 
blind  and  deaf  to  sense  and  reason.  You  have  lost  all  sense 
of  the  real  meaning  and  proportion  of  things.  Not  that 
you  won't  get  over  it;  everybody  does.  You  wiU  get  over 
it;  but  not  half  so  quickly  and  completely  as  Juliim  wilL 
That  is  the  hateful  truth. " 

"Hush,  Mabel,  hush!"  the  tortured  Elinor  cried. 
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"  Well,  let  that  go ;  but,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  cannot  see  why 
you  prefer  Julian. " 

"Perhaps  you  cannot. " 

"Felix  is  really  much  the  better  looking. " 

"Maybe  that  is  a  question  of  taste. " 

"No  it  is  not,  sister  dear,"  Mabel  contradicted,  "it  is  a 
question  of  discrimination.  Anybody  not  blinded  by  a 
prepossession,  would  admit  that  Felix  is  by  far  the  better 
looking. " 

"Admit  it,  then,"  cried  Elinor  angrily,  "let  it  be  as  you 
say.  At  all  events  he  is  nothing  to  me.  I  suppose  that  even 
you  with  your  prepossession  in  Felix's  favor,  cannot  insist 
that  he  is  Julian 's  equal  in  other  and  more  important  re- 
spects?" 

"I  suppose  you  mean  that  he  is  not  so  bright,  so  witty,  so 
entertaining  as  your  'darling  Julian'.  Well,  I  grant  that. 
But  where  does  the  advantage  come  in  ?  It  will  be  all 
Julian 's.  It  will  only  give  more  point  and  fluency  to  his 
invectives  when  he  undertakes  to  swear  at  you  when 
domestic  matters  do  not  go  to  his  liking. " 

"Why  are  you  trying  to  spoil  all  my  happiness?"  Elinor 
demanded  fiercely;  "does  it  give  you  any  satisfaction  to 
make  me  miserable  ?  Even  if  it  does  not  last,  let  me  be 
happy  while  I  may.    But  I  won 't  accept  your  opinion. " 

"You  had  better  accept  it.  It  has  the  advantage  of  being 
unbiased  Of  course,  you  will  not  admit  it,  but  I  see  Julian 
far  more  clearly  than  you  do. " 

"You  do  not ! "  Elinor  hotly  contradicted ;  "  if  I  am  pre- 
possessed in  his  favor,  you  are  just  as  prejudiced  against 
him.  You  don't  like  him,  you  are  never  fair  to  him — ^all 
because — " 

"All  that  is  true,  merely  because  I  refuse  to  sanction 
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your  engagment  to  him?  Nonsense,  Elinor!  how  many 
times  must  I  tell  you,  that  I  like  him  ?  I  don't  know  of  any- 
body with  whom  one  can  pass  as  hour  or  two  more  agree- 
ably. He  is  naturally  as  bright  as  he  can  be  and  he  has  had 
his  wits  thoroughly  burnished  in  his  profession  besides. 
Do  you  think  that  I  should  be  foolish  enough  to  deny  it  ? 
But  what  does  such  an  unsubstantial  endowment  as  that 
count  for  in  the  game  of  life  ?  Of  course  he  is  agreeable — 
impartially — ^to  everybody.  But  he  is  inconstant,  change- 
able, you  know  that  yourself — ^and  at  least  Felix  cannot  be 
charged  with  that. " 

To  do  the  marplot  justice,  she  by  no  means  realized  the 
full  bitterness  of  that  suggestion;  which,  indeed,  but  too 
surely  found  the  one  flaw  in  Elinor's  content.  What  wonder 
that  it  came  to  tears  at  last! 

"Don't!"  cried  Mabel,  "for  mercy's  sake,  don't!  I 
take  it  every  word  back.  I  will  say  that  our  beloved  Julian 
is  a  miracle  of  constancy,  if  that  will  suit  you. " 

"Don't  say  anjihing,"  sobbed  the  victim  of  too  much 
advice,  "you  have  said  a  great  deal  too  much  now!" 

"I  am  sorry,"  said  Mabel;  "I  never  meant  to  upset  you 
like  this.  I  suppose  I  have  been  looking  at  it  too  much 
from  my  own  point  of  view.  But  I  have  been  trying  all  I 
know  how  to  do  my  duty  by  you. " 

The  weeper  laughed  hysterically  in  the  midst  of  her 
tears.  "You  really  do  not  owe  me  any  duty.  You  are  not 
my  mother. " 

"  No ;  if  I  were,  I  should  exert  my  authority,  I  assure  you. " 

"I  suppose  I  may  be  thankful  that  you  have  none  to 
exert. 

**  That's  as  it  may  be,"  said  the  marplot,  "all  the  same 
I  consider  that  I  have  a  duty  as  your  sister. " 
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''And  the  possessor  of  all  the  commonsense  in  the 
famUy?" 

"Now,  Nell,  you  ought  to  know  by  this  time,  that  sar« 
casm  does  not  take  effect  on  me.  I  think  it  only  reasonable 
to  talk  this  matter  over  fairly.  You  must  admit  that  if  I 
do  tease  you  sometimes,  I  have  always  fought  for  you 
to  the  last  ditch.  Your  marriage  is  of  as  much  interest  to 
me  as  my  own  could  be.  All  I  want  is  that  my  candidate 
for  the  important  position  of  brother-in-law,  should  stand 
on  his  merits  and  receive  an  unbiased  judgment.  It  Ls  a 
good  cause,  so,  if  I  do  bore  you,  I  shall  still  have  to  keep 
it  up;  I  really  shall,  and  so  I  warn  you. " 

"I  shall  hate  your  'candidate',  soon!  I  don*t  care  how 
rich  or  handsome  or  how  anything-else  he  may  be — ^I  wish 
I  might  never  have  to  hear  his  name  again ! " 

"Oh!  so  that  is  the  way  you  reward  his  devotion,  is  it  ?" 

"It  is  all  the  reward  that  what  you  call  his  'devotion' 
will  ever  get." 

"Oh,  yes, "  thought  the  marplot,  "it  is  only  Mr.  Carroll 's 
devotion  that  counts;  and  that,  it  strikes  me,  is  of  rather  a 
lukewarm  variety.*'  But  she  was  capable  of  discretion 
when  it  pleased  her  to  exercise  it;  so  she  refrained  from  say- 
ing so.  She  stood  looking  at  Elinor  with  a  littie,  satirical 
smile  upon  her  lips  that  was  provocation  itself. 

"Well,  what  now?"  demanded  the  exasperated  Elinor; 
"or  is  your  eloquence  exhausted  ?" 

"By  no  means,"  rejoined  the  prophet  of  evil,  "I  could  go 
on  to  the  twenty-firstly  without  any  trouble.  However,  I 
will  let  up  for  this  time.  *To  be  continued  in  our  next*. 
At  present,  I  am  merely  thinking  that  you  had  better  go  and 
wash  away  the  traces  of  your  tears  before  Mother  comes. 
It  is  no  use  worrying  her  with  our  disputes. " 
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"Now,  that  will  do  for  a  start, "  the  marplot  reflected  as 
the  goaded  Elmor  darted  from  the  room;  "but  you  shall  not 
throw  away  substance  for  shadow,  if  I  can  help  it.  And  if 
I  do  help  it,  I  shall  be  your  best  friend  in  the  end,  however 
it  may  appear  at  first. 

These  remarks  seemed  to  indicate  some  faint  stirrings^  at 
least,  of  compunction  in  the  mind  of  the  amateur  provi- 
dence as  to  the  course  she  had  mapped  out. 


CHAPTER  XVn 

"Fatoprofugus." 

Dr.  Paul  too,  stood  ready  for  departure.  His  deputy, 
the  young  medical  graduate,  fresh  from  the  hospital,  who 
was  to  occupy  his  place  and  administer  his  charities  during 
his  absence,  had  responded  promptly  to  the  sununons.  The 
office  was  now  in  his  care. 

There  was  still  before  Dr.  Paul  the  difficult  part  of  giving 
the  deputy  into  Guglielma's  charge,  who  was  extremely  un- 
willing to  receive  it.  He  had  half-hoped  that  the  personal- 
ity of  the  youthful  Dr.  Snowe  might  so  far  appeal  to  the  ir- 
reconcilable Guglielma  as  to  make  the  transifer  easier  for 
them  all. 

"You  will  have  Dr.  Snowe  to  look  after  in  my  absence,'* 
he  enjoined,  anxious  to  divert  her  thoughts,  "I  ask  you  for 
mv  sake  to  be  kind  and  attentive.    He  deserves  kindness. " 

But  Guglielma  was  a  person  with  an  "  idee  fixee  "  and  not 
so  readily  turned.  She  looked  at  him  with  a  vague  glance 
as  if  but  half  following.  "Band  ?  What  cares  he  for  my 
kindness  ?  As  little  as  I  for  him.  It  is  your  house  I  look 
after  and  I  shall  not  change. '' 

"Try  to  be  reconciled,"  he  urged,  "how  can  I  go  away 
leaving  you  so  unhappy  ?  A  year  is  not  forever,  Guglielma. 
It  will  pass  before  one  knows.  The  work  here  will  go  on  in 
the  hands  of  an  efficient  substitute.  Call  me  a  coward,  if 
you  like,  that  I  run  away  from  it  all — but  promise  me  to  try 
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to  be  cheerful,  to  hope  more,  and  fear  less — and  give  me  a 
word  of  good  cheer,  of  good  wishes,  you  who  alone  remain 
to  represent  all  that.has  been. " 

"Do  I  lack  good  wishes!  Could  good  be  insured  you  by 
my  wishes,  how  safe,  how  happy,  should  you  be!  It  is  not 
because  I  have  not  felt  with  you  every  pang  in  this  long, 
dark  time,  that  I  have  dreaded  to  see  you  go.  As  well  as  one 
person  can  know  the  heart  of  another,  do  I  know  what  this 
life  has  been  to  you,  so  far,  far  diflFerent  from  all  you  once 
knew,  from  all  you  were  born  to.  Perhaps  the  burden  has 
been  too  heavy,  perhaps  I  have  been  less  than  merciful — 
I  do  not  know — I  have  no  wisdom — only  love — and  fear. 
Forgive  me,  if  I  have  meddled — if  I  have  made  your  going 
dark — since  you  must  go.  I  will  try  to  be  resigned,  to  hope. 
Happiness  and  good-fortune  go  with  you  and  all  the 
blessed  saints  guard  you  through  all  peril!  But,  my  lord, 
wait  one  moment — ^I  must  ask  you — ^forgive  me!  but  that 
which  I  gave  you  yesterday  ?  It  is  not  well  that  it  should 
lie  about. " 

Dr.  Paul  hesitated  a  moment.  Then  he  showed  her  a  con- 
cealed pocket  he  had  fashioned  into  which  to  slip  the  article 
referred  to.  He  drew  it  out  that  it  might  fully  be  identified. 
"An  antidote,  my  Guglielma,  for  frivolity  or  forgetfulness. " 

Guglielma  made  no  answer,  forbearing  to  remind  the 
speaker,  as  she  might  have  done,  that  so  short  a  time  ago 
as  yesterday  he  had  not  borne  to  touch  the  cruel  thing  that 
he  held  now  in  a  steady  hand.  But  Victor  Paul  needed 
no  reminder.  In  spite  of  all  efforts  to  suppress  it,  the  sub- 
ject of  discussion  still  possessed  them  both.  "You  think 
that  I  have  shown  an  unseemly  eagerness  to  be  rid 
of  the  fetters  of  my  obligation,'*  he  said,  driven  by 
an   irrepressible   bitterness   to    the  speech  he  had    in- 
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tended  to  avoid,  "you  think  that  I  am  on  the  way  to  forget 
that  I  am  a  dead  man;  that  I  am  deservedly  an  outcast 
from  hope.  But  I  shall  forget  nothing.  In  reality,  I  take 
everything  with  me,  in  leaving  here.  I  know  that  though 
others  may  strive,  aspire,  it  is  not  so  with  one  by  his  own 
act  dead." 

"This  world  is  not  all,"  the  zealot  urged,  "if  hope  die 
here,  it  shines  unquenchable  beyond.  There  all  losses 
shall  be  made  good,  and  all  wounds  healed — even  such  a 
one  as  yours. " 

"Too  far  oflF,  Guglielma,  too  dim!  This  world  looms 
large  to  obscure  it.  One  cannot  warm  oneself  at  a  star. 
Human  weakness  craves  something  now;  it  is  difficult  to  be 
satisfied  with  some  distant  good  in  an  uncertain  future. " 

"Has  it  come  to  so  terrible  a  pass  that  even  faith,  the  last 
stronghold,  has  failed  you  ?  If  the  good  things  of  life  are 
not  your  own,  the  brightness,  the  gaieties,  the  voices  of 
friends;  remember,  my  lord,  that  it  was  you  who  of  your 
own  will  cast  them  aside.  The  splendid  heritage,  the  great 
name,  were,  indeed,  lost  forever,  beyond  recall.  But  for 
the  rest,  in  this  strange  land,  where  no  one  knows  you  or 
them,  what  but  your  own  will  set  all  aside  ?  " 

"What,  then,  stands  in  the  way  ?  If  I  resigned  them,  I 
may  take  them  up  again  if  I  will. " 

Guglielma  slowly,  stubbornly  shook  her  head.  "Nothing 
stands  in  the  way — save  a  sacred  promise. " 

An  angry  tinge  burnt  upon  his  face.  A  broken  promise; 
most  galling  imputation!  Yet  Victor  could  not  call  the 
charge  false.  Was  it  any  the  less  a  broken  promise  that  it 
had  been  made  only  to  himself,  with  this  solitary  witness  to 
attest  ?  Yet  who  was  there  to  whom  he  would  willingly  cede 
the  privilege  of  calling  him  to  account  ?  But  he  checked  the 
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sharp  words  that  sprang  to  his  lips.  To  speak  them,  leav- 
ing them  to  rankle  in  a  heart  so  faithful,  would  have  been  a 
cruel  deed  of  which  he  was  incapable.  For  a  moment  he 
balanced  the  malignant  token  in  his  hand,  the  wintery  sun- 
shine breaking  over  it  in  many-hued  sparklets;  then  he  re- 
placed it  in  its  concealment. 

Impulsively  then  the  woman  grasped  his  hands,  servant, 
feudatory,  zealot,  alike  merged  and  forgotten  in  the  ma- 
ternal, that  longed  only  to  comfort.  "The  law  of  life  is 
Grod  *s  law.  If  God  permits  f orgetfulness,  it  is  because  He 
knows  when  it  has  been  earned;  it  is  the  Heavenly  gift  to 
the  penitent.  Who  am  I  that  I  should  dare  to  dispute  it! 
Go,  then,  son  of  my  heart,  find  happiness  if  may  be.  He 
knows;  He  will  keep  thee;  it  is  into  His  hands  that  I  give 
aU.*' 

There  was  a  pathetic  smile  upon  the  pale  lips.  Victor 
did  not,  of  course,  quite  follow  the  steps  by  which  this  happy 
end  was  attained,  but  by  the  intensity  of  his  relief  did  he 
measure  the  dread  that  had  been  lurking  of  a  scene  of  lam- 
entation that  would  test  forbearance  to  the  uttermost.  He 
accepted  the  sacrifice  as  quietly  as  it  was  offered.  He  bent 
to  kiss  the  pale,  cold  cheek.  "Farewell,  my  mother,*'  he 
said.  Guglielma  followed  through  the  hall  to  gamer  the 
last  glimpse. 

Victor  Paul  opened  the  outer  door.  Bright  sunlight 
flashed  dazzlingly  white  upon  the  two  long  ranks  of  houses 
over-canopied  with  snow.  Frail  white  wreaths  bedecked 
cornice  and  window-sill  besides.  Below,  the  white  purity 
was  already  trodden  into  the  mire. 

Above  the  busy  city,  in  the  deep-blue  wind-swept  sky, 
stately  gleaming  cloud-masses  swam,  lonely  foam-islands 
in  th^  radiant  hemisphere  of  day,    Everj'where  there  was  a 
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refulgent  glitter,  a  crystalline  clearness  in  the  sharp  lights 
and  transparent  shadows. 

The  sordid  dullness  of  that  outlook  had  bounded  his  life 
for  many  a  weary  day.  Did  glittering  roof-masses  and 
gemmed  white  wreaths  clinging  to  ugly  walls  and  battered, 
paintless  wood,  suffice  to  change  it  beyond  all  recognition  ? 
There  smote  upon  his  vision  a  sudden  strangeness. 

For  a  moment  the  silence  was  absolute;  but  it  was  a 
silence  that  intensely  listened;  listened  for  a  sound  that  his 
soul  knew  before  it  came.  Faint  and  far  oflF  it  pulsed ;  then 
seemed  to  approach  and  swells  that  ghost-like  echo  of  an 
iron  clamor  that  had  power  to  make  his  very  heart-beat 
stop.  There  was  neither  cowardice  nor  feebleness  in  his 
blood;  nevertheless,  he  stood  there  broken  and  trembling. 
Slowly,  slowly,  the  cloud  melted  away.  How  long  had  it  en- 
voloped  him  ?    It  had  taken  from  him  all  sense  of  time. 

Then  he  saw  Guglielma'  s  eyes  holding  to  his  face  in 
glassy  fixity.  The  breathless  pause,  the  ebbing  tide  of 
blood,  the  drooping  lids,  had  been  as  plain  to  her,  as  the 
cause  was  dim.  But  Victor  Paul  had  been,  for  a  period  he 
could  not  measure,  out  of  himself  and  in  spirit  away  from 
his  surroundings;  he  had  lost  touch  with  them.  "The  bell, 
Guglielma,  the  bell!"  he  muimured  mechanically;  and  it 
was  the  cold  grey  terror  the  words  froze  upon  her  face  that 
brought  him  to  himself,  awakening  a  perception  of  his 
error  in  speaking  them.   To  repair  that  error! 

He  stood  pressing  his  fingers  to  his  eyelids.  "The  light 
is  fairly  dazzling — ^and  painful,"  he  said. 

Guglielma  broke  straight  through  the  pretense.  "*The 
bell!  You  said  'the  bell'!"  she  gasped  with  dry  lips. 
Infinitely  was  Dr.  Paul  annoyed  by  the  slip,  but  for  which 
Guglielma  might  have  remained  in  blissful  ignorance  of 


TANTALUS  151 

the  portent  that  had  suddenly  barred  itself  blackly  across 
his  pathway.  With  too  stunning  eflFect  had  it  stricken 
himself  for  him  to  underestimate  its  effect  upon  her.  He 
gathered  up  his  thoughts  to  elude  her,  though  little 
sanguine  of  success. 

'"I  am  tarrying  too  long,"  he  said,  ''I  fear  I  shall  be 
late.    Good-bye,  then,  my  mother. " 

But  again  Guglielma  ignored  what  was  spoken,  to  prove 
her  grasp  on  what  was  attempted  to  be  hidden.  "You  said 
*the  beiri"  she  implored,  placing  herself  with  a  hand  on 
either  pillar  to  bar  the  way. 

"I  said  it  thoughtlessly;  you  can — only  forget  it." 
"Forget  it!  forget  that — oh,  you  will  not  go  ?" 
"  Guglielma,  can  you  seriously  expect  that  I  shall  not  go  ?  * 
"With  that  sound  in  your  ears — ^you  will  go  ?" 
"Even  with  that  sound  in  my  ears — ^I  will  go!" 
One  moment  she  stood  her  ground,  the  frail  arms  bar- 
ring his  passage;  but  there  was  no  yielding;  the  arms 
dropped  inert.    She  felt  that  she  opened  the  gates  of  death 
itself;  but  she  drew  away. 
Victor  went  swiftly  down  the  steps,  anxious  to  end  it  all. 
He  halted  at  the  foot,  but  Guglielma  said  nothing.   There 
was  kindly  affection  in  his  glance,    "Shall  one  give  way  to 
a  dream,  Guglielma  ?    Overwrought  nerves  will  sometimes 
explain  more  than  one  is  willing  to  believe.    Dismiss  fore- 
bodings, as  I  shall.    The  future  is  not  in  our  hands.    You 
believe^  as  I  do,  that  He  who  guides  it  will  guide  it  to  the 
better  purpose.    Rest  in  that  faith,  my  mother,  and  for- 
get— all  else. " 

But  Guglielma  said  nothing.  For  her  the  oracle  had 
spoken  and  in  no  ambiguous  terms.  Her  eyes  dwelt  on  him 
hungrily,  as  for  a  moment,  he  waited.    He  knew  that  the 
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small  degree  of  composure,  of  resignation,  to  which  she  had 
attained,  had  been  hopelessly  dissipated;  and  he  inwardly 
acknowledged  that  he  had  but  insufficiently  repaid  so  per- 
fect a  devotion. 

Drearily  did  she  watch  till  distance  and  the  waving 
throng  closed  over  him  like  the  waters  of  a  river;  then  shut 
the  door  softly  as  if  some  one  lay  ill  or  dead  in  the  empty, 
empty  house. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

^** Dwells  the  gathered  lightning  in  the  clouds." 

Julian  looked  deeply  discontented.  His  face  was  close 
against  the  window  pane;  but  peer  out  as  he  might,  and  rub 
the  glass  of  its  coating  of  mist,  there  was  still  nothing  to  be 
found  but  snow — snow.  Across  the  windows,  in  horizontal 
streaks,  drove  the  rushing  flakes,  a3  the  train  sped  on. 

"I  wonder,"  grumbled  Carroll,  quarreling  with  the  un- 
controllable as  people  will,  "why  the  sun  took  the  trouble 
to  shine  this  morning,  if  it  meant  all  along  to  cloud  and 
begin  to  snow  the  minute  we  were  fairly  started  ?" 

"Perhaps  we  have  been  moving  with  the  storm  and  have 
caught  up  with  it  again." 

"We  shall  be  overwhelmed,"  the  grumbler  foresaw, 
"we  have  managed  unerringly  to  select  the  worst  day  of  the 
season  for  a  start.  By  night  we  shall  be  stuck  fast  in  a 
drift,  sure." 

Carroll,  himself,  had  assigned  the  day.  Dr.  Paul  folded 
and  laid  away  the  paper  with  whose  leading  articles  he  had 
been  vainly  trying  to  wile  away  his  companion 's  discontent. 
For  himself  he  felt  none.  His  own  private  quarrel  with  fate 
was  on  too  large  a  scale  to  permit  a  fume  over  trifles.  And 
quietude  had  followed  the  irrevocable  step. 

"It  is  not  unlikely;  but  then,  why  not  ?  As  our  wander- 
ings are  to  be  aimless,  with  no  special  limit  as  to  time,  why 
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not  tarry  in  the  sno\r-bank,  if  it  happen  so  ?  You  accepted 
chance  as  your  guide. " 

"Most  woefully  has  it  misguided  us,"  retorted  last  night's 
defier  of  the  storm;  experience,  is  indeed,  an  eye-opener 
how  easy  for  fancy  to  surmount  imaginary  obstacles 
"You  are  wonderfully  optimistic,  Dr.  Paul.  However 
verbal  philosophy  is  easy.  I  am  equal  to  a  lot  of  that 
myself.  The  event  may  test  your  patience  more  severely 
than  you  anticipate.  Stalled  at  last,"jhe  broke  off  to  say 
with  all  the  cheerfulness  of  a  pessimist  justified.  For  per- 
haps the  twenthieth  time,  he  cleaned  his  window.  The 
laboring  express,  which  had  been  becoming  more  and  more 
hampered  by  the  dense  white  waves  accumulating  about 
its  wheels,  panted  heavily  to  a  standstill.  Outside,  stood 
only  the  tiniest  of  wayside  stations  lost  in  a  very  ocean  of 
snow  that  lay  almost  untrodden  up  to  its  very  doorsill. 
Usually,  the  express  ignored  it.  To-day,  however,  not  only 
their  own  train  had  been  forced  to  stop;  but  on  another 
track  rested  a  second  line  of  cars. 

It  is  always  desperately  provoking,  tantalizing,  afteifthe 
calamitous  event,  to  see  how  easily  a  different  turn  might 
have  been  given  it.  The  succeeding  moments  were  to 
bring  to  Julian  Carroll  many  a  useless  pang  of  retrospective 
readjustment. 

He  idly  watched  a  trainman  or  two  plunge  across  the 
platform  to  the  station,  to  disappear  inside. 

"Schedule  pretty  well  upset,  I  expect,"  remarked  the 
unconscious  instrument  of  destiny,  "the  snow  is  half  way 
to  the  level  of  the  car-floors.  And  there,"  indicating  their 
neighbor,  "is  winter  itself,  enroute,  a  truly  modem  em- 
bodiment." 

The  luxurious  Pullman  before  them^  gleaming  with  plate 
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glass  and  shining  with  enamel,  was  sheathed  and  loaded  as 
impartially  as  were  all  commoner  objects  with  frost's  own 
panoply.  Over  it  fell  the  light,  star-flecked  veil  of  the  snow, 
coming  so  swiftly  down.  Too  thin  was  the  veil  to  ward  oflf 
the  disaster. 

Dr.  Paul's  arm  was  back  of  Julian.  "You  have  found 
something  to  amuse  you  at  last. " 

"Certainly,"  answered  Julian,  in  pursuit  of  his  ill- 
omened  part;  " no  storms  or  snowy  wastes  for  me !  Give  me 
people;  they  are  the  only  true  interest,  to  love  or  hate  oi 
laugh  at.     For  instance,  that  fellow — " 

Whether  he  was  to  love  or  hate  or  laugh  at  the  person 
pointed  out,  Mr.  Carroll  did  not  specify;  but  his  light  words 
had  bridged  the  narrow  space  by  which  Victor  Paul  held 
safety.  He  leaned  across  his  unconscious  betrayer's 
shoulder  to  look  straight  into  the  face  of  an  implacable 
foe. 

Surely,  even  to  the  professed  mocker,  there  was  little  to 
laugh,  but  much  to  shudder  at,  in  that  face  framed  in  the 
window  a  little  distance  away.  It  could  but  strike  one's 
attention,  hold  it,  but  not  with  a  pleasant  fascination. 
Swarthy  in  coloring,  saturnine,  cruel  in  expression,  it  was 
undeniably  distinguished,  if  as  undeniably  repellant.  All 
of  which  Julian's  sub-conscious  memory  laid  hold  of, 
while  his  more  immediate  thought  was  drawn  to  the  fact 
that  the  stranger's  glance,  resting  but  a  scant  notice  on 
himself,  passed  on  with  a  haughty  indifference  that  wore 
all  the  air  of  supreme  scorn. 

Then  the  flinty  glance  that  slighted  him,  fell  upon  his 
companion,  just  moved  into  range  at  his  shoulder;  fell  to 
dilate  with  wild  incredulity  that,  bringing  the  belief  of  ten 
years  to  confute  an  apparent  miracle,  yet  passed  quickly 
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from  denial  to  conviction.    Dr.  Paul  was  not  easily  mistaken 
or  forgotten. 

With  a  rapid  sweep  the  eager  investigator  pushed  close 
closer,  to  the  pane;  malignancy,  merciless  triumph,  blazing 
up  like  the  sullen  glow  of  a  torch  to  reveal  veritably  tiger- 
haunted^  recesses  in  a  darkly  rancorous  nature  that  found 
food  to  its  perfect  liking  in  this  strange  hap.  It  was  a  fierce 
and  cruel  joy,  the  very  greed  of  blood,  that  made  hideous 
the  features  upon  which  Julian  gazed  now  with  dismay  un- 
mixed. He  found  their  lines,  thrust  so  suddenly  into 
prominence,  ugly  as  those  of  any  painted  savage.  He 
wheeled  to  observe  the  man,  against  whom  it  was  directed. 

Dr.  Paul  had  neither  moved  nor  spoken  since  his  eyes 
had  fallen  on  his  foe:  but  if  body  was  rigid  with  the  shock, 
spirit  had  sternly  responded  to  the  call.  There  was  a  dark 
flush  upon  his  face;  he,  too,  flamed  with  anger,  hatred, 
mortal  defiance.  Like  passions  stirred  the  two,  passing 
from  eye  to  eye  like  steel  blades  that,  crossing,  beat  out 
sparks  of  fire. 

Never,  perhaps,  had  three  people,  breathlessly  absorbed 
in  a  death-duel  between  two  clashing,  irreconcilable,  indivi- 
dualities, become  more  deaf  to  all  outside  the  immediate 
circle  of  strife.  Even  the  spectator  forgot  for  the  nonce  all  but 
the  mimic  sword-play  before  him.  Warning  bells  chimed 
unheeded.  It  needed  the  actual .  starting  of  the  train  where- 
in the  adversary  was  seated,  to  break  the  spell.  Blessed 
had  been  that  spell  that  held  him.  Had  his  been  the  alert* 
ness  to  grasp  the  opportunity,  the  enemy  would  have  had  it 
much  his  own  way.  But  action  had  not  sprung  to  the  call. 
Perhaps  the  surprise  was  too  complete.  He  did,  as  the 
train  got  under  way,  leap  up,  remain  for  a  space  undecided, 
then  sink  back  to  his  seat.    The  snow  lay  deep,  a  trackless 
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desert.  His  course  could  not  be  informal;  it  was  a  ponder- 
rous  machine  that  must  be  set  in  motion.  His  indecision 
saved  Victor  Paul,  as  it  served  himself  but  ill.  He  should 
have  kept  his  prey  in  view.  Perhaps  the  stars  decreed  that 
the  perfect  opportunity  should  slip  the  enemy's  grasp — as 
it  did. 

But  the  black  eves  sent  back  as  the  windows  crossed,  a 
menance.  "I  know  you — ^fugitive — "  they  said,  "after  all 
these  years !    And  my  vengeance  shall  find  you  in  the  end ! " 

And  so  were  they  carried  apart  again.  Victor  Paul  sank 
back  with  a  heavy  sigh.  He  had  dared  fate  to  charge  what 
it  might  for  freedom.  Well,  the  bill  was  in  now  and  it  was 
ruin — ^ruin! 


CHAPTER  XIX 

"All  tonnent,  trouble,  wonder  and  amaxement'* 

Julian  thbilled  with  excitement  too  pervading  to  be 
kept  altogether  out  of  sight. 

"He  knew — one  of  us!"  he  exckimed.  It  was  an  after- 
thought of  kindness  that  led  him  thus  to  make  believe  tc 
share  the  odium. 

Victor  Paul  was  like  one  who,  standing  amid  a  fair  pros- 
pect, has,  in  one  instant  seen  it  laid  in  waste  bj  an  earth- 
quake. That  he  had  been  braced  for  ten  years  to  meet  some 
such  happening,  did  not,  he  found,  make  it  less  of  a  shock, 
less  difficult  to  recover  from,  now  that  at  last  it  had  come. 
Not  only  was  every  anticipation  shattered  that  he  might 
reasonably  have  entertained,  but  he  was  brought  face  to  face 
with  a  deadly  peril.  Well  did  he  know  the  foe  thus  met, 
his  relentlessness,  his  resources;  and  that  he  held  the  in- 
vincibly winning  card,  that  Victor  Paul  had  himself  dealt 
him.  And  furthermore,  there  was  Julian,  Julian,  whom  he 
did  not  trust.  It  was  that  fact  more  than  the  shock  befallen 
him,  that  made  his  voice  so  cold  a  monotone  when  he  said 
"Was  he  a  friend  of  yours  ?" 

It  needed  not  Julian's  quickness  to  have  been  struck 
with  the  sudden  complete  change  in  Dr.  Paul;  to  discern  a 
staggering  blow.  Julian  saw  it;  comprehended  well  his  own 
guiltless  instrumentality  in  bringing  to  pass  a  meeting 
which  Dr.  Paul 's  aspect,  without  the  aid  of  words,  declared 
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ill-omened.     Deeply  did  he  deplore  his  own  word  and 
deed. 

"No;"  he  answered  gravely,  "he  is  certainly  no  friend  of 
mine,  nor  acquaintance.  He  has  not  even  the  honor  to  be 
an  enemy,  so  far  as  I  know.  *' 

Dr.  Paul  quickly  recognized  the  weakness  as  well  as  the 
folly  of  this  attempt  at  dissimulation.  It  had  been  mere 
half-blind  instinct  that  had  grasped  at  even  this  poor 
weapon  of  defense.  He  was  swift  to  amend  the  contenmed 
error.  "I  know  the  man,  of  course;  and,  equally  of  course, 
I  know  that  you  do  not.  '* 

"Well, "responded  his  neighbor,  with  obliging  readiness, 
"I  will  not  shame  the  truth  by  professing  to  regret  it. 
Judging  him  merely  by  the  outside,  I  fancy  I  gain  rather 
than  lose  by  it." 

It  was  a  pity  that  Victor  Paul  did  not  recognize  Julian's 
partizanship  in  the  terms  of  his  remark.  At  present,  he 
dared  to  make  it  no  more  explicit.  Dr.  Paul  only  said: 
"Certainly, you  lose  nothing."  His  tone  was  lifeless;  and 
he  said  no  more. 

Julian,  wondering  deeply  what  it  all  meant,  intuitively 
realizing  that  its  significance  was  no  trifle,  would  have  been 
only  too  happy  to  express  the  irresistible  bent  of  his  sympa- 
thy, but  did  not  dare. 

The  train,  harassed  and  impeded  by  the  snow,  still 
pounded  on  and  on.  Dr.  Paul  was  engrossed  in  his  own 
tormenting  thoughts.  Julian,  whose  stolen  glances  at  the 
stem  profile,  did  not  encourage  him  to  intrude,  could  only 
keep  to  himself.  It  would  have  been  different  could 
he  have  guessed  his  own  need  of  vindication  from  the 
charge  of  inconstancy,  faithlessness,  could  he  have  divined 
that  the  friend  whom  he  admired,  and  to  whom  he  clung 
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had  examined  his  claims,  only  to  relegate  him  to  the  rank 
of  enemy.  Had  he  known  this,  he  would  have  broken  in  to 
defend,  to  restore  himself.  But  how  could  he  know  it  ?  Or 
how  could  he  understand  the  significance  of  the  appar- 
ently unimportant  gesture  with  which  Dr.  Paul's  hand 
sought  his  breast?  But  Dr.  Paul,  as  his  fingers  closed 
upon  an  object  familiar  to  touch,  was  saying:  ^*Has  the 
time  come  ?    Is  this  my  sole  resource  ?  " 

But  fate  undertook  to  answer  the  question,  for  the  hour 
at  least.  Just  here  came  a  violent  interruption,  that  efiFec- 
tually  broke  the  thread  of  his  bitter  musings;  in  the  end 
sweetening  them  with  the  necessity  of  helpfulness  to  their 
object. 

Slowly,  stubbornly,  in  the  face  of  the  inert,  but  tremen- 
dous opposition  of  the  dead  weight  of  snow,  they  had 
pushed  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  labyrinth  of  the  storm- 
bound hills.  The  tall,  broken  ranges,  at  this  point  em- 
braced a  tortuous  valley.  Weighted  with  the  ponderous 
masses  that  had  been  piling  up  for  two  days,  the  steep, 
over-burdened  slope,  along  the  foot  of  which  the  train 
struggled  like  a  live  panting  creature,  chose  this  moment 
to  release  the  strain. 

A  thunderous  roar  drowned  the  clatter  of  the  wheels 
snapping  crashes  punctuated  it;  and  with  a  final,  over- 
whekning  rush  the  vast  white  accumulation  hurled  its  force 
against  the  fated  train;  pushing  it  violently  off  the  rails,  to 
tilt  and  fling  it  to  the  left  upon  a  bank  of  snow;  leaving  it 
there  almost  buried  from  sight;  while  the  remainder  of  the 
avalanche  sped  onward,  to  spread  its  spent  waves  half-way 
across  the  narrow  valley.  Like  so  many  corks,  or  other 
inconsiderable  atoms,  the  passengers  were  flung  pell-mell  to 
the  lower  side;  together  with  a  cloud  of  snow  and  sharp 
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murderous  slivers  of  broken  glass,  whose  light,  (^lear 
tinkle  rang  above  the  heavier  notes  of  crashing  iron  and 
wood. 

There  was  a  moment  of  absolute,  death-like  stillness 
before  shrieks  of  terror  and  pain  began  to  quiver  eerily 
through  the  long  aisles  of  the  buried  train,  strangely  muffled 
by  the  great,  heavy  blanket  of  snow. 

Dim  twilight  reigned  in  the  car,  one  end  of  which  lay  out- 
side the  maigin  of  the  overflow.  Julian 's  elbow  had  thnist 
itself  through  his  window,  to  become  embedded  in  the  snow 
bank  against  which  they  had  brought  up.  Dazed, 
although  still  conscious,  for  a  moment  he  lay  passive; 
placidly  unconcerned  as  to  the  event  and  its  results. 

^'It's  raining  broken  glass!"  Julian  murmured,  his 
hand  going  involuntarily  to  his  stinging  forehead,  to 
come  away  wet  with  blood.  Too  gruesome  a  sight,  this, 
coming  on  the  heels  of  such  a  knocking  about,  to  be 
sustained  by  the  high-strung  Julian.  Perhaps  a  terrified 
imagination  from  this  red  evidence  jumped  at  the  direst 
conclusion.     He  fell  into  nothingness. 

From  that  dark  excursion  into  the  unknown  Carroll's 
senses  presently  returned,  to  find  him  lying  prone  upon  a 
snowbank,  with  no  sort  of  a  notion  how  he  ha^l  reached  it. 
There  was  a  shawl  underneath  him,  and  above  him  a  grey 
sky,  thickly  mottled  with  the  dark  spots  of  the  falling  snow- 
flakes,  whose  delicate  touches  were  damp  upon  his  face. 
The  scent  and  taste  of  aromatic  ammonia  were  on  his  lips, 
and  Dr.  Paul  knelt  beside  him  in  the  snow. 

Julian  noticed  the  odd  reversal  of  color  in  the  down- 
drifting  flakes;  his  eyes  circled  slowly  over  the  many  intent 
faces  that  hovered  above  him;  whose  numbers  and  too  in- 
trusive interest  in  himself  and  his  plight  b^an  unreason- 


162  TANTALUS 

ably  to  irritate  him.  Would  not  he  have  been  in  the  circle, 
too,  had  someone  else  been  on  the  shawl  ? 

"Am  I — ^am  I  injured  ? "  he  begged  to  know. 

"Only  affected  by  the  shock,"  the  doctor  assured  him. 
The  patient  had  been  in  doubt  whether  he  was  as  whole  as 
he  felt,  or  too  desperately  hurt  to  know  how  bad  it  was.  At 
this  word,  he  rose  to  a  sitting  posture  and  thence  to  his  feet; 
feeling  shaken  and  tremulous  as  one  must,  who  has  first  had 
his  senses  nearly  knocked  out  of  him,  and  has  then  suc- 
cumbed to  his  own  nerves.  Once  up,  he  ceased,  much  to  his 
own  satisfaction,  to  be  an  object  of  public  interest.  He  was 
speedily  left  alone  with  Dr.  P^ul.  To  him  he  turned  with 
the  question:  "Am  I  all  sound  in  bone  and  sinew? 
Nothing  broken?" 

"All  sound.    No  sign  of  a  break  anywhere. " 

Julian  hated  a  suspicion  of  physical  weakness.  Sensitive 
vanity  was  begining  to  smart.  "Do  you  mean  to  tell  me 
that  I — ^fainted  at  the  sight  of  blood  ?  " 

"Oh,  no;  I  did  not  mean  to  tell  you,  although  I  suspect  it 
to  be  the  case,  seeing  that  I  could  find  no  other  cause,  except 
a  rather  trifling  cut. " 

The  cut,  as  Julian's  fingers  apprised  him,  was  already 
plastered  up  "Good  gracious!"  using  the  license  of  the 
invalid  to  fall  upon  his  best  friend,  "why  did  you  allow  me 
to  make  such  a  consummate  ass  of  myself! " 

"My  own  responsibility  is  not  clear  to  me,"  Dr.  Paul 
dryly  returned,  "as  a  matter  of  fact,  however,  it  is  just  what 
one  might  have  expected  you  to  do  in  the  circumstances. 
You  are  a  bundle  of  nerves. " 

"Come,  now,"  expostulated  the  displeased  Julian,  "that 
is  too  much  to  get  out  of  it.  You  are  too  fond  of  harping  on 
mv  nerves,   I  refuse  to  entertain  the  notion.  '* 
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"Whether  you  will  entertain  it  or  not,  it  is  true,  as  time 
will  force  you  to  own.  They  are  sound  strong  nerves  now, 
but  still  a  compact,  vibrating  bundle  of  nerves — and  always 
ready  to  break  at  too  great  pressure.  I  advise  you  to  show 
them  great  consideration,  unless  you  wish,  as  you  grow 
older  to  become  their  victim.  But  of  all  that — later.  As 
you  have  recovered  I  think  we  shall  do  weU  to  follow  our 
fellow  castaways  in  search  of  shelter.  '* 

"Right  enough!"  said  Julian;  adding  the  tardy  query: 
*  Was  any  one  badly  hurt  ?  " 

"Your  own  injuries  are  as  bad  as  any;  for  a  few  moments 
I  thought  they  would  prove  to  be  worse — ^until  I  learned  the 
truth  at  which  you  cavil,  The  shock  of  such  a  concussion, 
cuts  and  bruises,  those  were  the  extent  of  the  wounds.  The 
bank  of  snow  that  cushioned  the  falling  train,  the  reduced 
speed,  prevented  the  accident  from  reaching  more  serious 
proportions.    We  have  had  good  fortune,  on  the  whole. " 

"Have  you — "  Julian  hesitated,  "are  there  no  others 
besides  myself  who  have  need  of  your  services  ?  " 

Dr.  Paul  awarded  this  a  sarcastic  smile.  "How  remiss 
you  evidently  think  me!  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Carroll,  that  I 
have  responded  to  all  calls  upon  me;  and  it  happens  that  I 
am  not  the  only  member  of  my  profession  present.  You  are 
much  in  the  rear  of  events.  Your  unconsciousness  lasted 
longer  than  you  think,  probably. " 

"I  only  feared  that  my  own  claims  had,  perhaps,  been 
too  importunate. " 

"Your  ^prophetic  soul'  did  not  mislead  you,"  Dr.  Paul 
remarked,  "we  have  brought  up  in  the  snowbank  you  fore- 
saw; but  unless  you  are  bent  on  making  the  rest  of  your 
prophecy  good  by  remaining  here,  pray  walk  ahead  slowly 
while  I  go  to  find  our  property  left  behind  in  the  haste  of  our 
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flight.  Then  we,  too,  can  go  up  the  slope  to  the  mining  vil- 
lage that  offers  shelter  until  we  can  be  taken  on. " 

"I  wonder  upon  which  of  these  houses  fate  may  have 
billited  us?"  mused  Dr.  Paul,  as  a  little  later  they  were 
proceeding  towards  the  town.  The  little  village,  that  had 
been  so  much  further  ofiF  than  it  had  looked,  was  now  close 
at  hand  with  red  lights  gleaming  into  the  snowy  dusk. 

A  spare  grey-haired  man  came  up  now  and  walked  with 
them.  "You  'uns  is  to  come  to  my  house, "  he  said  with  a 
cordial  smile,  that  was  honest  and  attractive.  While  Julian 
followed  the  man  to  the  small  store  and  dwelling  to  which 
they  were  invited.  Dr.  Paul  tarried  outside  finding  himself 
alone  on  the  porch  leading  into  the  store,  the  only  one  of  the 
castaways  yet  unsheltered.  Julian's  voice  sounded  indis- 
tinctly through  the  closed  doors. 

How  glad  was  Victor  to  be  alone,  at  last,  free  to  take 
thought.  Calamity  had  overtaken  him,  and  quick  upon  its 
heels  had  followed  this  other  series  of  distracting  incidents, 
leaving  him  no  time  to  consider  his  position.  He  pressed 
his  hands  to  his  temples.  Heavy  had  been  the  blow,  and  he, 
too,  had  felt  the  shock  of  the  violent  overthrow  of  the  train, 
though  he  had  been  too  much  occupied  to  realize  it.  Now 
body  and  soul  experienced  the  effects,  and  demanded  quiet, 
rest.  The  demand  could,  however,  only  be  refused.  This 
was  no  hour  for  weakness,  but  for  action,  unless  he  was  to 
fall  helpless  before  his  foe. 

Did  light  shine  from  any  quarter?  Was  the  second 
disaster,  for  him  a  disaster  ?    It  had  broken  the  clue ! 


CHAPTER  XX 

^Be  wary  then,  best  safety  lies  in  fear." 

With  the  housing  of  the  storm-stayed  folk,  brief  anima- 
tion and  color  had  vanished.  Lights  from  scattered  win- 
dows shone  into  the  soft  grey  gloom  of  snow  and  solitude  be- 
neath the  canopy  of  gathering  dusk.  All  lay  still  and  dead 
with  the  soft  falling  flakes  burying  it  deeper  and  deeper. 
Cold,  still  solitude!  Dr.  Paul's  sombre  eyes  travelled 
slowly  over  the  wall  of  wintry  hills  that  seemed  to  shut  the 
little  village  in  from  the  world.  The  apparent  isolation 
could  bring  no  feeling  of  security.  How  evanescent  must 
that  great  white  barrier  prove  against  a  foe  like  his,  whose 
power  to  work  mischief  was  conunensurate  with  his  hunger 
to  do  it. 

Was  he  passively  to  await  the  spring  of  that  dreadful  fate  ? 
Was  he  meekly  to  accept  that  cup  of  ignominy  from  hands 
whose  right  to  give  it  he  denied,  while  he  knew  their  power  ? 
Let  exact  justice  hold  the  scales  between  them !  He  asked 
no  more.  It  was  Julian's  companionship  that  complicated 
the  question.  Victor  had  resolved  to  overlook  his  temporary 
defection;  but  that  could  no  longer  hold.  The  doubt  of  his 
fealty  now  bore  too  vitally  on  the  case;  and  Victor  could  not 
but  remember  how  weak  had  been  that  fealty  under 
trial.  Could  it  make  any  show  at  all  under  this  severer  test  ? 

"Tell  him  the  story  yourself,"  urged  the  inner  voice, 
"forestall  the  enemy;  plead  your  own  cause.    Justice  is  not 
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wholly  on  the  other  side.'*  Victor  clenched  his  hand;  a 
fierce  red  tide  rushed  over  his  face;  "Could  he,  could  any 
man  altogether  withhold  his  sympathy?" 

Julian's  light  laugh  came  to  his  doubter  where  he  stood 
and  rather  unfairly  turned  the  tide  against  him.  "No!" 
was  the  decision,  "I  cannot  trust  him,  light  of  heart,  weak 
of  faith!  If  he  go  with  me,  it  must  be  In  ignorance.  Shall  I 
tell  him  to  have  him  turn  away — as  he  did  yesterday — ^shall 
I  bid  for  his  assistance  only  to  swell  the  ranks  of  my 
enemies  ? — even  if  I  might  break  that  pledge !  I  could  bear 
the  loss,  I  could  go  back  to  my  cell — ^but  that  display  of 
shrinking  from  contact  of  something  unholy — ^no!  But 
there  is  the  last  resort — "  The  fingers  that  sought  his 
breast  came  away  again  empty.  He  looked  with  anguished 
eyes  into  the  darkening  sky. 

"I  gave  up  my  birthright,  my  identity,  to  preserve  that 
secret  and  to  pay  that  debt.  Was  it  not  enough  ?  What 
more  can  justice  claim!"  The  voice  in  which  the  quick 
answer  came  seemed  outside  himself:  "Your  life!" 

A  strong  reaction  seized  him.  "Bah!"  he  mentally  ex- 
claimed, "it  is  not  death  that  I  fear;  nor  is  it  from  death 
that  I  shall  flee.  It  is  from  worse.  And  nothing  but  flight 
is  left  me,  even  in  this  storm  and  amid  these  wastes. " 

Inside  the  tiny  shop  he  found  its  keeper  alone;  and  re- 
ceived the  information  that  his  comrade  was  making  him- 
self at  home  beside  the  kitchen  fire.  Would  not  he  too  seek 
that  warm  spot,  to  say  nothing  of  Mr.  Carroll 's  society  ? 
But  there  were  few  things  that  Dr.  Paul  desired  less  at  that 
instant  than  Julian 's  society.  It  was  well  for  Victor 's  plans 
that  the  attraction  of  the  snug,  deserted  kitchen  proved 
strong  enough  to  keep  the  other  away  while  the  scheme 
evolved.    The  time  was  short;  and  swiftness  and  caution 
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were  equaUy  required.  But  Victor  was  no  bad  judge  of 
character  at  sight,  and  chance  had  so  far  befriended  him, 
that  the  plain  man  whom  he  had  selected  for  a  confident — 
so  far  as  he  gave  confidence  at  all — in  preference  to  Julian, 
was  of  a  good  and  honest  sort;  and  it  happened  that  he  was 
able  to  point  out  a  special  route,  that  might  lead  to  safety. 
He  would  only  say  "might",  being  conscientious  to  insist 
that,  in  the  darkness  and  storm,  and  with  Dr.  Paul's  un- 
familiarity  with  the  conditions,  there  must  be  deadly  peril. 

Julian  considerately  stayed  away  long  enough  to  allow 
discussion  and  arrangement  to  be  finished.  When,  at  last, 
it  occurred  to  him  to  wonder  what  had  become  of  his  fellow 
traveller  and  to  hunt  him  up  with  a  view  to  urging  the  charm 
of  a  kitchen  fire  on  such  a  night  he  found  himself  an  in- 
truder on  so  deep  and  withal  so  mysterious  a  consultation 
as  filled  him  with  amazement.  An  instinct  of  courtesy 
carried  him  on  through  the  little  shop,  out  to  the  porch. 

Thither  Dr.  Paul  shortly  followed.  An  inexplicable  alert- 
ness tin£^ed  his  manner  and  sparkled  in  his  eyes.  So  far  as 
Carroll  was  concerned,  the  brief  blaze  had  died  quite  down 
and  he  confessed  to  feeling  dull  and  sleepy;  even  bored.  The 
greater  his  wonder,  therefore,  at  these  manifestations  on  the 
part  of  Dr.  Paul. 

"Something  seems  to  have  pleased  you  greatly/'  Julian 
conoimented,  "pass  it  along.  ** 

Dr.  Paul  laughed,  but  did  not  accede  to  the  inconvenient 
request.  Now,  as  before,  he  found  the  impending  task  of 
bending  the  more  flexible  nature  to  his  will,  one  to  tickle  his 
fancy.,  and  stir  his  blood  to  dancing.  But  so  important  to 
himself  was  the  issue  in  this  supreme  test  of  his  influence, 
that  he  trembled  in  applying  it.  But  it  was  either  to  make 
the  test  or  to  lose  everything  without  attempt  at  rescue. 
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Was  Julian  to  be  left  behind  to  despise  the  craven  ^om 
guilt  and  fear  had  driven  to  so  ignominious  a  flight? 
Never  of  Victor's  will.  Never  while  ridicule  or  persuasion 
retained  their  power  over  the  man  of  impulse.  But  to 
begin  this  half-amusing,  half -obnoxious  task! 

"Of  what  are  you  thinking,  Dr.  Paul?  You  look  fairly 
tragic."  said  Julian. 

Victor  raised  his  downcast,  moody  eyes  and  forced  a 
smile.  "How  my  looks  belie  me.  You  misread  the  expres- 
sion; it  must  be  expectancy.  *' 

"Pray,  in  our  present  circumstances,  what  do  you 
expect?" 

"Oh,  as  to  that,  I  have  simply  followed  up  a  train  of 
thought  suggested  by  yourself.  ** 

"That  is  flattering.  Put  me  onto  it.  I  had  thought  that 
all  my  trains  of  thought  were  so  hopelessly  stalled  as  is  that 
one,  yonder,  under  the  snow. " 

"No,  this  one  is  running  quite  free,  unhampered  by  the 
snow.  You  complained  that  we  had  been  robbed  of  our 
sensation.  ** 

"I  am  not  sure  that  I  complained. " 

"Oh,  well,  it  is  not  necessary  to  dispute  the  word.  At  all 
events,  what  you  said  will  bear  that  construction.  Perhaps 
I  have  added  the  color  of  my  own  wishes.  I,  too,  think  that 
we  have  been  robbed  of  our  sensation  ?  But  I  go  further; 
why  submit?" 

"Why  submit?" 

The  light  from  the  little  shop  shone  full  on  the  two.  Dr. 
Paul  fixed  his  magnetic  gaze  upon  Julian.  "So  I  said,  Mr. 
Carroll;  why  submit  ?  It  is  a  matter  of  choice;  we  are  free 
agents,  so  why  submit?" 

"Upon  my  word, "  said  Julian,  with  undisguised  amaze- 
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ment,  "I  may  be  obtuse,  but  I  certainly  do  not  understand 
you.    But,  perhaps,  it  is  all  a  joke  ?  " 

"Not  at  all,"  Victor  laughed  in  enjoyment  of  Julian's 
bewilderment,  "or,  at  least,  it  is  quite  a  practical  joke. 
I,  for  my  part,  this  morning  bade  adieu  to  the  humdrum 
Surely  one  has  had  a  surfeit  of  that!  I  have  not  thus 
adventured  forth,  only  to  hibernate  by  a  kitchen  fire; 
which  is,  T  understand,  to  be  our  destiny  here.  Perish  the 
thought!  Let  us  stir  our  blood  with  a  little  excitement,  a 
degree  of  peril  however  mild. " 

"My  excitement,"  said  Julian,  "has  quite  calmed  down. 
Having  finished  this  cigar,  I  believe  that  I  shall  be  able  to 
woo  Morpheus  with  great  satisfaction  to  myself,  in  any 
warm  comer  I  can  find. " 

"  Morpheus !  I  forswear  the  drowsy  god !  Let  us  worship 
more  worthily.  One  is  not  upon  a  mountainside  in  a  snow- 
storm every  night. " 

"No;  fortunately,  one  is  not,"   Julian  admitted  dryly. 

"Where,  then,  are  all  Mr.  Carroll 's  poetical  imaginings  ? 
Have  they  so  promptly  forsaken  him  ?  Only  last  night  the 
wings  of  your  imagination  were  spread  for  an  empyrean 
flight.  Who  has  been  clipping  your  pinions,  that  you  are 
ready  to  settle  down  to  the  prosaic  enjoyment  of  a  nap,  when 
an  opportunity  like  this  offers  ?  Have  you  no  wish  to  ex- 
plore the  sublime  solitudes  all  about  us  ?" 

Julian  looked  at  the  arctic  slopes  melting  into  the  murky 
night.  To  explore!  he  was  justified  in  doubting  that  so 
insensate  a  suggestion  could  have  been  offered  in  good 
faith. 

"I  must  misunderstand  you!"  was  his  conclusion. 

"I  fear,"  Dr.  Paul  mockingly  rejoined,  "that  it  is 
possible  to  feign  obtuseness  in  order  to  escape  a  decision. " 
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"Not  at  all,"  Julian  good  humoredly  responded,  "the 
exhibition  is  quite  genuine  and  unstudied,  I  assure  you. 
Certainly,  I  cannot  believe,  what  your  words  seem  to 
suggest,  that  you  have  conceived  an  insane  desire  to  go  out 
in  the  storm  to  explore  these  wild  wastes  in  which  we  should 
find  nothing  but  endless  repetitions  of  snow  and  solitude. " 

"Well,  as  to  tha.t,  if  it  were  not  wild,  one  would  not  wish 
to  explore  it.  I,  for  my  part,  escaped  from  a  dull  routine, 
should  enjoy  so  unique  and  exciting  an  experience.  Cer- 
tainly, I  have  never  seen  the  like  before.  Such  surroundings 
are  absolutely  new  to  me.  Are  they  so  to  you  ?  Is  not  that 
a  sufficiently  good  incentive  for  the  step  I  advocate  ?  To 
tread  on  an  untrodden  shore,  to  enjoy  a  new  sensation,  men 
have  foregone  material  comfort  before  now.  Perhaps 
Mr.  Carroll  has  no  wish  to  be  numbered  with  the  smaller 
proportion  of  the  bold  and  adventurous  ones  ?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Julian  with  irony,  "it  would  be  a  pity 
to  lose  a  delightful  experience  for  want  of  a  little  enterprise. 
Chasing  the  wild  goose  has  never  particularly  appealed  to 
me  as  a  treat;  still,  like  many  another  before  me,  rather  than 
have  my  courage  called  into  question — " 

"But  who  would  venture  to  call  it  into  question!" 

"Rather  than  allow  any  man  to  boast  that  his  courage 
and  fortitude  will  outlast  my  own,  I  accept  the  challenge 
to  prove  the  contrary.  It  is  a  crazy  scheme  and  my  judg- 
ment revolts.  Still,  if  nothing  else  will  do  you,  let  us  get  the 
game  over  as  quickly  as  may  be. " 

"That  will  be  inmiediately, "  said  Victor,  giving  not  a 
moment  for  reconsiderstion.  He  disappeared  into  the 
shop  where  Julian,  quickly  in  his  wake,  found  him  rapidly 
collecting  the  light  baggage  of  both.  In  Dr.  Paul 's  case 
this  had  surprisingly  increased   in  bulk.    The  shopman 
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stood  by  with  a  lighted  lantern.  ''What  in  the  name  of  all 
that  is  absurd, "  cried  the  impatient  Julian,  "are  you  doing 
that  for?  Do  you  intend  to  burden  yourself  in  such  a 
fashion?    And  what  have  you  added?" 

This  question  seemed  to  alarm  the  rustic,  as  if  it  touched 
some  danger  point;  but  Dr.  Paul  escaped  the  snag  by  not 
answering. 

"It  would  be  unwise  to  leave  our  baggage  behind.  With 
a  view  to  all  emergencies,  it  is  better  to  take  it  with  us. 
And  it  is  no  great  weight. "  Dr.  Paul  would  have  added 
Julian's  property  to  his  own  burden,  but  that  person 
forcibly  took  possession. 

"I  won't  have  you  do  that,"  he  affii'med,  "if  it  goes,  I 
carry  it,  though,"  he  added  ironically,  "it  is  so  likely  that 
we  shall  not  want  to  return.  Where  do  you  think  you 
are  going  anyhow.  Dr.  Paul  ?  I  fear  you  are  strangely 
deluded  as  to  the  nature  of  this  country  into  which  we  have 
strayed.  This  is  no  Alpine  range,  with  picturesque  hospice 
and  chalSt  on  every  other  crag,  at  which  we  might  take 
refuge.  One  might  wander  twenty,  or  twice  twenty,  miles 
and  still  find  only  primeval  loneliness. " 

As  a  deterrent  this  was  ill  chosen.  The  picture  was 
attractive  to  the  adventurer  whom  Julian  would  fain 
have  daunted. 

"You  do  not  go  into  this  with  the  proper  knightly 
spirit,"  Victor  said,  "why  restrict  your  anticipations  in 
so  prosaic  a  way?" 

"Well,  I  venture  to  predict  that  your  taste  for  adventure 
will  be  most  speedily  satisfied. " 

Mr.  Carroll  was  in  a  state  of  boiling  impatience  barely 
held  under  the  combined  dominion  of  politeness  and  a  van- 
ity that  hated  to  own  itself  unequal  to  any  task  that  could 
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be  attempted  by  any  one  else.  The  finger  Dr.  Paul  now 
placed  on  his  pulse  was  the  last  straw.  Genuine  as  was 
the  solicitude  that  placed  it  there,  Julian,  too  angry  to 
look  below  the  surface  of  the  supposed  freak,  to  discern 
the  serious  motive,  beheld  it  only  in  the  light  of  an  affront* 

With  a  bursting  expletive  that  will  not  bear  repeating,  he 
tore  loose  and  flung  himself  out  of  the  door;  missing  thereby 
what  Dr.  Paul's  humbler  ally  saw;  how  pale  the  unhappy 
originator  of  the  expedition  on  the  instant  became,  and  how 
he  faltered  into  a  stricken  irresolution.  He  was  leading 
Julian  into  danger;  and,  in  the  best  that  could  be  made  of 
it,  would  subject  him  to  severe  discomfort,  or  risk  of  illness. 
Could'  he,  dare  he,  take  this  responsibility  ?  There  was 
still  time  to  leave  this  reluctant  accomplice  outside  his  plan, 
vanishing  alone.  The  mystery  would  not  go  long  unex- 
plained. Having  gone  so  far  however,  readjustment  would 
be  difficult.  How  was  Julian  to  be  eluded  ?  Surely,  judg- 
ing from  the  vim  put  into  Mr.  Carroll's  show  of  petulance, 
his  strength  had  not  been  impaired  in  its  recent  trial. 

Julian  on  the  outside,  heard  the  shopkeeper  speaking  in  a 
lowered  tone,  the  peculiar  sympathy  of  which  stuck  in  his 
memory  to  be  recalled  at  a  later  time.  Then  he  was  too 
taken  up  with  disapprobation  of  a  madbrain  freak  to  think 
of  aught  else. 

" Aint  there  no  other  way  ?**  he  heard;  but  did  not  catch 
Dr.  Paul's  low-pitched  reply. 

"I  can 't  help  saying  it's  a  risk.  Suppose  you  was  lost  ? 
You  easy  could  be. " 

Dr.  Paul  knew  the  risk.  But  Julian,  seeing  no  use  in 
stringing  out  the  preliminaries,  now  poked  his  head  in  at 
the  door.  "Areypu  coming?"  he  demanded.  Dr.  Paul 
stood  just  where  he  had  left  him.    "I  thought  you  were  in  a 
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hurry,**  Julian  added,  "to  be  off  on  this  delightful  jaunt." 
Both  were  looking  at  him  earnestly.  He  misunderstood. 
*Don't  be  afraid  of  me,"  he  said  sarcastically;  "are  you 
inclined  to  back  out  yourself  ?  " 

"Are  you — ^willing  to  go  ?" 

"WiDing!  I  have  said  I  will  go.  Only  why  postpone 
this  joy  ?    Let  us  be  gone. " 

Dr.  Paul  still  hesitated.  Julian  was  unwilling  enough. 
But  Julian  had  before  him  no  vision  of  shame,  agony, 
infamy,  to  belittle  the  terrors  of  the  starless  darkness,  the 
deep-piled  snow  of  the  solitudes  they  would  invade.  But 
perseverence  could  conquer  them.  Since  Julian  had 
decided,  why  need  Victor  hesitate  ? 

"Come,  then,"  he  said;  and  with  a  gesture  directed  the 
lantern-bearer  to  go  ahead.  He  followed,  leaving  the  sulky 
third  of  the  trio  who,  in  spite  of  his  brave  words,  did  bitterly 
revolt  at  this  senseless  adventuring  into  cold  and  snow,  to 
fall  into  the  rear.  Julian  did  not  in  the  least  want  to  go — 
and  from  his  point  of  view  it  would  be  hard  to. say  he  was 
wrong — still  he  went 
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'"This  is  as  strange  a  maze  as  ere  man  trod. " 

They  took  their  way  along  the  frontage  of  the  line  of 
dwellings  for  some  distance;  then  broke  obliquely  across  to 
the  base  of  the  hills.  It  was  deep  wading  through  the  snow 
after  they  left  the  little  town.  Julian  plodded  after,  not 
patiently,  but  at  least  silently.  The  twinkling  lights  of  the 
village,  red  through  the  falling  snow,  lay  below  them  when 
their  guide  halted  at  last  and  held  up  the  lantern  at  arm's 
length. 

"This  is  the  road,  sir.    Don 't  forget  what  I  told  you.  *' 

Two  great  trunks,  a  stately  column  on  either  side,  marked 
the  entrance;  and  above,  the  snow-freighted  boughs  over- 
arched it  with  crystalline  carvings  that  were  sparkling 
rarely  in  the  lantern-light.  Snow  above,  untracked  snow 
below,  perhaps  Mr.  Carroll  was  to  be  pardoned  that  he 
looked  sarcastic  to  hear  it  called  a  road.  It  was  half -angry 
derision  that  sparkled  in  his  eyes,  as  he  turned  them  from 
the  alleged  thoroughfare  to  the  guide  who  announced  it; 
and  from  the  guide  to  the  friend  whose  whim  he  found  it  so 
hard  to  understand. 

"So  that's  your  road,  is  it?** 

"Yes,  sir;  that's  the  road." 

"A  road!   Humph!  to  me  it  looks  like  either  a  falsifica- 
on  or  an  hallucination.    You  really  mean  to  pursue  this 
Id  the  end, "  he  questioned  disbelievingly. 

174 
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Dr.  Paul  took  the  lantern  from  the  hands  of  the  guide. 
"Certainly,  I  mean  to  pursue  it  to  the  end.  But  you  are  to 
go  back,  if  you  wish.  It  is  not  too  late.  I  will  tell  you 
again,  and  I  emphasize  it,  that  unless  it  be  of  your  own 
free  will,  I  have  no  desire  that  you  should  accompany  me. 
Come  only  of  your  own  free  will. " 

"My  *own  free-will',  indeed!"  quoth  Mr.  Carroll  in 
accents  of  scorn ;  "  if  you  go,  I  go.   That 's  all  there  is  to  it. " 

"Very  well,"  Dr.  Paul  acquiesced;  then  spoke  to  the 
guide:  "We  shall  need  you  no  longer.  We  can  take  care  of 
ourselves,  now.  I  thank  you  for  seeing  us  so  far  on  our 
way. " 

Dubiously  the  man  shook  his  head;  but  having  pre- 
viously voiced  his  remonstrances  he  was  content  with 
saying:  "I'll  go  back  now,  and  you  can  depend  on  me." 

"What  in  the  world  does  he  mean?"  Julian  exclaimed; 
"that  sounds  queer — and  *put  up'." 

"He means  what  he  says,  probably,"  Dr.  Paul  replied 
imperturbably.  He  struck  in  through  the  white  gateway 
and  held  his  lantern  aloft. 

Night  completely  darkened  the  trail;  and  the  feeble  light 
they  carried  but  imperfectly  illuminated  it.  On  either  side 
were  serried  ranks  of  underbrush,  making  a  double  line  of 
demarkation  that  faintly  indicated  the  untracked  road  lying 
between  them.  Some  distance  up  the  first  columnar  trunk, 
the  light  that  Dr.  Paul  held  up,  picked  out  some  blazed 
lettering,  inconspicuous  in  the  gloom,  save  to  one  looking 
for  it.  Julian  was  not  looking  for  it  and  had  not  the  slight- 
est suspicion  it  was  there.  Victor,  having  noted  it,  began  to 
push  his  way  along  the  snowed-up  road,  and  the  other  did 
make  out  to  do  the  like;  but  the  cold,  the  gloom,  the  loneli- 
ness, began  quickly  to  tell  upon  him;  and  he  had  no  strongly 
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compelling  motive  to  back  up  resolution.  He  could  not 
pretend  that  he  liked  it;  and  every  moment  the  snow 
through  which  he  thrust  his  way  appeared  to  grow  heavier, 
but  he  still  plodded  on  after  the  leader  in  dogged  silence;  it 
seemed  to  him  that  the  ghastly  struggle  had  been  prolonged 
for  hours,  and  endurance  was  rapidly  forsaking  him.  Dr. 
Paul  had  been  doing  his  best  to  make  the  passage  as  easy  as 
might  be  for  his  unwilling  fellow-traveller;  always  breaking 
the  way  through  the  snow  and  shaking  free  the  bough 
whose  weight  of  white  fruitage  overhung  the  path.  His 
object  was  at  once  to  aid  and  mislead  him.  For  when 
Julian's  endurance  was  finally  gone,  and  ill  repressed  im- 
patience should  break  the  bonds  that  barely  held  it,  all 
Victor's  pains  would  be  wasted,  if,  after  all,  Julian  could 
pick  up  their  tracks.  Julian,  preoccupied  with  his  own 
feelings  of  discomfort  and  irritation,  failed  to  note,  what 
Victor  saw  with  elation;  that  the  patient,  pitiless,  snow- 
flakes,  drifting  unweariedly  down,  were  rapidly  filling  up 
their  tell-tale  tracks  beyond  recovery. 

Not  that  Julian  was,  in  his  way,  unconscious  of  the  snow- 
flakes,  tiny,  tireless  persecutors  that  they  were;  adding  im- 
measurably to  the  burden  of  his  vexation  and  unhappiness; 
smarting  on  his  face;  beclouding  his  glasses;  crawling  in 
under  his  tumed-up  collar;  taking  a  malignant  delight  in 
caking  inconveniently  on  the  soles  of  his  rubbers;  inducing 
a  frantic  impatience  of  bodily  misery  in  one  whose  patience 
had,  at  best,  little  staying  power.  It  had  become  a  hideous 
confusion  of  cold  and  wretchedness.  The  endless  white 
rollers  against  which  he  vainly  beat  his  strength,  the  dizzy 
swirl  of  the  teasing,  stinging  crystals  through  the  dim  globe 
of  light  in  which  they  moved;  the  black  encompassing  night 
a  very  wall  of  ebony  that  shut  them  in  like  a  prison;  all 
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pressed  upon  his  worn  out,  bewildered  senses  to  half-daze 
him. 

Never  had  he  experienced  such  utter  exhaustion.  Pant- 
ing, he  leaned  against  the  bole  of  a  tree.  "Dr.  Paul!"  he 
cried  angrily,  "how  long  are  you  going  to  keep  this  up  ?" 

Victor  stopped  instantly  and  turned.  Now  would  come 
the  tug! 

"I  hope  that  you  have  had  enough  of  this  species  of  en- 
joyment," said  Julian,  "at  any  rate,  I  have.  Consider  that 
you  have  won  a  victory,  if  you  will;  that  is  if  you  care  for 
anything  so  empty;  and  let  us  go  back.  If  we  can  get  back, " 
he  added  drearily;  worn  out  as  he  was,  his  heart  sank  at  the 
very  thought  of  renewing  the  fight  against  such  odds. 

"What  do  you  want  to  do  ?"  Victor  asked;  weighing  once 
more  the  matter  of  explaining  to  Julian  how  little  this  was 
a  whim,  how  little  he  wished  to  win  any  victory  over  him 
in  this  pretended  contest.  But  again  he  dismissed  the  idea; 
invincible  distrust  still  stood  in  the  way.  A  pretty  thing  to 
tell  the  fickle,  changeable  man,  to  put  him  to  that  extreme 
test,  here  in  the  wilderness,  where  companionship  must  be 
enforced  for  some  hours.  No;  Julian  must  pay  this  penalty 
for  his  faithlessness  without  discount.  Let  him  continue  to 
think  their  plight  forlly,  instead  of  desperate  need.  It  was 
safer  so. 

"  Do  ?  why  go  straight  back,  as  quick  as  we  can ! "  Im- 
petuously Julian  grasped  the  lantern.  Dr.  Paul  relinquished 
it  with  no  protest.  He  was  secure  in  the  belief  that  the 
direction  of  affairs  must  remain  in  his  own  hands,  whatever 
the  other  might  do.  Carroll,  ill-fitted,  now  essayed  to  play 
the  part  of  leader;  though  he  was  beginning  to  realize,  so 
much  too  late  to  help  him,  that,  too  deeply  wrapped  in  him- 
self^ h^  had  been  moving  along  for  an  indefinite  period  with 
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no  thought  for  anything  outside.  His  eyes,  darting  wildly 
around  rested  on  nothing  that  he  knew.  Confound  Dr. 
Paul 's  folly  and  his  own  weak  ductility! 

But  there !  stupid  dolt  that  he  was !  did  not  their  own  foot- 
prints lie  before  him,  clearly  impressed  upon  the  snow  ?  To 
retrace  them  would  be  the  simplest  of  tasks.  It  looked  so. 
Julian  drew  a  breath  of  relief  and  started  backwards  with  a 
good  courage. 

But  Victor's  little  allies  had  been  at  their  work.  As  if 
eager  to  eflFect  the  discomfiture  of  these  intruders  into  win- 
try solitudes,  gently,  softly  as  falling  blossoms;  but  steadily, 
relentlessly  as  fate  itself,  the  crystal  florets  had  been  coming 
down;  filling  up,  smoothing  over,  that  snowy  memorandum 
on  which  Julian  believed  their  lives  to  depend.  Too  soon, 
to  the  eager  eyes  that  sought  it,  the  track  became  less  clear; 
edges  rounded,  imprints  filled  up.  By  and  bye  the  anxious 
reader  b^an  to  be  at  fault;  and  Julian,  brought  to  a]stand- 
still,  had  to  admit  himself  baffled.  All  about  lay  innumer- 
able depressions,  countless  inequalities,  for  underneath  the 
white  coverlid  was  the  unevenness  of  the  forest  floor  but 
who  from  among  them  could  pick  their  lost  footprints  ? 
Not  he,  he  knew. 

Over  him  came  a  rush  of  horror.  They  were  lost;  lost  in 
the  storm-racked  mountains  where  all  lav  buried  white 
fathoms  deep.  In  a  flashing,  mental  panorama  the  tragic 
procession  of  their  destiny  seemed  to  unroll  before  him. 
First  the  long,  long  agony  of  struggle,  through  this  desolate 
waste;  then  by  to-morrow  two  inconsiderable  elevations  in 
the  monotonous  white  expanse  would  hold  tlie  mystery  of 
their  vanishing;  a  mystery  to  which  the  unlocking  touch  of 
spring  alone  would  have  the  key. 

"I  hope,  T  hope,"  he  fairly  choked  with  his  futile  passion, 
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I  hope  that  you  find  this  amusing.  We  are  lost!  We 
have  thrown  our  lives  away  like  fools!  There  is  nothing 
before  us  but  to  perish  miserably ! " 

"I  hope,  I  believe  that  nothing  like  that  is  before  us." 
Dr.  Paul 's  pacific  tone  did  not  at  all  turn  aside  his  accuser's 
wrath. 

*' Easily  said ! "  was  his  scornful  answer.  He  was  tensely 
poised,  with  quick  eyes  darting  around  to  find  some  hope- 
ful route.  Peer  around  as  he  vould,  he  could  find  no  gleam 
of  hope.  Dim  and  spectral  tree  trunks,  weighted  boughs, 
ank  on  rank,  that  had  been  repeating  themselves  without 
variation,  he  would  have  sworn,  for  miles;  and  backing 
them,  the  impenetrable  blackness  of  night;  a  prison  cell, 
and  the  ice-cold  executioner  ready.  Then  his  frantic  eyes 
back  from  their  bootless  quest  for  sanctuary,  fell  upon  the 
figure  beside  him,  silent,  impassive  as  a  man  of  snow. 
Victor's  perfect  stillness  and  composure  under  a  heavy  pow- 
dering of  snow  made  him  a  part  of  the  cold,  menacing, 
deadly  woods  themselves.  Julian  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
restraining  his  words;  as  they  presented  themselves,  so 
were  they  accustomed  to  burst  forth. 

"You  find  evident  pleasure,  tranquility,  in  this  desperate 
situation !  But  I  forget;  this  is  a  pleasure  trip.  No  doubt 
you  are  enjoying  yourself?" 

"No;  I  cannot  say  that  I  am,  particularly." 

"Oh!  then  I  suppose  it  has  escaped  you,  that  our  lives 
are  in  peril,  that  we  have  thrown  them  away  at  the  call  of  a 
senseless  whim  ?  " 

Victor  passed  the  ungenerous  taunt.  "Mr.  Carroll," 
quiet  and  persuasive,  "if  you  will  only  trust  me!" 

Julian  responded  with  an  angry  laugh.  "Pardon  me! 
but  I  have  already  trusted  you  too  far,  I  think.    I  shall 
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trust  myself  now.  Somehow,  we  must  get  out  of  this,  and 
quickly!" 

He  had  reached  a  desperate  state  of  mind  when  action, 
wise  or  unwise,  would  be  the  only  relief.  Pricked  by  this 
spur  of  anger  and  distaste  he  plunged  into  a  promising  look- 
ing cleft,  only  to  find  himself  an  instant  later,  neariy  to  his 
shoulders  in  a  drift-filled  depth.  Cold  and  fatigue  had  com- 
bined to  produce  a  perilous  confusion.  The  light,  sinking 
into  the  drift  with  its  bearer,  was  extinguished  by  the  shock; 
leaving  the  wayfarers  in  darkness  so  dense  it  pressed  like  a 
weight;  especially  upon  the  person  responsible  for  its  com- 
ing. It  was  the  one  shock  that  could  most  e£Fectually  cool 
his  passion. 

He  did  not  need  Victor's  hasty:  "Don't  move!"  to  hold 
him  rigidly  still  in  his  suddenly  acquired  white  fetters. 

"Give  me  your  hand,"  said  Dr.  Paul.  Groping  a 
moment  the  two  hands  met.  "Now, "  said  Victor  "remain 
still  but  let  me  have  the  lantern.  If  it  has  escaped  whole 
we  shall  soon  have  a  light.  Otherwise — '*  he  made  a  sug- 
gestive pause  that  the  culprit  might  fill  for  himself. 
Julian 's  hand  had  retained  the  lantern  in  its  clasp.  He 
drew  it  up  from  its  burial  and  Dr.  Paul  was  much  relieved 
to  find  that  most  important  adjunct  to  their  safety  had 
suffered  no  damage  by  its  feathered  plunge. 

"Is  it  whole  ?"  Julian  asked  in  tones  of  meekness. 

"Yes;  most  fortunately, "  answered  Dr.  Paul.  By  shield- 
ing the  lantern  under  his  coat,  he  managed  after  several  at- 
tempts to  ignite  the  wick.  He  hung  the  light  upon  a  small 
twiglcss  branch  that  protruded  from  the  bai*k  of  a  near-by 
tree,  before  proceeding  to  Julian's  rescue.  A  few  tentative 
efforts  to  help  himself  had  convinced  the  prisoner 
Vhat  the  sole  result  was  to  bury  him  deeper;  that  he  must 
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patiently  await  aid.  Dr.  Paul  took  both  hands  and  in  a 
moment  had  drawn  him  from  his  chill,  uneasy  resting 
place.  Dr.  Paul  held  the  hands  by  which  he  had  drawn 
him  up. 

"Julian,"  he  persuaded,  "you  must  consent  to  yield 
yourself  to  my  guidance;"  but  Julian  broke  away.  He 
knew  that  if  he  remained  hand  to  hand,  face  to  face,  with 
the  man  whose  power  to  dominate  him  had  been  so  often 
shown,  he  would  yield  speedily,  whether  he  wanted  to  or 
not.  And  he  did  not  want  to.  Once  rescued,  contrariness 
had  revived. 

"I  should  like  you  to  give  me  any  good  reason  why," 
he  challenged;  "then  I  may  think  of  it. " 

"Certainly;  I  can  give  you  several  good  reasons  why," 
said  Dr.  Paul,  still  determined  to  keep  from  him  the  best 
reason  why  of  all;  namely,  that  he  held  the  clue  in  his  own 
hands;  "In  the  first  place,  you  are  too  rash.  We  cannot 
afford  for  a  second  time  to  risk  breaking  the  lantern.  It 
would  be  superfluous  to  point  out  the  probable  conse- 
quences. And  in  your  first  venture  you  were  quite  off  the 
road.  There  is  no  clearing  in  that  direction.  It  is  only  a 
break  in  the  bushes.  Beyond,  they  close  in  again.  Go 
that  way,  or  continue  to  move  at  random,  and  you  will 
become  so  involved  in  masses  of  underbrush,  that  you  will 
be  lost  beyond  retrieval. " 

"*Moveat  random'?"  quoth  Julian;  "unless  you  can 
assure  me  that  you  know  the  way  back,  my  guess  is 
probably  as  good  as  your  own. " 

"With  all  deference,  and  with  no  desire  to  boast  of  an  ad- 
vantage that  is  not  a  virtue,  I  must  dispute  that.  In  the 
matter  of  eyesight,  at  least,  I  am  better  fitted  to  take  the 
lead.    At  present  you  are  angrj^  and  spmewhat — excited; 
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hence  disposed  to  withdraw  your  confidence.  But  I  must 
ask  you  to  give  me  another  trial  as  guide.  Will  it  do  any 
good  to  tell  you  that  I  feel  confident  of  being  able  to  lead  in 
the  right  direction  ?" 

Carroll  was  angry  with  himself  for  having  allowed  him- 
self to  be  led  into  such  a  plight;  and  angry  at  Dr.  Paul  as 
the  misleader.  It  gave  him  a  perverse  pleasure  to  do  the 
opposite  of  the  thing  requested. 

"No  good  whatever!  I  am  going  this  way;**  and  he 
started  o£F  at  a  venture.  He  had  quite  lost  his  head:  with  it 
all  sense  and  caution.  The  crisis  had  come.  Dr.  Paul 
felt  himself  driven  to  an  extreme  expedient.  He  hastily 
drew  forth  a  silver  flask,  and,  unscrewing  the  cup-like  top, 
dropped  a  powder  therein,  which  he  drenched  with  the 
amber  fluid. 

"Stop  long  enough  to  take  this,   at  least,"  he  said. 

Julian  came  back  and  accepted  the  little  cup  with 
docility.  "I  should  have  been  glad  to  take  this  long 
ago,"  he  remarked. 

Julian  saw  the  brief  glinmier  of  a  queer  smile  lighten  for 
a  moment  on  the  set,  pale  face.  When  Dr.  Paul  laid  hold 
of  the  light,  of  which  Julian  had  possessed  himself,  he  did 
not  refuse  to  let  it  go.  Resistance  was  melting  out  of  him. 
*Well,"  Victor  questioned,  "who  leads?"  He  watched 
hun  closely.  Julian  did  not  answer.  A  dreamy  languor 
was  stealing  over  him.  Confusion  was  in  his  senses.  There 
was  a  luminous  haze  around  him  in  which  floated  not  only 
the  wintry  woods,  but  also  the  man  with  the  lantern  who 
looked  wraith-like  in  the  quivering  waves  of  light.  Julian's 
hand  crossed  his  brow  with  a  mechanical  motion,  vainly 
endeavoring  to  brush  the  illusion  away. 

"Let  us  not  dispute  here  in  the  dark  and  cold, "  he  mur- 
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mured,  too  drowsy  to  be  longer  pugnacious;  "I  think  night 
has  come.    We  must  sleep. " 

"No;  let  us  not  dispute,"  said  Victor,  placing  an  arm 
around  Julian  as  he  staggered. 

"Ami — ^I think  I  must  be  drunk,"  muttered  Julian, 
dazed  and  oscillating. 

"Not  *  drunk',  only  drowsy." 

"And  drowsiness  is  death  here,"  cried  the  waverer  with 
a  momentary  recovery  from  the  creeping  lethargy.  It  was 
but  momentary.  All  the  pearly  waves  around  him  seemed 
suddenly  endowed  with  motion.  Like  a  white  sea  they 
surged  and  swelled,  as  if  rising  to  sweep  him  away;  both 
hands  tried  to  beat  the  imaginary  billows  back.  The 
light  faded;  the  great  darkness  absorbed  it.  At  that  instant 
strangely  vivid,  focused  on  the  blackness  of  his  retreating 
senses  came  a  brilliant  vision  of  Elinor.  It  faded  as  in- 
stantly as  it  had  come.  Then  every  muscle  relaxed;  he 
slipped  through  the  arm  that  would  have  held  him  and 
fell,  lying  prone  on  the  snow  on  that  bleak  hillside,  his 
head  coldly  cushioned  on  a  drift. 

For  the  second  time  that  night,  Dr.  Paul  knelt  in  the 
snow  at  the  side  of  the  stricken  man. 

"Grod  pardon  me  for  what  I  have  done, "  murmured  the 
unhappy  fugitive,  "it  was  his  safety  as  well  as  my  own.  It 
seemed  the  only  way. " 

He  took  in  his  own  the  inert  hand  of  the  sleeper,  but 
Carroll  neither  moved  nor  spoke.  Too  deep  the  slumber 
enchaining  him. 

Victor  Paul  could  afford  to  waste  no  time  in  the  presence 
of  a  tremendous  task.  He  quickly  unslung  from  his 
shoulder  the  bundle  whose  size  had  earlier  aroused  Julian 's 
half-incensed  curiosity.    The  reason  for  its  bulk  became 
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plain,  in  a  thick  double  blanket,  in  which  Dr.  Paul,  with 
professional  deftness,  proceeded  to  envelope  the  sleq>er; 
tying  him  up  snugly  until  only  the  placid  sleep-smoothed 
face  was  exposed.  Julian,  sunken  into  the  aims  of  the 
snow-drift,  slept  as  tranquilly  as  if  he  lay  on  a  warmer 
couch.  But  how  was  his  charge  to  be  moved  ?  Dr.  Paul 
looked  anxiously  about  for  means. 

A  number  of  small  saplings  growing  slim  among  the 
thicker  trunks  suggested  a  device.  In  he  pushed  through 
snow  and  netted  growth  to  seize  a  tree  of  small  girth;  and 
to  bend  its  slender  toughness  in  an  effort  to  break  it,  since  he 
lacked  a  tool  of  sufficient  size  to  attack  it  in  any  other  fash- 
ion. Here  and  there  he  turned  and  twisted  the  tough,  elas- 
tic strand,  throwing  on  it  all  the  strength  of  his  weight.  The 
little  tree  resisted  stubbornly,  loath  to  give  up  its  life  and 
place  in  the  forest.  Its  stem  at  the  point  of  fracture 
separated  into  fibrous  ribbons  at  last,  which  the  toiler  was 
able  to  sever  with  a  pocket  knife.  His  exertions  had  the 
good  result  of  putting  him  into  a  glow  when  he  brought 
his  hard-won  trophy  into  the  road.  A  second  and  a  third 
trip  were  necessary  before  his  wants  were  satisfied. 

Three  slender  trunks  lay  in  the  road  beside  Julian.  They 
were  a  good  deal  longer  than  he;  and  after  Victor,  by  inter- 
lacing and  knotting  together  their  flexible  branches  had 
formed  of  the  three  a  sort  of  rude  sledge,  there  still  re- 
mained, when  Mr.  Carroll  had  been  secured  thereon,  long 
enough  projections  of  two  bare  tninks  to  answer  as  handles. 
It  had  been  a  blessed  foresight  that  had  led  the  seller  of  the 
blanket  to  tie  it  up  with  several  lengths  of  rope.  These 
sufficed  to  lash  the  passenger  in  place  upon  his  vehicle;  and 
the  artificer  surveyed  his  finished  work  with  some  satisfac- 
tion>  in  spite  of  weariness  and  anxiety.  Victor  had  not  been 
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less  worn  in  the  struggle  than  was  Julian,  if  he  had  not 
permitted  it  to  conquer  him  to  an  equal  extent.  Even  in  this 
improved  and  more  manageable  shape  it  was  still  a  heavy 
load  that  he  must  drag  over  the  hampering  snow  for  a  dis- 
tance that  might  prove  to  be  great.  Just  what  it  was  Dr. 
Paul  felt  very  uncertain.  Julian,  in  doubling  on  their 
track,  had  lengthened  it  by  so  much;  and  in  his  dartings 
about  on  the  confused  trail  he  had  run  the  risk  of 
throwing  even  his  better  informed  companion  off  the 
track. 

For  a  few  uneasy  moments  Dr.  Paul  feared  that,  despite 
his  vigilance,  this  had  happened.  Darkness,  and  the  snow- 
fall that  never  let  up,  made  the  clue  once  out  of  sight  hard 
to  pick  up.  But  he  knew  it  had  been  dose  by  when  last  he 
saw  it,  and  standing  where  he  was,  he  threw  the  lantern  rays 
from  one  trunk  to  the  other,  till  the  blaze  flashed  into  view. 

Attaching  the  light  to  one  shaft,  he  put  himself  between 
the  two  and  leaned  heavily  forward.  It  required  an  exer- 
tion of  his  strength,  but  the  queer  vehicle,  most  primitive  of 
all,  did  move.  But  it  was  plain  that  he  must  force  it  every 
step  of  the  way.  The  road,  wind  and  billow  as  it  did,  sel- 
dom acquired  a  sufficient  slope  to  give  momentum.  But 
Victor  Paul  started  intrepidly  forward.  As  for  Julian,  if  the 
jolting  vehicle  had  been  the  most  luxurious  Pullman  on 
wheels,  he  could  not  have  travelled  therein  with  a  greater 
seeming  of  complacence.  Jarred  and  shaken  as  he  was,  as 
the  poles  dragged,  he  looked  as  placid  as  a  child.  It  could 
not  be  questioned  that  he  had  much  the  best  of  it  in  the  next 
half-hour.  It  was  that  at  least  and  might  have  been  more, 
measured  by  the  feeling  of  the  human  motor,  before  Dr. 
Paul,  bringing  up  under  a  towering  pine,  upon  whose  trunk 
was  nailed  a  large  placard,  softly  let  the  handles  down,  and 
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almost  fell  against  the  tree;  breathless,  almost  at  the  point 
of  complete  exhaustion. 

Shaped  with  a  deeply  incised  black  outline  upon  the 
parallelogram  that  showed  on  the  tree,  appeared  a  hand,  the 
index  finger  pointing  obliquely  downward,  over  the  hillside. 
It  was  not  possible  to  see  far  into  the  depths  to  discover  what 
lay  there.  Securely  fastened  to  the  substantial  trunk  of  the 
tree,  was  a  large  pulley  with  a  rope  running  through  it;  that 
suspended  visibly  for  a  few  yards,  soon  vanished,  too,  into 
the  mystery  of  snow  and  darkness  beyond. 

Dr.  Paul  laid  hold  of  the  rope,  and  working  it  carefully 
through  the  complaining  wheel,  was  soon  enabled  to  deter- 
mine that  it  was  intact  and  returned  upon  itself  from  some 
anchorage  below.  After  some  manipulation  the  presence 
of  a  heavy  weight  in  the  depths  below  became  evident,  drag- 
ging ponderously,  reluctantly  up  the  slope  under  the  im- 
pulse of  his  hand.  Hard  tried  strength  and  patience  would 
have  liked  to  rebel  before  that  tedious  operation  was  accom- 
plished ;  but  he  stuck  to  the  task,  until  at  last  there  emerged 
from  the  gloom  a  suspended  box,  filled  like  all  else  brimfu 
and  overflowing  with  the  snow.  It  came  obediently,  if  un- 
willingly, till  it  hung  close  to  the  trunk.  There  he  anchored 
it  with  a  book,  evidently  there  for  the  purpose. 

Here  was  the  end  of  the  clue.  "Them  men,"  the  shop 
man  had  assured  him,  "takes  it  easy.  They  can't  even 
carry  their  own  baggage  to  the  foot  of  the  hill. " 

He  reversed  the  car  to  let  the  snow  fall  out;  then  fastened 
the  useful  lantern  to  the  forepart,  where  it  shone  out  ahead 
like  a  very  poor  headlight.  The  bonds  that  held  Julian  to 
the  sledge  were  quickly  loosened.  Victor  bent  and  by  a 
last  supreme  exertion  of  his  strength,  hoisted  the  uncon- 
scious man,  doubled  up  like  a  Peruvian  mummy,  into  the 
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carryall.  He  laid  an  arm  back  of  Julian  and  placed  a  hand 
on  the  rim  of  the  car  next  to  himself  to  steady  it.  Julian 's 
head  dropped  peacefully  upon  the  close-by  shoulder  and 
so  the  descent  began.  At  first  the  car  swung  dear;  but  the 
sagging  Ime  soon  allowed  it  to  rest  upon  the  snow,  down 
which,  on  this  steep  incline,  it  easily  tobogganed.  The  con- 
ductor must  retard  rather  than  hasten  it.  It  was  not  long 
before  the  box  swung  free  again  under  the  low  eaves  of  a 
hut  half-buried  in  the  snow. 

There  was  little  to  be  seen  m  the  imperfect  li^ht.  The 
swell  of  the  encircling  hills  was  barely  discernible.  A  few 
yards  away,  between  white  banks  rolled  the  jetty  current 
of  a  swift  mountain  stream,  flecked  with  stedy  sparkles. 
It  murmured  loudly  in  the  stillness,  with  only  the  moaning 
winds  to  accompany  its  voice. 

Dr.  Paul  pushed  the  snow  away  from  the  door  as  wdl  as 
he  could;  then  took  a  key  from  his  pocket  and  thrust  it  into 
the  lock.  Only  a  few  moments  more,  and  he  and  Julian 
were  safely  housed;  and  he  had  barred  the  door  agunst  the 
storm. 


CHAPTER  XXTT 

''Let  us  not  burdeo  our  remembraooe  with  a  heavmeas  that's  gooe."* 

O  THE  blessedness  of  shelter!  the  unutterable  relief  of 
escaping  the  heaviness  of  those  cold  white  waves  through 
which  he  had  been  toiling  for  so  long,  that  had  half-beaten 
out  his  life. 

Dr.  Paul,  in  the  happiness  of  the  finished  struggle,  sur- 
veyed the  surroundings  with  a  quite  uncritical  thankfulness. 
The  walls  were  rough  and  smoke  stained.  The  dead,  damp 
ashes  on  the  hearth  imparted  a  strong  flavor  of  stale  smoke 
to  the  air,  that  was  chill  and  deadly  with  the  accumulated 
dampness  of  weeks. 

Eight  good-size<l  bunks,  four  tiers  of  two  each,  occupied 
the  longer  sides  of  the  sixteen  by  fifteen  hut,  while  facing  the 
door  was  a  large  chimney  built  of  "tumblin*  stones,"  with 
a  great  open  hearth.  To  give  which  erection  profit,  a  large 
stack  of  firewtxKl  filled  in  the  angle  between  the  doorway 
and  the  bunks  at  one  side. 

With  that  Dr.  Paul  meant  presently  to  have  to  do.  But 
he  first  made  sure  that  every  atom  of  snow  had  been  brush- 
and  shaken  from  Julian's  clothing;  having  accomplished 
whk^h  and  taken  off  the  sleeper's  shoes,  he  deposited  the 
precioua  parcel  in  one  of  the  bunks  over  which  he  had  first 
aq[>read  his  own  owreoat.  When  Carroll  was  once  more 
wra{4>ed  snugly  in  the  blanks.  Dr.  P^ul  turned  his  atten- 
Ikm  to  making  a  fire« 
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Stonn-beaten,  half-paralyzed  with  cold  and  fatigue; 
shivering  in  the  deadly  pent-up  chill  of  the  place,  Victor 
found  warmth  and  suppleness  coming  back  to  his  be- 
numbed fingers  and  toilwom  frame,  as  moving  briskly 
about,  he  accumulated  fine  splinters  and  small  pieces  of 
wood  upon  the  hearth;  to  crown  the  edifice  with  large  sub- 
stantial sticks.  In  this  instance  the  base  was  less  firm  than 
the  superstructure;  still  the  result  satisfied.  The  quick 
necromancy  of  a  match  audio!  Vesta's  magic  presence 
touched  and  transformed  their  shelter  from  the  rude,  chill 
cavern  into  which  he  had  first  peered,  into  an  interior 
roseately  bright;  richly  bedight  with  red-gold  and  glowing 
with  heavenly  warmth.  Aching  muscles  thawed  out,  re- 
laxing their  painful  rigidity  as  the  balmy  heat,  last  gift  of 
the  despoiled  forest  dispersed  the  lingering  chill. 

And  Carroll  slept;  as  oblivious  to  his  changed  surround- 
ings as  to  Dr.  Paul 's  careful  ministrations  to  his  comfort. 
He  looked  the  very  picture  of  reposefulness  after  the  dreary 
battle  with  the  storm.  Dr.  Paul,  fortunately  for  his  peace 
of  mind,  was  able  to  assure  himself  that  his  state  was  not 
less  favorable  than  it  looked. 

Victor  had  earned  that  feeling  of  pleasureable  relief, 
for  their  escape  from  the  woods  and  storm,  and  for  his  own 
temporary  safety.  He  had  no  hope  or  belief  that  it  could 
be  permanent;  nor  did  he  think  that  he  had  accomplished 
more  than  to  delay  Julian's  acquaintance  with  his  own  past 
history.  But  at  least  he  had  secured  a  breathing  spell;  a 
period  during  which  he  might  briefly  enjoy  all  he  had 
looked  forward  to  on  making  this  strike  for  freedom. 

He  bent  over  the  sleeper  more  warmly  and  snugly  to  tuck 
him  in;  and  to  listen  again  to  his  tranquil  breathing.  "It 
was  a  desperate  thing  to  do;  it  may  arouse  all  his  resentment 
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if  he  discover  it.  But  it  has  done,  will  do  him,  no  harm. 
It  may,  on  the  contrary,  even  benefit  him  in  tending  to  re- 
store that  easy  amiability  that  so  conspicuously  forsook 
him  under  trial. "  For  a  few  moments  longer  he  contem- 
plated the  peaceful  slumberer;  then  came  to  the  fire-place 
and  sat  down. 

The  fire  was  burning  delightfully  now,  and  heating  the 
stones  of  the  chinmey,  was  making  the  old  hut  more  and 
more  comfortably  warm.  Dr.  Paul 's  present  task  was  to 
keep  awake;  not  so  simple,  perhaps,  as  it  looked.  He  was 
heavily  toil-worn;  the  change  from  cold  to  warmth,  from 
toil  to  relaxation,  much  inclined  him  to  drowsiness.  He 
could,  in  fact  have  lain  down  by  Julian 's  side  and  slept  as 
deeply  as  did  Julian  himself.  But  favorable  as  his  charge's 
condition  appeared  to  a  practised  eye.  Dr.  Paul  proposed 
to  take  not  a  shadow  of  a  chance  of  iU  resulting  to  his  com- 
panion from  the  expedition  into  which  he  had  cajoled  him. 
He  would  watch  him  as  closely  as  if  a  dangerous  iUness 
threatened  that  vigilance  alone  could  ward  oflf .  Fortunately 
there  was  an  ample  supply  of  wood  with  which  to  keep 
up  the  temperature  of  the  hut.    . 

Pleasant  indeed,  was  this  breathing  space,  this  sense  of 
work  well  done;  though  he  could  have  slept  and  must  keep 
awake;  pleasant  the  knowledge  that  miles  of  icy,  trackless 
wilderness  lay  between  themselves  and  the  outer  world. 
They  were  shut  away  from  it,  and  the  snowflakes  that  had 
worked  to  mislead  Julian,  would  cover  their  tracks  from 
everybody  else  as  well.  He  who  would  seek  them,  lack- 
ing the  real  clue  to  the  maze  themselves  had  successfully 
threaded,  would  stalk  his  prey  in  vain. 

But  the  clue?  Ah,  there,  indeed,  was  the  weak  link. 
Victor  Paul  had  paid  in  princely  fashion  for  this  sanctuary 
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in  the  wilderness;  he  had  reached  it  by  the  exertion  of 
every  force  that  was  in  him.  But  all  that  was  nothing. 
His  safety  rested,  in  the  end,  on  nothing  he  could  do,  or 
had  done,  but  only  on  the  frail  bond  of  the  faith  of  a  single 
man.  Suppose  the  man  who  had  found  him  the  way, 
should  regard  what  he  had  received  merely  as  a  bribe,  who 
takes  one  bribe  will  take  two.  With  all  that  Dr.  Paul's 
foe  could  bring  to  bear  upon  it,  would  that  frail  bond  of 
safety  hold  ? 

And  the  malignant  token  in  his  hand !  how  it  came  there, 
how  it  had  slipped  from  its  concealment  he  hardly  knew. 
The  influence  that  had  sent  his  thoughts  into  the  past,  had 
mechanically  worked  to  bring  it  forth.  He  stole  a  quick 
glance  at  Julian.  But  Julian  slept.  Yesterday  Victor 
had  hated  the  sight,  the  touch  of  the  horror;  he  had  not 
touched  it.  Had  he  grown  callous,  that  he  held  it  now 
steadily  ?  The  thoughts  it  aroused  were  not  all  concerned 
with  its  more  evil  memories.  It  had  been  a  cherished 
possession  once,  that  heirloom  of  his  race.  Its  rich,  quaint 
beauty,  though  born  of  a  maleficent  thought,  had  still  been 
a  charm  to  beguile  him  into  keeping  it  always  by  him. 
Most  hateful,  most  malignant  spell,  by  means  of  which 
fate  had  managed  that  the  fiendish  toy  should  be  at  hand  at 
the  one  moment  that  it  could  work  his  undoing;  that  he 
should  not  have  a  chance  to  take  the  saving  second  thought. 
There  was  a  glow,  like  a  flaming  drop  of  blood,  in  the  large 
ruby  that  made  the  center  of  the  cruciform  handle.  It  had 
been  a  crusader,  who,  in  the  very  name  of  "The  Prince  of 
Peace,"  had  carried  with  him  this  concrete  denial  of  his 
own  faith.  Yes,  yes,  there  was  more  than  his  own  history 
bound  up  in  that  symbol  of  cruelty  and  selfish  violence. 
Man  had  made-  it,  lavishing  on  it  art  and  treasure,  to  drink 
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the  life-blood  of  his  fellows;  and  in  the  end  it  had  only  come 
to  fulfill  its  evil  purpose. 

If  one  may  love  an  inanimate  thing,  or  if  love  and  hatred 
can  mingle,  Victor  Paul  both  loved  and  hated  that  glittering 
object  over  which  the  impartial  firelight  played  in  gleams 
of  pure  color.  It  was  the  conjurer's  wand  that  had  power 
to  roll  back  the  curtain  of  the  present,  to  throw  upon  the 
screen  the  counterfeit  of  all  that  time  had  borne  away  out 
of  reach.  Yes,  he  could  see  that  land  in  vivid  presentment 
the  brighter  sun,  the  bluer  sky;  all  the  subde  nameless 
charm  that  but  one  place  can  hold  for  each  mortal.  Home! 
But  the  time  that  had  made  it  for  him  unreal,  only  the 
picture  on  the  screen,  only  the  vision  that  will  not  fade  from 
the  retina,  had  also  cast  over  it,  when  he  must  see  it,  the 
blight  of  a  tragedy.  So  that  never  more,  even  in  thought, 
could  he  visit  that  beloved  land,  save  in  company  with 
a  hated  guest,  whose  soundless  footsteps  kept  pace  with  his 
own  and  would  not  be  shaken  off. 

In  a  craving  for  even  an  unconscious  companionship 
that  might  help  the  diversion  of  his  thoughts.  Dr.  Paul  drew 
one  of  the  rude  chairs  to  the  side  of  the  placid  sleeper's 
couch.  There  he  seated  himself.  Julian 's  was  a  peaceful 
and  childlike  mien,  relaxed  in  perfect  repose;  his  face  rosy 
with  the  firelight,  looked  boyish  and  sweet.  He  might  have 
the  faults  and  weaknesses  of  the  juvenility  that  had  not 
left  him,  but  his  was  a  conscience  void  of  serious  offense. 

*' Say  that  I  have  abused  your  confidence,  Julian;  that 
what  I  have  done,  that  you  lie  here  asleep,  is  open  to  your 
contempt;  still  it  is  true  that  your  acquaintance,  your  fra- 
ternity, that  is  I  fear  of  unsubstantial  texture,  have  cost  me 
dear.  They  have  cost  me  the  home  I  leftJthis  morning  to 
which  I  can  never  return  in  safety;  they  nave  cost  me  the 
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security  of  my  supposititious  death — ^and  I  may  yet  have  to 
pay  for  them  the  last  and  heaviest  price.  I  broke  up  my 
life  more  completely  than  I  expected  when  I  resolved 
to  grasp  freedom,  whatever  the  forfeit.  Henceforth  I  shall 
be,  whether  the  reprieve  be  long  or  short,  a  homeless,  hunted 
fugitive.  Is  there  any  spot  on  earth  where  I  can  find  a 
refuge  ?  Dare  I  hope  to  discover  in  life  any  interests  to  fill 
those  vacant  spaces  of  which  I  am  always  so  conscious  ? 
Vain  vain  hope!  Dismiss  it!  It  comes  only  to  tantalize! 
Righteous,  avenging  God !  I  admit  the  justice  of  the  pun- 
ishment Thou  hast  visited  upon  me,  but  shall  I  never  find 
in  Thee  hope,  shall  I  never  find  in  Thee  pardon?" 

An  image  of  stone  he  sat  with  uplifted  eyes,  listening, 
listening.   But  there  was  only  silence. 

Darkness  melted  imperceptibly  away.  Cold,  grey  twi- 
light picked  out  slowly  the  circling  hills.  Snowflakes 
drifted  scantily  down.  The  long  storm  was  breaking.  As 
day  grew  broader,  they  almost  stopped;  though  the  skj 
remained  sombre,  brooding  low  over  the  buried  hills. 

Julian  stirred  at  last,  and  Dr.  Paul  went  quickly  to  his 
side. 


CHAPTER  XXra 

''lliat  when  I  waked  I  cried  to  dream  again.** 

Mb.  Cabroll's  solicitous  guardian  felt  curious  to  hear 
what  he  might  have  to  say  on  returning  to  consciousness 
after  so  long  a  period  of  oblivion;  and  in  a  place  so  different 
from  that  he  must  remember  as  his  last  impression  of  the 
life  that  seemed  about  to  forsake  him. 

A  flush  lay  upon  his  cheeks;  and  the  sleep-weighted 
lids  were  but  lazily  lifted  to  let  the  blue  iris  peep  out  Indo- 
lently his  glance  crept  over  the  rough  boards  immediately 
above  him,  forming  the  top  of  his  own  and  the  bottom  of 
the  bunk  above  him;  dully  and  incuriously  it  wandered 
to  the  grimy  rafters  supporting  the  peaked  roof;  then  it 
allowed  itself  to  be  attracted  by  the  fire,  but  only  for  an 
instant.  Finding  wakefulness  iminteresting,  Julian  closed 
his  eyes  again  as  if  to  resume  his  already  long-drawn-out 
slumbers. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Carroll." 

"That  sounds  real  enough,*'  the  determined  sleeper 
muttered. 

"How  would  it  suit  you  to  regard  this  as  a  new  day 
and  to  rise?" 

"No  doubt,"  Julian  murmured  with  lids  stiU  glued  fast, 
"you  fancy  yourself  real  and  not  the  mere  figment  of  a 
dream.  Now  this  looks  like  a  wooden  shed;"  Julian  con- 
ceded so  much  to  waking  impressions;  "still,  I  cannot  be 
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fooled.  I  know  it  to  be  a  delusion.  For  how  in  the  world 
could  I  have  got  into  a  wooden  shed  ?  Impossible,  quite 
impossible!  Why,  see;  only  a  moment  ago  I  was  at  the 
north  pole. 

"A  dream,"  said  Dr.  Paul  persuasively,  "you  will  find 
it  so  if  you  will  but  open  your  eyes." 

"Ah,  yes,"  said  Julian,  "I  am  to  doubt  what  I  saw  with 
my  own  eyes,  though  you  would  like  me  to  accept  this 
imaginary  shed  of  yours  as  a  solid  fa(ft.  But  you  will 
admit  that  it  is  all  a  dream  when  I  tell  you  that  I  even 
imagine  I  smell  coflFee." 

Dr.  Paul,  absent  for  a  moment  from  his  side,  had 
quickly  returned.  "If  you  will  but  open  your  eyes,"  he 
urged  patiently. 

"Oh,  very  well!"  cried  Julian  peevishly,  "if  nothing 
else  will  do  you." 

The  amazement  with  which  he  discovered  a  cup  in  Dr. 
Paul's  hand,  from  which  a  delicate  cloud  of  steam  arose, 
may  have  been  as  genuine  as  it  seemed,  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  incidents  of  that  sort  lost  nothing  by  Jlilian's  treat- 
ment. Victor  oflFered  him  his  glasses  of  which  he  had 
taken  charge.  He  said:  "Shall  I  help  you  up?"  slipping 
an  arm  under  his  shoulder. 

"Am  I  disabled?" 

"Not  that  I  know  of.  You  are  only  a  little  drowsy. 
You  have  not  yet  shaken  oflF — in  fact,  you  are  not  quite 
yourself.     But  drink  this.     It  will  revive  you." 

Julian  perched  dizzily  on  the  edge  of  the  bunk,  daring, 
as  yet,  to  go  no  further.  Objects  around  were  displaying 
an  annoying  tendency  to  dance  and  see-saw. 

"Why,"  he  said,  quaffing  the  cup,  "it  is  coflfee.  You 
are  a  conjurer." 
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"My  'conjuring'  can  be  very  easily  explained." 

Hot,  strong  "cafe-noir"  did  much  to  drive  off  the 
unaccountable  heaviness  and  sense  of  confusion  under 
which  he  labored.  The  laving  of  face  and  hands  in  ice- 
cold  water  which  Dr.  Paul  advised  in  the  most  practical 
way,  that  is  by  presenting  the  means  in  a  glittering  tin 
basin,  did  still  more  to  restore  him.  "You  wait  on  me 
as  if  I  were  a  prince  or  a  kid,"  Julian  remarked,  revelling 
m  4he  refreshing  contact  of  the  cold  water;  "I  am  myself 
again." 

With  the  restoration  of  that  self,  came  back  his  usual 
spirit  of  inquiry.  There  could  be  no  further  doubting 
the  solid  fact  of  this  wooden  shed.  A  mighty  strange 
place  in  which  to  find  himself,  he  who  could  just  dimly 
remember  those  last  wretched  moments  before  he  fell 
asleep  in  the  snow.  Outside,  his  investigating  eyes  could 
find  only  a  white  girdle  of  hills,  and  inside  was  no  one  but 
himself  and  Dr.  Paul. 

"This  beats  me,"  said  the  spectator  of  another  man's 
activities;  "where  are  we,  and  how  in  the  name  of  wonder 
did  we  ever  get  here  ?    How  long  have  we  been  here  ?  " 

"That  is  something  of  a  broadside.  Where  shall  I 
begin?" 

"How  did  we  get  here?" 

"We  got  here — ^but  what  does  that  matter,  since  we  are 
here?" 

"It  matters — some.  But  I  am  uncommonly  glad  to  be 
here,  and  not  in  the  place  I  last  remember — ^how  long  ago  ?" 

"Your — ^last  recollection  probably  dates  back  about 
eight  hours.  That  is  my  estimate,  but,  on  our  arrival  here 
last  night,  I  forgot  to  note  the  exact  time,  so  I  cannot  place 
it  more  accurately." 
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"That  does  well  enough,"  said  Julian,  still  deeply  inter- 
ested to  inquire,  "but  the  strange  thing  is,  that  I  can 
remember  nothing  of  it.  Have  I — ^was  I — ^unconscious — 
all  that  time?" 

"All  that  time,"  Dr.  Paul  replied,  "you  have  been — 
asleep." 

" — ^Asleep?"  Julian  uttered  the  word  with  dubitation. 
Some  pardonable  curiosity  stirred  him  anent  that  deep  and 
protracted  slumber  that  had  endured  through  so  much 
that  might  well  have  broken  it.  He  retained,  too,  a  vivid 
impression  of  the  fantastic,  extravagant  dreams  with  which 
it  had  been  threaded;  at  once  more  fantastic  and  more 
vividly,  painfully  real,  than  his  healthy  dreams  were  wont 
to  be.  But  as  he  never  before  had  had  an  opportunity  to 
become  intimately  acquainted  with  a  snow-drift,  he  could 
not  be  sure  how  far  his  visions  might  have  been  a  dim, 
drowsy  reflection  of  that  unusual  experience  twisted  by 
sleep  into  wild  unrecognizable  shapes. 

"Asleep  ?  "  he  repeated ;  "  Is  it  not  strange  that  I  should 
have — slept — in  that  way?" 

"Cold — and  fatigue  do  induce  drowsiness — as  you  are 
aware." 

"Yes?  You  gave  me  a  dose  of  brandy;  that  I  remem- 
ber," said  the  questioner,  with  a  fugitive,  inquisitive  look 
**but  after  that  I  can  recall  little — ^nothing  clearly." 

"After  that  you  lay  down  in  the  snow  with  an  eviden 
intention  of  remaining  there  for  the  night — or  longer.    The 
hours  we  lose  in  the  blankness  of  sleep  must  remain  blank 
We  cannot  recover  them — so,  why  pursue  the  subject  ?" 

"I  find  it  rather  an  interesting  subject,"  Julian  persisted 
"and  the  matter  is  less  simple  than  it  sounds,  I  fancy.     1 
know  that  I  hardly  expected  to  see  sunrise  again.     To  have 
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brought  me  here — asleep — ^from  dear  knows  where,  was 
no  easy  achievement,  I  am  sure.  I  fall  asleep  in  the  snow — 
in  the  deepest  depths  of  the  woods,  despairing  ever  to  wake 
again.  But  I  do  awake,  delightfully  warm — one  must  fall 
asleep  in  the  snow  to  know  how  delightful  mere  bodily 
warmth  may  be — and  a  cup  of  coflFee  is  ready  for  me, 
synthetised  from  the  original  elements,  apparently. 
Though  I  slept,  some  one  else  must  have  performed  the 
labors  of  a  Hercules.     I  know  that  you  saved  my  life." 

"Having  first  endangered  it — ^as  you  told  me,"  said 
Victor  allowing  himself  the  one  small  reminder. 

Julian  flushed  slightly.  The  recollection,  no  less  of 
his  ill-temper  than  of  the  unheroic  light  in  which  he  had 
chosen  to  exhibit  himself,  did  fairly  shame  him  in  the  cold 
revelation  of  the  morning  after.  Not  even  the  suspicion 
that  attacked  him,  that  Dr.  Paul  had  given  him  a  narcotic, 
could  place  him  in  the  stronghold  of  self-justification. 
He  had  made  himself  so  obnoxious  by  reproach  and  com- 
plaint, that  he  did  not  wonder  that  Dr.  Paul  having  the 
easy  means,  should  have  had  the  will  to  silence  him.  He 
could  not  know  that  it  had  been  the  more  vital  question 
of  their  safety  that  had  forced  the  adoption  of  such  a  plan. 
But  he  had  begun  to  realize  pretty  well  the  sort  of  mental 
coercion  to  which  he  had  been  subjected. 

"I  acknowledge  my  personal  responsibility,"  he  said, 
"I  did  not  really  have  to  come  willy  nilly.  And,  when 
my  own  energies  so  signally  failed,  I  know  well  enough 
what  you  did  in  supplementing  them.  However,  the  debt 
irks  me  not.  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  add  to  it  at  this 
moment    Only  I  fear  it  is  beyond  your  magic." 

"Mention  your  d^ires,  at  least,  and  give  my  ma^c  a 
cbance." 
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"Then  clap  your  hands,  doctor;  or  rub  your  lamp  or  your 
ring;  or  use  any  other  means  by  which  you  work  your  con- 
jurations. Increase  my  obligation  by  supplying  me  with 
breakfast.    I  am  verging  on  starvation.  '* 

"I  am  not  so  improvident  as  you  think  me,"  said  Victor 
rashly;  he  stopped  with  a  queer  look.  The  remark  had 
been  like  a  match  to  a  quick  fuse. 

Julian  recoiled  a  step.  His  mind  had  flashed  back  along 
immediate  past.  The  thing  about  it  all  that  most  aston- 
ished him,  in  that  review,  was  his  own  amazing  dullness. 
Preoccupation  with  his  own  grievance  had  certainly  blunted 
his  wits.  Had  he  really  docilely  accepted  the  theory  of  a 
senseless  whim  to  explain  Dr.  Paul 's  action;  had  he  allowed 
himself  to  be  persuaded  into  believing  that  Dr.  Paul  had 
suddenly  turned  fantastic,  childish,  and  desired  to  amuse 
himself  frolicing  around  in  the  snow  like  a  school-boy  ? 
When  it  was  so  clear  now  that  this  had  never  been  the 
puerile  playing  with  life  it  had  purported  to  be.  Could  any 
other  living  creature  have  managed  him  so?  "But  why, 
why  ?  "  he  thought;  only  to  have  the  answer  flashed,  before 
he  fairly  completed  the  query:  "The  man  in  the  other 
train!"  Julian  was  grave  with  the  sudden  shaking  up  of 
his  beliefs. 

"  Clouding  up  again ! "  thought  Victor;  "are  we  to  have  a 
repetition  of  the  night-before-last  *s  performance  ?  "  But  he 
said  aloud : "  I  think  your  senses  must  have  already  apprised 
you  that  breakfast  is  not  the  remote  prospect  you  feared  it 
Come  and  try  your  luck. " 

"I  have  been  refusing  to  allow  my  senses  to  fool  me  into 
believing  in  anything  so  improbable  as  a  breakfast  in  such 
circumstances.  I  have  taken  it  for  a  pleasant  delusion.  I 
had  quite  made  up  my  mind  to  dine  on  my  boots  like  a  ship- 
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wrecked  mariner.   But  J  see,  with  thankfulness,  that  I  have 
underrated  your  abilities. " 

Contrary  to  Dr.  Paul's  belief,  there  was  in  Julian  not  a 
shadow  of  turning  towards  his  stand  of  two  nights  ago  to 
account  for  his  gravity.  He  was  merely  trying  to  find  his 
bearings.  He  was  troubled  with  a  sense  of  upheaval,  of 
resuming  life  after  a  full  stop.  To  start  out  on  a  foray  into 
the  woods  of  winter,  with  no  aim  in  view  save  a  foolish  ad- 
venturing; to  imagine  himself  lost,  hovering  on  the  verge  of 
another  world;  and,  apparently,  to  have  crossed  over;  such 
had  been  Mr.  Carroll 's  experience.  And  on  coming  back 
from  oblivion,  his  outlook  was  almost  as  radically  changed 
as  if  the  dreaded  transmigration  had  really  taken  place. 
Instead  of  the  wild  adventure  with  which  he  had  been  so 
impatient,  there  was  grim  peril  whose  nature  was  made 
known  by  the  rashness  of  the  expedient  for  eluding  it.  It- 
was  the  man,  the  i^tumine,  malicious  man,  in  the  other 
train  who  somehow  brought  it.  Hatred,  menace,  worst  of 
all,  wicked  triumph  had  he  read  in  that  face,  though  so 
briefly  seen.  Was  it  only  now  that  he  so  interpreted  it? 
No;  it  had  been  equally  distinct  at  the  occurrence  but  the 
courage,  the  defiance,  with  which  Dr.  Paul  had  met  the 
threat  had  neutralized  it,  making  it  a  challenge  between 
two  equally  matched.  But  how  different  did  it  look  now 
that  Dr.  Paul  had  fled!  Fled,  and  so  put  himself  at  once 
in  the  wrong.  But  Julian  did  not  falter.  If  events 
appeared  to  throw  an  evil  light  on  Victor  Paul,  events  were 
liars  whom  Victor  Paul 's  life  and  actions  easily  refuted. 

Julian  pushed  away  the  tin  cup  and  plate  from  which 
fastidious  wight  that  he  was,  he  had  this  morning  willingly 
taken  food.  It  had  been  a  silent  meal;  but  Julian  had  been 
too  engrossed  in  his  thoughts  to  notice  that  Dr.  Paul  had 
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been  quiet  as  himself.  Dr.  Paul  was  not  without  curiosity, 
anxiety,  to  know  the  result  of  Julian's  long  cogitations. 
But  he  had  done  all  he  could  and  now  awaited  the  outcome 
tranquilly. 

Julian  looked  up.  "I  am  in  your  debt,"  he  said  with 
emphasis,  "remember,  I  admit  it  to  the  uttermost." 

"  For  what  ?    For  a  breakfast  of  scanty  pattern  ?  " 

"The  breakfast  did  well  enough/'  said  Julian,  "if  it 
lacked  anything  I  never  missed  it.  It  does  one  good  to  get 
thoroughly  hungry  for  once.  But  I  do  not  limit  my  grati- 
tude to  that." 

"Gratitude!  the  word  is  too  large  for  the  occasion.  I 
owed  you  a  breakfast.  I  think  on  the  whole  I  come  out 
ahead  in  the  transaction,  since  I  shared  the  breakfast. " 

"Not  at  all,"  said  the  innocuous  schemer,  "and  I  want 
to  tell  you  that  I  hereby  resign  as  commander  of  the  expedi- 
tion. The  office  is  so  clearly  yours,  by  force  of  merit,  that  I 
should  not  have  the  conscience  to  retain  it.  You  conduct 
your  campaign  with  a  dash  that  puts  my  conservatism 
right  out  of  the  game.    Henceforth  you  are  guide. " 

"I  have  no  wish  to  be  guide. " 

"Guide  you  shall  be  nevertheless.  Wherever  you  go  I 
shall  follow  without  cavil.  And  let  me  say  something  else. 
I  may  be  wrong  in  thinking  there  is  any  occasion  for  it. 
Perhaps  my  imagination  is  running  wild.  But  suppose  a 
contingency  in  which  the  services  of  a  devoted  ally  might 
count,  it  can  do  no  harm  to  say  that  you  could  depend  on 
me. 

Julian's  openness  and  good  faith  were  too  apparent  alto- 
gether to  miss  their  mark.  But  if  they  touched  Victor,  they 
did  not  quite  reassure  him.  His  was  a  tenacious  mind  and 
Julian  had  imprinted  upon  it  too  deeply  the  picture  of  a 
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sudden  hostility  arising  from  an  inadequate  cause.  But 
Dr.  Paul,  if  not  responsive,  was  always  considerate;  the 
reply  was  but  a  moment  delayed*  "Your  oflfer  is  one  that  I 
shall  most  gratefully  accept, "  a  perceptible  pause,  "if  upon 
occasion  it  shall  be  renewed. " 

Julian  scrutinized  the  firm  features;  but  he  quickly  under 
stood.  Dr.  Paul  was  simply  leaving  for  him  a  loophole 
of  escape  in  that  possible  future  emergency  when  this  obli- 
gation might  fall  due.  Conscious  of  his  own  int^rily  of 
purpose  and  troubled  with  no  misgivings  as  to  his  own  sta- 
bility, Julian  saw  in  this  reservation,  nothing  personal,  but 
only  an  abounding  spirit  of  fairness  that  would  allow  no 
imperfectly  understood  risks.  It  was  fortunate  for  himself 
that  he  could  so  understand  it 

"I  shall  never  repudiate  the  bond,  now  or  in  the  future, " 
he  replied  with  emphasis;  and  was  content  there  to  leave  the 
subject.  Meddling  in  this  vital  personal  matter  could  not 
be  too  delicately  touched. 

He  jumped  up  and  opened  the  door.  The  first  thing  he 
saw  was  the  suspended  box  in  which,  without  his  own 
knowledge,  he  had  come  down  the  hill  last  night.  It  had 
had  time  to  be  loaded  again  with  snow,  lying  lightly,  with 
sparkling  crystals  distinct.  "Aha!"  he  cried  with  triumph 
"the  manner  of  the  trick  grows  plain.  Did  you  make  that 
yourself?**  But  that  idle  question  neither  deserved  nor  re- 
ceived an  answer.  Julian  went  on:  "At  any  rate  I  shall 
give  up  anxiety  for  the  future  while  I  am  in  company  with 
luck's  own  favorite.  Fancy  your  finding  such  a  means  at 
hand  for  your  need  after  getting  into  such  a  scrape. " 

"You  seem  to  be  sure  of  the  means.  What  evidence  have 
you?** 

"Dr   Paul,"  said  Julian,  "I  distinctly  see  two  ridges 
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where  you  ploughed  your  way  down  that  hillside.    Do  you 
deny  it? *' 

"  I  am  not  on  the  stand. " 

Julian  was  peering  around  with  great  interest.  He 
even  stepped  down  into  the  snow  the  better  to  pursue  his 
investigations.  "Where  are  we?  Of  course  you  don't 
know;  and  judging  from  the  utter  solitude  and  stillness 
of  the  place  there  is  not  another  living  soul,  not  even  an 
animate  creature  within  twenty  miles. " 

"I  hope  you  can  overcome  your  dislike  of  solitude  to  en 
dure  it  patiently  at  least  for  today. ' ' 

"For  a  day  ?  We  should  do  well  to  escape  in  a  day!  I 
expect  we  shall  figure  in  'a  mysterious  disappearance',  you 
and  I.  How  I  envy  my  brother  quill-drivers  the  chance  to 
write  it  up!  *  Vanished  into  thin  air'  a  distinguished  physi- 
cian and  a  well-known  newspaper  man!  And  you,  Doctor 
what  will  your  patients  say  when  you  fail  to  reappear  at  the 
appointed  time?" 

"I  shall  not  hazard  a  guess  as  to  that.  But  one  thing  I 
allow  myself  to  hope:  That  we  shall  furnish  no  'copy '  for 
'The  Thunderbolt*  admired  and  venerated  though  that 
sheet  may  be. " 

"I  fear,"  the  representative  of  the  sheet  objected,  "that 
your  alleged  veneration  for  *The  Thunderbolt'  is  the  hol- 
lowest  kind  of  a  sham;  else  you  would  be  aware  that  the 
honor  of  furnishing  copy  for  its  columns  is  worth  leaving 
one's  bones  to  bleach  here  in  this  wilderness.  And,  really, 
what  else  can  we  reasonably  expect  ? — lost  in  an  ocean  of 
snow,  with  the  nearest  habitation  unguessable  miles  away." 

Dr.  Paul  did  not  answer  this  evident  suggestion.  As  to 
the  inaccessibility  of  their  retreat  he  had  better  information, 
little  chance  of  Julian  finding  his  way  out  of  that  labyrinth 
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of  snow;  or  of  any  one  else  finding  his  way  in;  unless,  like 
himself,  he  could  buy  the  clue.  If  that  were  purchasable  for 
a  second  time,  then  he  was  cooped  up  here  for  his  enemy's 
convenience.  But  why  borrow  trouble  over  that  chance! 
Meantime  Carroll  was  looking  around  with  condescending 
approval.  "Not  such  a  bad  little  cell,  with  that  splendid 
fire;  and  since  you  have  tidied  it  up.  But  at  the  risk  of 
seeming  a  harper  on  one  string,  I  must  remind  you  that 
*man  cannot  live  without  dining';  and,  so  far  as  I  can 
discover,  the  place  is  quite  bare,  except  for  a  few  dishes. " 

"The  faith  that  was  to  see  you  through,  will,  I  see,  bear 
very  little  strain. " 

"I  believe  in  works  too.  I  always  find  my  faith  stronger 
for  something  I  can  touch,  taste  or  handle. " 

Dr.  Paul  went  to  the  side  of  the  chinmey.  Placed  verti^ 
cally  upon  the  logs  that  formed  the  cabin  wall,  were  three 
boards,  across  whose  width  the  mantel  shelf  extended;  mak- 
ing it  appear  part  of  its  own  fabric. 

"I  will  ease  your  mind  by  showing  you  my  'treasure- 
trove'.*' 

He  rested  a  hand  on  the  edge  nearer  the  chimney 
and  with  a  strong  pressure  shoved  all  three  aside.  Sliding 
from  under  the  shelf,  they  revealed  the  presence,  under  the 
boards,  of  a  cupboard  most  ingeniously  concealed  in  the 
wall  of  the  hut  itself;  that  to  one  without  the  special  know- 
ledge to  find  it,  might  have  remained  hidden  indefinitely. 
Here  reposed  some  tins  and  boxes,  representing  a  provision 
against  famine. 

Mr.  Carroll  looked  neither  so  relieved,  nor  so  delighted, 
as  he  should  have  done  at  this  conclusive  answer  to  his  ques- 
tion. He  surveyed  it  in  a  particularly  sober  silence.  Dr. 
Paul  looked  equally  serious,  as  if  defying  the  most  suspic- 
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ious  person  alive  to  make  anything  of  it  save  a  happy  acci- 
dent. 

Unfortunately  for  concord,  Julian  was  suddenly  bent  on 
nuiking  more  of  it.  Hitherto,  he  had  been  amiable  and  ac- 
quiescent— and  forgiving;  but  this  was  too  much.  "'Trea- 
sure-trove M  "  his  voice  was  acid,  "'treasure-trove!'  Really 
your  luck  is  phenomenal.  It  would  make  Fortunatus  sing 
small." 

"There  are  our  resources.  Reckon  them  up,  if  you  like 
and  judge  for  yourself  how  long  they  will  last. " 

"Your  explanation  is  not  explanatory, "  said  Julian;"you 
allot  me  a  j)oor  role — one  kept  in  the  dark.  Yet  I  am  a 
docile  pupil  though  you  refuse  me  the  key  to  the  mystery. " 
Victor  saw  that  for  some  reason  the  disclosure  he  had 
expected  would  satisfy  Carroll  had  very  much  rubbed  him 
the  wrong  way.  He,  too,  acted  sometimes  on  impulse. 
It  was  an  unlucky  impulse  enough  that  led  him  to  proflfer 
to  Julian  the  key  with  which  last  night  he  had  opened  the 
cabin  door.  Carroll  laughed  at  a  quick  response  to  a 
purely  figurative  demand.  But  the  tag  attached  to  the  bit 
of  iron  revealed  its  identity.  There  was  a  flare  of  color  to 
his  face,  a  look  of  swift  indictment.  He  flung  the  key  to  the 
table  and  going  to  a  window,  ostentatiously  turned  his  back. 
"Is  not  that  key  enough?'*  asked  Victor  wondering. 
The  change  was  so  sudden  after  apparent  acquiescence  in 
all  that  had  been  done. 

But  Julian  deigned  no  answer.  He  had  at  a  flash  ac- 
quired a  full-fledged  grievance,  that  choked  him  with  its 
anger — and  yes,  its  hurt.  The  closet,  the  key,  representing 
the  final  evidence  as  to  the  extent  to  which  he  had  been 
duped,  swept  off  all  his  patience.  But  it  was  the  full 
revelation  of  Dr.  Paul 's  distrust  of  his  good-fellowship  thot 
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had  power  to  touch  him  to  the  quick.  He  knew  that  he 
had  not  deserved  it;  and  he  ahnost  foigot  that  he  had  made 
it  appear  that  he  did. 

For  a  hot  moment  or  two  he  regrrtted  his  recent  pledge  of 
allegiance,  given  unsought  It  only  amounted,  he  bitterly 
reflected,  to  bestowing  himself  cheap  upon  one  who  scorned 
the  gift. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

*In  rage  deaf  as  sea,  hasty  as  fire.** 

Julian  was  not  of  a  sulky  disposistion.  There  was  peace 
and  apparent  concord  in  the  snow-buried  hut  as  night  drew 
on.  Julian's  temper  had  flamed  and  died;  but  the  sense  of 
injury  was  simply  lying  low,  kept  out  of  sight  because  it  was 
so  sore  a  thing.  He  wondered  as  to  their  inmiediate  destiny 
and  the  duration  of  their  stay  here;  but  he  would  not  ask. 

Night  was  dimming  the  glen  and  a  star  or  two  already 
glittered  in  a  pale  purple  sky,  when  Victor  drew  the  shut- 
ters over  the  small  square  windows  to  shut  out  the  moon  and 
the  peaceful  night. 

"The  snow  has  been  melting  a  good  deal,  T  think,"  he 
said,  "and  to-morrow  we  shall — ^find  it  possible  to  escape 
from  our  imprisonment. " 

"Do  you  find  it  so — oppressive  ?*' 

"I  ?    Oh,  no;  it  is  an  eflFort  to  enter  into  your  feelings. " 

"You  are  the  model  of  a  sympathetic  friend,**  Julian 
replied  with  sarcasm;  "but  we  started  out  for  what  might 
befall  us,  and  should  take  it  as  it  comes.  One*s  patience 
ought  to  be  sustaining  through  a  few  days  imprisonment,  or 
what  is  it  worth?** 

"Very  little;  but  since  it  was  my — ^freak — ** 

"Freak  ?  "  put  in  Julian  in  a  colorless  tone. 

"Sinceit  was  my  freak  that  placed  you  in  a  situation  so 
little  to  your  taste,  I  am  anxious  that  it  shall  not  last  to  the 
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point  of  utter  weariness.  So — in  any  event  I  set  to-morrow 
as  the  limit  of  endurance. " 

Julian  lapsed  into  silence,  overcome  by  the  lassitude  of 
recent  exhaustion,  whose  effects,  slept  on  though  it  had 
been,  still  lingered ;  and  present  complete  repose.  He  stared 
at  the  fascinating  dance  of  the  fire,  thinking  dreamily 
that  there  might  easily  be  worse  places  for  a  sojourn  than  a 
hut  buried  in  the  snow  in  the  maze  of  a  mountain  fastness. 
Then  stole  a  look  at  his  companion.  Where  was  Dr.  Paul: 
Not  here,  in  mind,  but  wandering  in  some  far  distant  place 
whither  the  forgotten  Julian  could  not  follow. 

He  was  in  fact  taking  thought  for  the  inunediate  future. 
It  was  to  the  flaw  in  his  enemy's  tactics  that  he  owed 
even  his  present  measure  of  safety.  But  though  the  foe  did 
start  in  with  a  handicap,  his  advantages  remained  too  great 
to  allow  any  delusions  on  Victor's  part  as  to  the  end.  It 
was  to  him  only  a  question  of  the  length  of  the  interval — and 
a  final  escape  by  one  gate.  But  hoping  no  more,  he  did 
hope  and  wish  to  lengthen  that  interval  as  greatly  as  he 
might.  At  any  rate,  he  was  so  far  ahead  that  the  enemy 
knew  neither  his  name  nor  Julian's — even  if  in  that  mo- 
ment of  astoundment  and  gloating  fury  he  had  contrived  to 
carry  away  any  impress  of  Julian  at  all.  But  as  to  his  own 
name — ^well,  he  knew  that  it  was  ill  contrived  for  this  crisis; 
and  should  it  fall  under  the  eyes  of  this  too  familiar  foe,  it 
must  prove  too  easy  a  riddle.  But  the  thread  that  the  enemy 
must  pick  up  was  a  slender,  well-concealed  one  and  its 
slightness  meant  so  much  respite.  Desperation  learns  the 
full  value  of  the  present  moment. 

But  the  observant  Julian,  in  the  fancied  inmiunity  of  Dr. 
Paul's  abstraction,  had  allowed  his  attention  to  dwell  too 
fixedly.   The  sombre  eyes  met  his  own. 
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"Have  a  cigar, "  Julian  invited,  deeply  annoyed  at  being 
convicted  of  the  social  crime  of  staring. 

"Thank you;  no." 

"Be  sociable,"  sheer  idle  perversity  uiged;  "there  is 
nothing  so  sociable  as  the  weed. " 

"I  shall  forego  sociability,  then  if  'the  weed*  be  a  neces- 
sary part. " 

At  this  point  unluckily  Julian's  familiar,  waxing  strong 
in  idleness,  came  into  full  possession.  By  nature  an  incor- 
rigible and  most  exasperating  tease,  neither  grace  nor  ex- 
perience had  yet  acquired  sufficient  strength  to  root  out  the 
propensity.  And  if  a  certain  awe  had  hitherto  whole- 
somely influenced  his  relations  with  Dr.  Paul,  increasing 
familiarity  tended  to  overcome  it. 

"For mercy's  sake,"  he  pleaded  with  as  much  earnest- 
ness as  if  his  own  happiness  or  comfort  did  depend  on  it, 
"don't  be  such  a  very  good  little  boy.  You  put  me  to 
shame,  and  I  don't  like  the  sensation.  Let  strict  ethics 
frown  upon  your  conduct  for  once  If  only  for  variety's 
sake." 

"That,"  the  victim-to-be  remarked,  "sounds  something 
like  an  invitation  from  The  Tempter.  I  am  sure  I  never 
suggested  that  a'question  of  ethics  was  involved ;  though  the 
risks  you  are  taking  can  hardly  be  r^arded  as  right.  One 
thing  is  certain;  I  should  only  be  doing  my  duty  in  telling 
you  in  the  strongest  terms  that  you  smoke  a  great  deal  more 
than  is  good  for  you.  You  have  been  so  engaged  almost  in- 
cessantly to-day.  Instead  of  encouraging  your  excess  by 
becoming  an  accomplice,  I  should  like  to  have  authority  to 
make  you  stop  altogether.  It  is  bad  for  eyes  like  yours,  and 
nerves  like  yours. " 

"Carrying war  into  the  enemy's  country,  eh ?"  queried 
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Jtilinn;  "I  iupposc  I  have  been  at  it  pretty  steadily;  but  it 
comvH  of  liaving  no  other  occupation.  However,  you  will 
not  long  l>c  diaturbed  by  the  spectacle  of  my  iniquity;  the 
mipply  will  not  hold  out  at  this  rate.  I  suppose  you  could 
not  ro-stcM'k  nie  out  of  your  secret  storehouse?" 

•*  I  would  not  if  I  could,  be  sure. " 

*'()li,  ho,  you  ore  a  disobliging  fellow!  If  I  thought 
thi^n^  wort^  any  there  we  should  have  a  fight  for  it.  Down 
witli  tyranny !  *'  Perhaps  it  was  a  desire  on  his  part  to  carry 
th«*  war  into  the  enemy's  country  that  dictated  his  next 
t|UfVNtion.  **  What  were  you  thinking  about  in  such  absorp- 
tion?" Thoughtless  as  he  was,  he  was  not  obtuse.  He 
would  have  rei^alletl  the  question  if  he  could  have  done  so. 
Togi>  on  was  easier  tlian  to  stop.  **I'll  offer  you  all  the 
way  Uve  cents  for  j-our  thoughts.  I  am  sure  they  were 
intf  resiling,  *' 

*'\\ni  wt^uld  find  them  a  particularly  bad  bargain." 

**Oh»  let  the  puit^haser  Ix*  the  judge  of  that, "  the  hituous 
UvruienI  iiisi;itteil«  *\*ertainly  tbey  were  engnx<;sing.  For  the 
la»l  half-hour  j\m  ha\*e  l>etni  so  still,  you  might  have  been — 
IHMing  f\ur  a  :i4atue.  PerhafVi^  as  a  matter  of  fad.  you  did 
kiH^w  Ik^w  $latueeM)ue  \^hi  kHJcei)  against  a  hackground  ad- 
miniMy  a\U)4e\)  K^  {uvhIuw  the  be$l  effect— though  I  akme 
wa»  Kwre  t\^  a\)mif^. " 

^\V^f^  \xm  attetuj^itt^  tv^  charge  me  with  contemptible 
pet«Mia)  v^uiity  ?  ^*  a^e^)  Victw  with  asperity. 

iuhan  blew  a  ^ukJ^c  nu^  i^tv^  the  air  with  an  exaspent- 
^r  Im^  ^WK!"^  he  .s^K  ^^1  haw  $tnK*  fire.  I  hate 
Rmand  ActuUec^'  heet  Vain?  Why  my  vlear  Avtor.  when 
«  naaiii  Was  ;jtMct(  an  ixKhibitahle  r«:ht  tv^  be  vain  he  wouU 
be  ttK^ct^  tbuau  Kutuatt  if  he  wetre  iJo<.  ^" 

^If  in  awMMt^  yvtt  Iv^  be  faceUoo^  at  aiy  expeQ.:se'.  I  :$up- 
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pose,  in  the  circumstances,  I  ought  to  be  willing  to  serve  as 
a  target.  Still  I  must  say  that  the  mode  of  your  attack  is 
not — endurable.  No  man  can  help  his  personal  appear- 
ance. Since  I  am  not  responsible  for  mine,  perhaps  you 
will  kindly  forbear  your  gibes. " 

"Gibes?"  said  Julian,  "gibes,  indeed!  That  is  no  fair 
name  for  my  sincere  homage  to  your  superior  beauty.  ** 

"You  forget  to  whom  you  are  speaking!"  his  voice 
lowered  with  its  intensity.  Then  he  checked  the  further 
expression  of  his  displeasure  with  a  strong  eflFort.  "I  am  at 
a  loss,  I  will  confess,  Mr.  Carroll,  to  understand  why  you 
attack  me  in  this  way.  Unless  you  are  merely  practising 
for  a  more  appreciative  audience  ?  " 

"Not  at  all,"  persisted  the  nuisance,  "audience  or  no 
audience,  appreciative  or  not,  I  maintain  and  shall  main- 
tain Dr.  Paul 's  right  to  be  called  beautiful  and  nothing 
less." 

If  Julian  sought  relief  for  the  grudge  that  was  sticking  at 
the  back  of  his  mind,  there  was,  at  worst,  no  very  malign 
intention  working  in  him.  He  was  willing  to  annoy  Dr. 
Paul  a  little,  but  he  by  no  means  expected  to  annoy  him  so 
much.  Though  he  so  well  knew  Julian's  propensity  and 
that  he  was  trying  to  irritate  him  Victor  gave  way  to  the 
surge  of  that  fierce  temper  against  which  a  prolonged  strug- 
gle had  not  completely  fortffied  him.  Abruptly  he  started 
to  his  feet.  It  was  a  conflagration  that  in  a  moment  had 
burst  into  uncontrollable  intensity.  Never  had  the  more 
equable  onlooker  beheld  such  a  vivid  embodiment  of  pure 
ire.    For  once  he  was  startled  to  silence. 

Perhaps  Carroll's  aspect  of  unqualified  astonishment 
before  the  turmoil  he  had  so  unthinkingly  evoked,  more 
quickly  than  anything  else  could  have  done,  brought  Victor 
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to  his  senses.  The  bright  flush  faded  as  acute  shame  cast 
out  the  demon  of  rage.  Was  he  never  to  be  exorcised,  then, 
this  bosom  fiend  ? — who  brought  terror  as  well  as  shame  in 
his  train* 

In  a  moment  he  had  vanished  from  the  hut. 

A  futile  self-disgust  stung  the  aggressor,  now  that  the 
petty  deed  was  done,  and  he  had  succeeded  in  thoroughly 
breaking  up  Dr.  Paul 's  tranquillity.  Conscience  goaded 
him  to  follow,  to  make  amends  as  abjectly  as  he  felt.  But 
his  shrinking  was  intense.  He  dreaded  to  intrude.  He 
made  a  few  aimless,  uncertain  steps  about,  hoping  that 
Dr.  Paul's  speedy  return  would  relieve  his  anxiety. 

"*By  that  sin  fell  the  angels,*"  he  muttered,  "is  this  the 
real  clue  to  his  past  ?  This  was  lying  under  that  outer 
shell  of  quiet;  this,  a  very  volcano !  But  what  on  earth  did 
I  say  to  produce  such  an  explosion  ?  Had  he  not  so 
quickly  regained  himself  Julian  Carroll  would  have  been 
struck  by  lightning.*' 

His  lagging  footsteps  brought  him  to  the  door.  Reluc- 
tant as  he  felt  to  face  the  victim  of  his  petty  amusement, 
that  weakness  must  be  put  aside.  He  pressed  the  latch. 
The  splendor  of  the  moonlight  flooded  the  glen.  Dr..  Paul 
was  standing  by  a  black  and  silver  stream  near  the  hut. 
The  water  shivered  to  sparkling  foam  over  the  little 
broken  dam;  splashing  noisily  upon  the  stones,  before 
taking  its  rapid  tuneful  way  downward  between  white 
banks. 

"Aren't  you  coming  in,  out  of  the  cold  ?"  asked  Julian 
awkwardly,  finding  no  more  specific  expression  for  his 
repentance.     "Do  come  in!'* 

Dr.  Paul  would  greatly  have  preferred  to  be  let 
alone.    But  neither  dignity,  nor  the  fairness  that  must 
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take  cognizance  of  a  genuine  regret,  could  countenance 
refusal. 

Once  within,  Julian's  impetuosity  immediately  broke 
bonds.  "Forgive  my  senseless  impertinence,  if  you  can," 
he  begged  ingenuously,  "I  am  ashamed  of  myself.  ** 

"I  have  been  equally  at  fault;  such  a  display  of  temper 
was  quite  uncalled  for,"  responded  Victor  with  cold  cour- 
tesy. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

''Nay  but  make  haste,  the  better  foot  before." 

The  sun  was  shining  in  the  open  window  the  next  morn- 
ing when  Julian  woke.  The  momentary  confusion  incident 
to  strange  surroundings  quickly  passed;  then  he  knew  that 
the  notion  that  he  heard  voices  outside  was  not  as  daft  as  it 
first  appeared.  For  he  did  hear  a  strange  voice  say:  "He 
sent  you  this,  sir,  and  I  was  to  look  you  up. " 

This,  in  an  eventless  place,  being  an  excitement,  Julian 
rose  in  great  haste  and  got  him  to  the  door,  which  he  threw 
open.  Dr.  Paul  stood  outside  with  the  sheet  of  an  open  let- 
ter in  his  hand.  Close  by,  looking  on  with  frank,  bucolic 
curiosity,  appeared  a  stalwart  mountaineer  and  a  youth  of 
seventeen  or  thereabouts.  Both  turned  with  friendly  inter- 
est to  the  newcomer,  but  Julian,  with  the  most  cursory  re- 
sponse, could  but  devote  his  attention  to  Dr.  Paul  and  the 
letter  that  had  so  strangely  found  him  in  this  hidden  place; 
and  he  did  not  even  pretend  to  hide  it. 

"We  are  not  beyond  the  postman's  reach,"  he  said, 
"though  it  did  look  yesterday  as  if  we  had  shut  ourselves 
oflF  from  all  the  world. " 

"The  letter  has  found  us  at  all  events, "  Victor  answered, 
wishing  that  his  companion  had  been  less  prompt  in  wak- 
ing. He  would  have  preferred  to  read  the  letter  free  from 
espionage,  however  friendly.    He  had  half-folded  with  a 

'214 


TANTALUS  215 

vain  impulse  to  conceal  it.  Vain,  indeed !  He  unfolded 
the  missive  and  went  on. 

It  brought  relief  to  his  inamediate  anxieties.  The  helper 
who  had  procured  foi-  him  this  sanctuaiy  had  not  failed 
Victor  Paul.  How  comforting  was  this  assurance.  His  in- 
stinctive reliance  on  the  plain  honest  soul  had  not  misled 
him.  The  writer  made  no  secret  of  the  strong  lean  of  his 
sympathies  as  between  the  foes,  now  that  he  had  had  a 
chance  to  compare  them.  Perhaps  that  arrogant  enemy,  to 
his  undoing,  had  been  too  secure  of  his  imagined  superior- 
ity in  a  place  where  he  was  unable  to  realize  that  his  pre- 
tensions were  as  naught.  At  least  he  had  neglected  to  take 
account  of  Victor  Paul 's  ability  to  win  devotion. 

In  this  matter,  too,  had  the  freakish  god  of  luck  been 
with  the  fugitive  that  his  ally  had  at  once  the  wit  and  the  un- 
suspected opportunity  as  the  postmaster  of  the  little  village 
to  dispatch  this  warning  across  the  hills  by  another  route, 
that  the  road  by  which  they  had  come  might  remain  un- 
tracked  as  the  storm  had  left  it.  The  due  led  only  to  the 
submei^ed  train  and  there  was  lost. 

"I  worried  some  about  you,  sir, "  the  letter  said,  "but  as 
you  had  the  spunk  to  try  it  I  am  hoping  that  you  got 
thi'ough.  I  am  glad  that  you  got  away  when  you  did  if  I 
did  oppose  you  at  the  time.  I  see  now  there  want  no  other 
way.  Not  that  he  said  much  or  told  much,  but  I  didn't 
like  him  for  nothing.  If  he  could  do  anybody  harm,  he  'd 
do  it  and  be  glad.  My  brother-in-law  that  fetches  this  will 
show  you  another  way  out  so  you  needn't  come  this  way  at 
all.*'  A  few  more  sentences,  some  hearty  good  wishes 
brought  the  document  to  a  close. 

Julian's  undisguised  interest  in  the  letter  did  not  lead 
Dr.  Paul  to  share  it.    "A  few  words  from  our  host  of  the 
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night  before  last,"  he  said  and  replacing  it  in  its  cover,  he 
put  it  away. 

Julian's  lips  twisted  themselves  into  a  slightly  sarcastic 
grimace.  "  Our  host  of  the  night  before  last "  who  had  sent 
them  off  on  a  supposedly  goalless  journey  had  had  singu- 
larly little  trouble  in  finding  them. 

"The  person  on  whom  you  were  to  *  depend '  ?  Ah,  I  see! 
Well,  I  hope  he  lias  proven  dependable — ^and  that  all  is 
weU." 

Since  Dr.  Paul  believed  it  true  in  a  temporary  sense  he 
answered  that  all  was  well;  and  added  that  they  could  now 
leave  at  any  time. 

"I  am  satisfied,"  said  Julian,  "but  I  suppose  we  shall 
stop  to  breakfast?" 

"Been  enjoyin'  yourself?"  questioned  the  mountaineer. 
He  looked  infinitely  sarcastic  and  sceptical  as  he  put  the 
query,  while  he  proceeded  to  answer  himself. 

"There  aint  no  accountin'  for  tastes,"  he  opined  sen- 
tentiously,  "some  likes  one  thing,  some  another.  You  haint 
even, "  as  trying  to  find  a  show  of  reason,  "a  gun  with  you  ?' 

"No,  I  fear  we  forgot  the  guns.  What  is  there  to  shoot, 
by  chance?" 

"Bear  sometimes,  or  deer;  wild  fowl  in  season;  some- 
times a  wild  cat.  And  I've  heered  of  a  painter  once  in  a 
coon 's  age. " 

"Hum;  that  sounds  like  quite  a  goodly  array  of  game," 
observed  the  city  man,  whose  surroundings  and  education 
in  life  had  been  such  that  he  was  guiltless  of  bloodshed  of 
man  or  beast;  nor  had  his  tastes  and  ambitions  ever  been  so 
directed. 

"Yes,"  the  visitor  pursued,  "the  men  what  owns  this 
camp  comes  here  to  hunt — ^aind  to  fish,  different  times. " 
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"Do  they  ?  Yes,  I  fancy  I  have  been  told  or  guessed 
something  of  the  kind.  No;  now  I  remember,  I  saw  it 
written  on  the  wall — ^the  camp  of  the  *big  eight'  and  some 
names  in  which  I  was  much  interested. " 
"YeS;  ^i^;  that's  them, "  said  the  man  with  a  grin. 
"Well,"  Julian  said,  "though  we  have  been  occupying 
I  their  camp,  we  did  not  come  to  hunt.  Still,  how  would  this 
[   do  ? "    He  exhibited  a  revolver. 

I      "Rrst  rate  to  shoot  quick, "  answered  the  visitor  with 
!    approval;  but  Dr.  Paul  looked  on  with  surprise. 

"I  had  no  idea  that  you  thought  it  necessary  to  go 
!   anaed, "  he  said. 

"Formidable  looking  weapon  is  it  not?'*  returned  Mr. 
Caroll  sarcastically;  with  a  twist  he  broke  the  two  parts 
asunder  displaying  an  empty  cylinder;  "I  keep  this  at  hand 
for  those  few  occasions  when  I  find  it  necessary  to  go  armed, 
ft  has  happened  at  times.  Yesterday  as  an  after  thought,  I 
stuck  it  into  my  pocket.  I  had  no  time  to  load  it  and  I  sus- 
pect it  was  just  as  well,  in  the  later  course  of  events.  I  have 
cartridges  and  can  remedy  the  omission,  if  you  like. " 

"I have  no  wishes  in  the  matter."  Dr.  Paul  then  ad- 
dressed himself  to  the  messenger:  "Is  not  the  snow  very 
deep  ?    How,  then,  did  you  manage  to  reach  us  ?  '* 

"We'uns  waded  up  the  run,"  the  man  replied,  drawing 
attention  to  the  long  waterproof  boots  which  both  he  and 
the  boy  wore. 

"Ah yes,"  said  Julian,  "that  was  all  very  well  for  you 
but  Dr.  Paul  and  I  have  no  boots.  So  how  shall  we  go  back 
With  you?" 

Deaf  to  the  question,  the  man  looked  with  sudden  eager 
interest  from  one  to  the  other.     "Who  did  you  say?" 
"Said  ?     I  said  'Dr.  Paul '. "  Julian  returned 
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The  anxious  eyes  fixed  themselves  on  Victor 's  face.  **  Oh 
sir,  are  you  a  doctor  ?  " 

**  I  am  a  doctor;  have  you  need  of  my  services  ?  " 

The  rough  man  took  oflF  his  hat  reverently.  "See  how  it 
turns  out !  Yes,  we  'uns  do  need  you,  we  do  need  a  doctor 
I  think  the  good  Ix)rd  must  have  sent  you. " 

This  was  not  very  enlightening  but  the  vibration  of 
emotion  in  his  voice  accounted  for  his  incoherence. 

Dr.  Paul  became  all  the  physician.  "Is  some  member  of 
your  family  ill  ?  "  he  questioned  patiently. 

"  I  've  a  mighty  sick  little  gal  at  home, "  the  answer  came 
"since  yesterday  she  has  been  wild  and  flighty  like.  I'd 
thought  to  go  for  a  doctor  early;  but  it  is  ten  miles  to  the 
nearest,  and  Harkins  was  so  anxious  like  that  I  should  hunt 
you  up,  I  thought  I'd  best  come  after  you  first.  Now  meb- 
be—" 

"I  shall  be  glad  to  go  at  once.  Could  you,"  to  Julian 
"take  breakfast  of  some  sort  on  the  way  ?  There  are  bis 
cuits— " 

"Let  breakfast  go,"  said  Julian  brusquely;  "you  have 
had  none  yourself,  and  I  suppose  I  can  postpone  it  equally 
\vell." 

Upon  this  doughty  declaration  from  Carroll  it  was  de- 
cide<l  that  nothing  need  prevent  an  immediate  start  for  the 
mountaineer's  home,  which  he  said  was  five  miles  away. 
"I  make  but  one  condition,"  interposed  the  sybarite,  "and 
that  is  that  no  one  need  expect  me  to  wade  that  icy  stream. ' 

"  Don 't  you  worry, "  returned  the  guide, "  I  wouldn  't  ask 
you  to  do  that.  I  've  got  something  here  that  w>\\  take  you 
two  men  down  the  stream  without  wetting  a  foot. " 

He  was  pushing  aside  the  snow,  clearing  a  space  by  tm. 
lower  wall;  a  portion  of  which  he  was  soon  able  to  shove 
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aside,  revealing  an  opening  into  an  enclosure  beneath  the 
hut.  The  sun  that  stole  in  sparkled  on  the  half-frozen 
trickle  of  a  little  stream;  all  that  was  left  of  the  power  that 
had  formerly  driven  the  saw-mill  that  had  occupied  the 
place  in  its  early  days. 

"Here,  Jim,  lend  a  hand. "  The  two  contrived  to  detach 
from  the  ceiling  against  which  it  was  hidden,  a  boat  of  the 
pumpkin-seed  type,  suitable  for  the  navigation  of  waters  so 
shallow. 

With  the  aid  of  the  boy  the  flat  craft  was  quickly 
launched;  and  secured  against  escape,  on  the  rush  of  the 
current,  by  anchorage  to  a  stout  tree. 

"We  came  overland;  we  shall  escape  by  sea, "  said  Julian 
"at  least  there  seems  variety  about  this  trip. " 

"How  did  you 'uns  two  git  here  anyhow?"  the  hitheito 
silent  Jim  summoned  courage  to  ask  shyly. 

"  I  don 't  know,  I  am  sure, "  replied  Julian;  but,  as  was  to 
be  expected,  this  true  statement  was  received  with  scepti- 
cism. "We  must  have  flown,  I  suppose,"  Mr.  Carroll 
added;  who,  seeing  that  his  veracity  was  questioned 
thought  it  in  order,  perhaps,  to  live  up  to  a  bad  reputation. 

But  the  knowing  youth  laughed  as  he  pointed  to  the  fur- 
rows on  the  hillside  that  Julian  himself  had  pointed  out  to 
Dr.  Paul  as  proof  of  their  descent  by  that  route.  "Not 
much  flyin '  about  that,  J  guess.  1 1  eckon  that  you  'uns  used 
that  there  carryall  part  ways  anyhow. " 

"Perhaps  we  did,"  Mr.  Carroll  conceeded,  examining 
the  details  of  the  carryall  with  more  interest  than  the  ques 
tioner  knew.  The  rope,  in  two  interlacing  black  streaks, 
sprang  to  meet  a  towering  pine,  whose  shaggy  head  stood 
high  above  its  fellows  in  the  sunlight,  loaded  still  with  glit- 
tering white.  Mr.  Carroll  was  not  familiar  with  the  route»  as 
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bis  questioner  believed.  ''Tbere  seems  to  be  a  board  nailed 
on  the  tree,"  he  remarked,  "but  I  cannot  see  what  b 
written  on  it — ^if  there  is  anything.  ** 

"  I  can  *t  see  neither, "  answered  Jim,  "  but  I  know.  ** 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  Julian  asked  not  above  getting  by 
this  means  some  of  the  information  pride  refused  to  demand 
of  Dr.  Paul. 

Jim  gave  the  inquisitor  a  doubtful  look,  but  answered: 
"It  says  the  'Camp  of  the  Big  Eight,  Old  Mill';  that's  all. 
This  used  to  be  a  saw-mill.  There's  a  road  runs  along  up 
there." 

Jim  had  no  idea  why  Mr.  Carroll  should  receive  this  un- 
harmful  information,  with  such  glumness.  But  this  freshly 
unearthed  link  in  the  chain  of  his  evidence  against  Dr.  Paul 
had  the  eflFect  of  reviving,  in  its  fullness,  his  slumbering 
grievance.  He  was  still  sore  with  a  deep  sense  of  injury. 
Dr.  Paul,  leaving  him  in  the  dark,  playing  on  his  credulity 
had  no  doubt,  made  his  way  by  the  aid  of  landmarks,  of 
which  this  conspicious  tree  with  its  placard,  was  one. 
Curious  as  he  might  be  to  know  what  were  the  others,  Mr. 
Carroll  would  not  betray  his  ignorance  by  asking.  It  was 
a  very  different  thing  to  have  said  it,  where  he  knew  it  would 
carry  no  weight.  And  in  any  case  he  had  no  time  to  pursue 
investigation  along  that  line.  Jim's  father  now  called 
him  to  help  speed  preparations  for  departure,  leaving 
the  victim  to  the  solitary  nursing  of  his  wrong. 

Dr.  Paul  had  not  been  oblivious  to  the  frostiness  that  had 
at  intervals  marked  Julian 's  demeanor;  but  it  had  been  so 
intermittent,  alternating  with  perfect  good  humor;  that, 
while  he  knew  that  Julian,  aware  of  a  deception,  might  have 
some  cause  to  be  disgruntled,  he  was  still  not  inclined  to  set 
the  variation  down  to  that.    If  Julian  were  angry  at  the  ruse 
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that  had  been  practised  upon  him,  why  should  anger  wax 
and  wane  in  this  strange  way  ?  Victor  was  more  inclined  to 
believe  it  the  manisfestation  of  an  uncertain  temper;  aggrar 
vated  by  the  eflFect  of  eye-strain  upon  high-strung  nerves. 

"We  shall  soon  escape  the  solitude  you  so  dislike,**  he 
suggested  amicably,  but  Julian's  chagrin  was  ndt  so  easily 
to  be  charmed  away. 

"There  are  worse  things  than  solitude,"  was  his  curt  re- 
joinder; so  curt  that  Dr.  Paul  thought  it  well  to  say  no  more. 
Mr.  Carroll  might  be  left  to  recover  his  moodiness  at  his 
leisure. 

Dr.  Paul  had  transferred  the  key  of  the  cabin  to  their 
rescuer;  who,  with  Jim's  good  help,  had  carried  out  the 
embers  of  the  fire  and  made  all  secure.  Both  came  down  to 
the  water's  edge.  Once  more  the  snow-buried  hut  was  de- 
serted. 

"Let  us  waste  no  time  in  starting,"  Dr.  Paul  urged;  "a 
few  hours  may  count  for  a  great  deal. " 

"We  haint  reelly  lost  no  time,  sir,"  the  guide  replied; 
"but  it  *s  good  of  you  to  take  such  an  interest. " 

"Don't  give  Dr.  Paul  undue  credit  for  that,"  the 
offended  Julian  interposed,  really  addressing  Victor 
through  the  other,  "  it  is  merely  that  poking  around  among 
microbes  is  his  trade  and  he  likes  it. " 

The  object  of  this  broadside  only  laughed  lightly;  but  the 
undisguised  acidity  of  tone  provoked  a  stare  from  the  man. 
He  said  nothing  however;  but  waded  into  the  water 
followed  closely  by  Jim.  The  boat  was  cast  loose  and  was 
quickly  on  its  way  down  the  stream.  The  leaders  were 
sufficiently  occupied  by  their  efforts  at  directing  the  craft  as 
it  slid  over  the  rippled  surface. 

For  his  part.  Dr.  Paul 's  thoughts  were  wandering  from 
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Mr.  Carroll  and  his  changeful  philosophy;  outstripping  ihe 
boat  to  hover  in  prevision  over  that  little  voyage  on  a 
longer  cruise  whose  life-boat  was  threatened  with  disaster. 
He  best  knew  the  sources  of  that  fervent  interest  that, 
invading  his  holiday  with  a  renewal  of  the  work  he  had 
put  aside,  still  found  him  only  eager  to  begin. 

He  tried  to  anticipate  their  arrival  by  questioning  the 
mountaineer.  But  though  willing  and  anxious  to  give  infor- 
mation that  might  count,  he  seemed  to  possess,  or  at  least  to 
be  able  to  give,  none.  The  child  was,  he  feared,  very  ill ;  she 
was  at  times  wild  and  flighty;  then  again  sunk  into  a  heavy 
stupor;  this  evidently  meant  fever;  but  as  to  any  particular 
symptoms,  the  father  could  only  confess  his  ignorance. 

Although  their  pilot  assured  them  that  his  house  was  only 
five  miles  away,  the  windings  of  the  watery  path  sensibly 
increased  the  distance.  The  voyage,  so  great  an  anxiety  a 
passenger,  seemed  long  drawn  out.  Julian,  by  nature 
fidgety,  frequently  consulted  his  watch;  but  Dr.  Paul  did 
not  vent  his  deeper  impatience  in  unavailing  fret.  The  sun 
had  climbed  high,  stripping  the  gleaming  woods  and 
precipitating  a  miniature  rain  upon  the  party,  ere  the  guide 
finally  announced  the  house  to  be  in  view. 

It  stood  at  the  widening  entrance  to  the  valley,  through 
which  they  had  been  travelling;  in  near  neighborhood  to 
several  others,  whose  many  broken  windows  and  general 
decay  seemed  to  declare  them  unoccupied.  This  the  guide 
confirmed,  on  Julian's  question.  Close  neighbors,  he  said, 
they  had  none. 

On  either  side  their  road,  winding  irrc^lar  ridges,  closely 
set  with  forest,  sloped  in  vast  snowy  concaves  to  the  banks 
of  the  stream.  Behind  them  the  trend  of  the  valley  was  up- 
wards; ahead»  it  apparently  slanted  down  into  the  sky  that 
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received  it  like  an  aiiy  ocean  welcoming  a  tributary.  But 
another  turn  destroyed  the  illusion  of  an  atmospheric  sea, 
revealing  an  undulating  country,  marked  with  the  uneven 
patchwork  of  fenced-in  farming  land.  The  upper  edge  of 
the  great  white  triangle  that  filled  in  the  space  between  the 
abruptly  cut  off  hills,  merged  into  the  ethereal  blue  of  a  dim, 
distant  mountain  range. 

The  house  was  not  far  off  when  the  guide  announced  that 
it  would  be  necessary  to  land.  "No  boating  below  this,** 
he  thought  it  in  order  to  explain, "  its  mighty  steep  and  swift 
from  here  on  down  to  the  falls  below.  **  A  moment  later 
and  the  guide  was  leading  to  the  dwelling. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

**!  pray  thee  sort  thy  heart  to  patience. ** 

Nestled  in  so  beautiful  a  spot,  with  the  great  acclivity  of 
the  mountain  on  one  side;  while  to  the  fore  extended  the 
airy  openness  of  the  wide  valley,  stretching  across  to  the  far, 
faint-blue  ridge,  it  was  nevertheless,  aside  from  the  beauty 
and  bounty  of  nature,  a  humble  little  home  that  the  voya- 
gers had  reached.  And  Julian  found  himself  wondering  m 
his  heart  how  so  small  a  roof-tree  ever  managed  to  shelter 
so  large  a  flock  of  children  as  now  swarmed  out  to  meet 
them. 

"All  these  kids  yours  ?  "  he  asked,  doubtful  of  felicitation; 
but  the  mountaineer  responded  jovially:  "Yes;  there's  nine 
o'them,  with  Sally  that's  sick;  and  Jim,  here,  the  oldest, 
ain  't  but  barely  seventeen.    But  come  in. " 

He  opened  the  door  hospitably  wide;  and  the  travellers 
entered,  closely  invested  by  the  juveniles;  who  having 
rushed  exuberantly  to  meet  them,  walked  upon  their  heels, 
in  a  firm  intention  to  miss  nothing  of  the  unusual  event  of 
two  strangers  from  the  outer  world. 

Fresh  from  the  long,  cold  passage  in  the  boat  as  he  was, 
Julian,  whose  fastidiousness  was  apt  to  get  in  his  way, 
found  the  kitchen  into  which  they  were  ushered,  hot  and 
close  to  suffocation;  though  even  his  entire  inexperience 
with  kitchens,  did  not  blind  him  to  the  fact  that  it  was  a  tidy 
little  place,  where  everything  that  of  its  nature  ought  to 
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shine,  such  as  stoves  and  tinpans,  shone  abundantly;  and 
the  curtains  at  the  window  were  white  as  the  snow  outside. 
There  was  even  a  touch  of  feminine  sentiment  under 
diflBculties,  in  the  pink  and  scarlet  geraniums  that  bloomed 
with  kindly  profusion  in  the  one-time  tomato  tins. 

Mr.  Carroll  stifled  a  sigh  as  he  went  across  and  sat  down 
as  near  as  he  could  get  to  a  window.  With  every  wish  to 
help,  and  no  desire  whatever  to  be  a  hindrance,  to  the  good 
work  Dr.  Paul  had  so  willingly  taken  on,  Julian  could  not 
at  once  throw  oflf  his  prejudice  against  eleven  people  in  a 
twelve  by  twelve  apartment,  with  all  the  doors  and  windows 
carefully  shut. 

Perhaps  Dr.  Paul,  by  reason  of  his  more  varied  experi- 
ence, was  able  to  set  a  truer  value  on  the  perfect  cleanliness 
that  prevailed;  and  he  was  possibly  less  addicted  to  looking 
at  most  things  in  their  relation  to  his  own  comfort.  He 
quickly  laid  aside  outdoor  trappings  and  announced  his 
readiness  to  visit  the  patient. 

"I'll  tell  the  old  woman, "  the  guide  said;  but,  even  as  he 
spoke,  an  inner  door  opened  to  let  a  woman  through,  who 
closed  the  door  behind  her  with  painstaking  softness.  She 
was  a  plain,  patient,  care-worn  creature,  who  bore  over  the 
deeply-imprinted  traces  of  everyday  carking  care  the  super- 
impression  of  some  new,  vivid  terror. 

She  bestowed  upon  the  guests  whom  she  expected,  kindly 
looks  of  welcome,  which  a  word  or  two  to  the  guide  quickly 
transmuted  to  eagerness.  The  magic  formula  was  only: 
"It's  a  doctor,  Sade:"  but  it  was  enough.  Nor  did  it  take 
a  moment  to  single  out  Dr.  Paul. 

"Oh,  sir,  will  you  come  in  ?'*  she  b^ged,  not  stopping  to 
inquire  whence  or  how  this  good  fortune.  Here  the  grave 
courtesy  of  Dr.  Paul 's  manner  inspired  no  awe.     Despite 


226  TANTALUS 

the  barrier  that  caste  and  education  might  have  been  ex- 
pected to  raise,  there  was  between  these  two  a  spiritual 
kinship  that  neither  could  be  denied  nor  hidden  by  acci- 
dentals. 

"  Oh,  I  'm  that  glad  to  see  you,  I  don 't  hardly  know  what 
to  do, "  she  said  simply  and  pathetically.  Dr.  Paul  took  the 
chair  she  placed  at  the  bed-side. 

A  patchwork  quilt,  bright  with  triangles  of  red  and  white, 
covered  the  slim  little  occupant  of  that  bed;  and  a  hope- 
lessly tangled  mass  of  curly  brown  hair  strayed  over  the 
pillow.  The  child  slept,  but  the  crimson  flush,  the  muttered 
words  that  ran  brokenly  on,  showed  how  high  was  burning 
the  fierce  flame  of  fever. 

Irresistibly  attracted,  Mr.  Carroll  was  moved  to  forsake 
his  chosen  vantage  ground.  He  was  drawn  to  the  foot  of  the 
bed;  nor  did  he  think  to  inquire  whether  his  presence  might 
or  might  not  be  welcome.  He  had  forgotten  all  that.  But 
it  was  the  doctor  more  than  the  patient  over  whom  he  bent, 
who  magnetized  the  onlooker's  regard.  Dr.  Paul  had 
always  had  for  Julian  an  attraction  which  he  seldom 
tried  to  resist  It  was  in  moments  like  this  that  it  cul- 
minated; and  that  he  briefly  recognized  its  essential 
quality. 

The  child  stirred  as  Dr.  Paul  took  the  small  burning  hand 
in  his  own  and  opened  her  heavy  eyes.  They  rested  dully 
on  the  face  bent  over  her.  Doubtless,  those  refined  and 
intellectual  features,  so  different  from  those  to  which  she 
was  most  accustomed,  appeared  unearthly  to  a  fever- 
distorted  vision.  With  a  sort  of  fictitious  strength,  Sally 
quickly  raised  herself. 

"Who  is  it  mom  ?    Has  he  come  to  take  me  away  ?*' 

Sally's  mother  clasped  her  hands  imploringly,  her  ^es 
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upon  the  doctor.  Sally's  naive  and  childish  conclusion 
suggested  a  death  warrant. 

Dr.  Paul  shook  his  head  in  kindly  denial  of  such  a  belief. 
He  smoothed  the  pillow  and  persuaded  the  suflFerer  to  lie 
down  again.  "Never  mind  what  the  child  says  just  now," 
he  advised :  "  the  fever  is  so  high  she  does  not  know  what  she 
is  saying. " 

Sade  was  glad  to  yield  to  the  contagion  of  hope.  But 
Julian 's  sympathy  had  quickened  with  a  fierce  stab.  It  had 
ceased  to  be  all  Dr.  Paul.  The  pathos  of  the  sick  child  and 
the  love  and  fear  crouching  over,  had  suddenly  revealed 
themselves.  The  realization  came  with  too  much  force. 
It  drove  him  hurriedly  from  the  room. 

Outside  he  found  Jim  preparing  a  meal  for  them.  He 
oflFered  his  help,  promptly  overbearing  Jim 's  polite  demur- 
rer; though,  as  he  admitted  with  characteristic  candor,  his 
services  were  not  likely  to  be  worth  much.  Engaged  in 
such  valiant  efforts  at  fitting  himself  into  the  mould  of  cir- 
cumstances did  Dr.  Paul  find  him  on  emerging  from  the 
sick  room  some  time  later.    Dr.  Paul  said: 

"I  suppose  I  may  have  part  of  your  table?"  and  Julian 
who  had  been  making  some  amateur  attempts  to  spread  it 
responded:  "Any  or  all  of  it."  And  came  and  stood  by 
while  the  doctor  laid  open  a  medicine  case. 

"How  lucky  you  have  that,"  remarked  Julian,  dropping 
much  to  Jim's  relief,  his  embarrassing  essay  at  helping;  "it 
is  fortunate  you  happened  to  bring  it  with  you. " 

Victor  glanced  up  from  his  work.  "  Happened  ?  I 
should  as  soon  think  of  setting  out  without — ^a  hat — ^as 
without  this.  It  is  as  much  a  part  of  my  equipment.  A 
worker  must  have  his  own  tools?  At  least,  I  must  have 
mine. " 


2«8  TANTALUS 

'"But  I  thought  and  no  doubt  you  did  too,  that  you  had 
left  the  *  shop '  behind  you. " 

'"Although  travelling  with  one  accustomed  to  succumb  to 
racking  nervous  headache  ?  " 

""So!"  said  Julian,  ''all  that  array  of  phials  is  at  my  ser- 
vice and  for  my  benefit  ?  " 

"It — is  for  you — ^if  you  need  it,"  Victor  replied.  There 
was  a  gleam,  a  tone  Julian  did  not  understand.  It  was  too 
remote  from  present  affairs.  Dr.  Paul  was  anxious  to 
change  a  dangerous  subject.  This  was  easy  to  do  in  that 
small  kitchen  wherein  reigned  a  distracting  din.  Oft 
repressed  and  admonished,  direly  threatened,  as  they  had 
been,  the  younger  children  still  broke  out  irrepressibly  from 
time  to  time,  much  as  the  wind  bloweth  where  it  listeth 
and  cannot  be  quelled  or  coerced. 

Dr.  Paul  looked  around  with  an  uneasy  air.  "This  will 
never,  never  do !    This  is  absolute  torture  for  sick  nerves.  ** 

"Is  the  child  very  ill  ?'*  Julian  inquired. 

"Very  ill,"  the  doctor  answered  in  guarded  tones,  "as  it 
looks  now,  we  shall  have  all  we  can  do  to  save  her.  She 
should  have  had  attention  much  sooner.  There  is  lost 
ground  to  recover. " 

Jim  said  that  the  meal — ^as  to  the  name  of  which  he 
seemed  uncertain — was  ready.  Dr.  Paul  detained  him.  "Is 
there  no  place  to  which  you  can  take  these  children  ?  This 
noise  is  bad  for  Sally;  but  they  too,  must  be  taken  care  of. " 

Jim  dubiously  suggested  one  of  the  vacant  houses  close 
by.  It  was  somewhat  niinous,  but  there  were  some  good 
rooms;  and  one  of  them  his  mother  used  for  a  laundry. 

"Its  clean, "  he  hastened  to  add,  "mom  keeps  it  nice  and 
clean  and  there's  a  good  chimney,  so's't  we  could  have  a 
fire." 
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cHm  was  much  pleased  to  have  his  suggestion,  diffi- 
dently advanced,  received  with  approval.  "That  should 
do,  I  think,"  Dr.  Paul  said;  then  asked  Julian;  "Should 
you  be  willing  to  take  charge  for  a  little,  until  some  other 
arrangement  can  be  made — ^all  those  small  children  with 
an  open  fire,  I  should  fear  an  accident.  Of  course  it  will 
be  a  trial  to  your  patience — " 

"Never  mind  my  patience,"  retorted  Julian  with  the 
brusqueness  in  which  to-day  he  seemed  inclined  to  take  fre- 
quent refuge;  "I  suppose  you  think  it  will  bear  next  to  no 
strain.  But  I  will  make  a  conscientious  eflFort  to  overcome 
any  ogreish  tendencies  that  may  crop  up;  and  I  will  keep 
those  kids  out  of  the  fire  or  die  in  the  attempt.  And  now 
come  to  your  next  meal,  whatever  it  is. " 

"Presently, "Dr.  Paul  answered,  "I  shall  not  keep  you 
waiting  long." 

By  and  by  the  house  settled  down  to  a  pleasant  quiet. 
Save  for  the  little  invalid  and  her  two  attendants,  it  was  de- 
serted. This  and  other  measures  had  combined  to  make 
some  slight  improvement. 

"I*d  been  afraid  to  bathe  her  like  that,**  Sade  confided 
"but  only  see  the  good  it  has  done  her. " 

"Yes,  it  has  relieved  her  noticeably,"  Victor  returned. 

With  what  relief  did  the  ignorant  mother,  who  had  been 
groping  in  the  dark,  yield  all  in  full  trust  to  his  hands. 
Watching  the  deft  assured  movements  so  plainly  infused 
with  knowledge,  and  the  skill  acquired  in  a  practise  beset 
with  special  difficulties,  she  felt  the  load  of  anxiety  that  had 
crushed  her,  lifting  from  her  poor  tired  shoulders.  To 
help,  to  make  the  necessary  changes  under  his  directions, 
was  so  blessed  an  easing  of  the  fear  that  had  not  known 
what  to  do. 
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The  child  rested  more  peacefully  on  a  renovated  couch; 
and  Dr.  Paul  turned  to  her  fagged  out  mother.  "For  the 
present,  we  can  do  no  more.  Now,  how  long  is  it  since 
you  have  slept?" 

"Two  nights,"  she  said;  gratitude  warming  at  a  consid- 
eration that  equally  surprised  her;  thankless  toils  were  a 
matter  of  course  in  her  grey  world;  "But  don't  you  worry 
about  me.  Doctor;  it  don 't  matter  a  mite.  Just  only  to  have 
you  here,  when  I  was  about  worried  to  death,  and  to  see 
Sally  so  much  quieter 's  as  good  as  a  night's  rest. " 

"Nevertheless,"  Victor  insisted,  "go,  rest  while  you  can. 
I  shall  be  here  to  attend  to  the  child. " 

"Oh,  but,  sir,  it  wouldn't  be  fair  to  leave  you  here  all 
alone.    You  've  done  so  much  already. " 

"It  will  make  no  difference.  In  any  case,  I  should  be 
here,  and  I  can  do  all  that  will  be  necessary.  Rest  while  you 
can,  and  save  your  strength;  it  will  all  be  needed." 

"  You — ^you — think  Sally 's  awful  sick  ?  " 

"I  think  that  you  must  expect  a  long,  long  watch.  Yes,' 
for  truth  seemed  best  to  answer  that  trembling  question, 
"the  child  is  very  ill;  but,  please  God,  we  shall  save  her. " 

Sade  clasped  her  hands,  looking  at  him  with  beseeching 
hesitation. 

"Will  you,  oh,  will  you  stand  by  us  ?" 

"Yes,  I  will  stand  by  you,"  Dr.  Paul  answered,  "be 
assured  of  that." 

"Oh,  thank  you,  thank  you,  sir;"  she  wiped  some  tear 
drops  from  her  white  cheek;  "and  I'll  go,  sir,  if  you  want 
me  to.  It 's  as  little  as  I  can  do.  But  if  it  gets  too  much  for 
you,  you  '11  just  call  me,  won 't  you  ?  " 

Dr.  Paul  promised  and  she  went  off.  The  flimsy  fabric 
of  the  staircase  creaked  as  she  went  up;  then  silence  ensued. 
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A  pleasant,  restful  silence;  and  the  familiar,  merciful  work 
brought  its  own  peace. 

His  own  duty  and  desire  were  clear.  No  hasty  impulse 
had  dictated  the  promise  recorded.  There  remained  to  be 
reckoned  with  only  the  unknown  quantity  of  his  fellow 
traveller's  opinion,  and  upon  that  point  he  could  see  no 
light.  Julian  had  not  appeared  unwilling  to  be  helpful; 
he  had  not  balked  even  at  an  unusual  and  irksome  task. 
But  in  that  there  had  been  the  prospect  of  speedy  relief. 
How  would  he  view  an  indefinite  extension  of  such 
doings?  Victor  was  by  no  means  inclined  to  take  his 
complaisance  for  granted. 

He  had  some  quiet  hours  in  which  to  consider  his  course. 
It  was  Mr.  Carroll 's  own  entrance  that  at  last  broke  the 
spell.  Julian  trod  stealthily,  intruding  his  head  with  cau- 
tion, as  if  suspecting  that  doctor  and  patient  both  slept  and 
must  by  no  means  be  disturbed.  Dr.  Paul  was  busily 
engaged  with  a  pencil  and  paper.  He  rose  and  came 
towards  Julian.  This  was  also  the  signal  for  the  re- 
appearance of  the  child 's  mother. 

"If  you  will  wait  a  moment, "  Victor  said,  "I  have  a  word 
or  two  that  I  should  like  to  say. " 

He  stopped  to  instruct  and  install  the  new  nurse;  then  led 
the  way  outside. 


CHAPTER  XXVn 

''He  that  b  thy  friend,  indeed. 
He  will  he^  thee  in  thy  need." 

Already  the  March  sun  made  havoc  with  the  snow. 
The  enemy  that  the  night  before  last  had  been  so  tremen- 
dous«  so  pitiless,  so  invincible,  now  scuttled  away  in  rushing 
muddy  rivers  before  its  fiery  attacker.  The  erstwhile  im- 
maculate sheet  that  spread  around  the  house,  stained 
by  contact  with  the  yellow  soil,  was  surely  melting  into  the 
mud.  Precarious  thoroughfares  of  board  pierced  the  morass 
in  many  directions;  but  while  their  use  was  obvious,  they 
did  not  invariably  save  from  disaster  him  who  tempted  the 
freakish  deviltry  that  lives  in  things  inanimate.  So  did  the 
unlucky  Julian  find,  when  the  board  on  which  he  placed  his 
weight,  gave  him  the  quick  choice  of  going  into  the  mud 
with  bo^  feet  or  at  full  length.  He  took  the  first  but  did  not 
resign  himself  without  plenty  of  invective.  Extrone  was 
his  irritation. 

"Where  are  you  going  to,  anyhow?**  the  angry  adven- 
turer demanded. 

"Only  out  of  earshot,  "  returned  Victor  with  discreet 
gravity.  Julian's  amiability  was  of  some  importance  just 
now. 

Dr.  Paul  took  him  no  further  than  the  point  designated 
which  he  found  at  a  dozen  yards  or  so  from  the  house. 
There  was  a  bench  under  the  tree,  whose  net-work  of  low- 
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spreading  bare  branches  canopied  above  them.  Mr.  Car- 
roll, occupying  it,  took  up  a  piece  of  wood,  with  which  he 
endeavored  to  persuade  the  sticky  clay  to  come  oflf  his  shoes; 
a  thing  it  was  exceedingly  reluctant  to  do. 

"Less  sky  and  more  pavement  for  me, "  he  growled,  with 
an  exaggerated  vexation  that  was  less,  perhaps,  the  outcome 
of  his  recent  mishap,  than  the  accumulation  of  all  that  had 
conspired  to  irritate  him  in  these  last  two  days.  "I'd  give 
the  view  and  the  mountain  range, "  proceeded  the  reckless 
and  extravagant  Mr.  Carroll,  "all  for  a  decent  side- 
walk." 

"That  would  be  paying  rather  too  high  a  price  for  what 
you  could  buy  much  cheaper.  *' 

"When  one  is  half -drowned  in  the  mire,"  retorted  the 
unappeased  Julian,  "is  no  time  to  estimate  values  with  such 
painful  accuracy. " 

"Well, "  said  Victor,  "I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  this. " 

"It  is  not  your  view  or  your  mountain  range  that  it  need 
displease  you  to  hear  them  disparaged. " 

"No,  they  are  not  mine,  except  insomuch  as  they  are 
everybody 's.  Nevertheless,  I  wish  that  you  could  persuade 
yourself  that  the  special  disadvantages  under  which  you 
suflFer  will  not  be  long  lasting.  A  day  or  two  will  see  the  last 
vestige  of  this  snow  gone;  and  the  mud  upon  this  slope  will 
quickly  follow. " 

"What  are  you  trying  to  get  at  by  this  elaborate  plea?* 
asked  Julian,  who  half-guessed. 

"I  regret  to  hear  you  express  a  dislike  to  the  place,  be- 
cause— " 

"Don't  bestow  so  much  diplomacy  on  me,  "recom- 
mended Julian  bluntly;  "take  the  direct  route;  you  will 
get  there  quicker. " 
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"To  put  it  briefly,  then,  Mr.  Carroll,  I  cannot  leave  Iiep6 
at  present. " 

With  a  sIo^T^  deliberate  aim  Julian  sent  his  muddy  chip 
flying  down  the  hill.  "Well,  *'  he  said  at  last  with  peculiar 
dryness,  "I  am  not  aware  that  I  have  suggested  such  a 
course. " 

But  Dr.  Paul  was  intent  upon  his  own  point  Julian's 
symptoms  of  displeasure  were  lost  upon  him.  He 
went  on:  "I  assure  you  that  I  do  deeply  regret  to  spoil 
all  your  plans,  to  ask  you  to  remain  against  your 
wishes — " 

Whether  or  not  Julian  relished  the  thought  of  tarrying, 
that  Dr.  Paul  should  so  readily  believe  him  disinclined  to 
mercy,  fanned  his  long-smouldering  sense  of  injury  into 
flames  at  last.  He  turned  with  fire.  "I  wish,"  he  said 
crisply,  "that  you  did  not  have  quite  so  poor  an  opinion  of 
me. 

"Poor  opinion?" 

"Why  should  you  be  sure  that  I  should  have  no  feeling  for 
these  afflicted  people?  Upon  my  word,  with  all  humility  I 
can  manage  to  scrape  up,  and  remembering  all  things,  I  do 
not  see  that  you  have  a  right  to  rate  me  so  low. " 

It  could  not  be  denied  that  the  accused  was  deeply  dis- 
concerted. Something  must  be  said,  though  just  what,  it 
was  not  easy  to  see.  Victor  could  make  no  honest  denial 
and  would  make  no  other.  "Perhaps,"  he  finally  deter- 
mined, "I  can  best  makp  amends  for  the  oflFense  I  have 
unfortunately  given,  by  taking  it  for  granted  that  you  are 
not  unwilling  to  spend  some  idle  time  here.  Nor  shaU  I 
hesitate  to  ask  of  you  a  particular  service." 

"Certainly,  you  have  only  to  ask." 

"I  need  a  number  of  things — " 
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"And  I  am  to  get  them  for  you?"  Julian  quickly  con- 
cluded; "well,  what  are  they  ?  " 

"Homely  requisites  for  a  sick  room;  and  this  one  is  but 
poorly  supplied.  I  have  ascertained  that  there  is  a  station 
but  a  few  miles  away.  Ten  miles  by  rail  will  take  you  to  the 
chief  town.  Here  is  the  list  of  the  articles  required;  and 
here  is  the  necessary  money.  Will  you  go  this  afternoon? 
There  is  still  time,  though  it  will  bring  you  back  rather 
late." 

"Very  well;  off  I  go;  and  since  this  particular  piece  of 
legal  tender  and  no  other  is  to  be  expended,  expended  it 
shall  be  to  the  last  nickel,  if  need  be.  Drugs  and  medical 
sundries  will  be  easily  acquired;  but  I  don't  know  what 
sort  of  a  hand  I  shall  be  at  selecting  dry  goods  and  linen. 
I  require  that  all  mistakes  shall  be  pardoned  beforehand. " 

"They  are  pardoned;  but  I  have  no  fear.  *  *  *  I 
have  another  request  to  make. " 

"Well  ? "  for  it  was  slow  in  coming. 

"It  will  not  be  neccessary  to  say  anything  as  to  the  nature 
of  your  errand.  Simply  bring  your  purchases  to  me.  But 
that  is  not  all — " 

Julian  considerately  lowered  his  glance;  for  a  faint 
sui^e  of  red  had  betokened  a  difficulty,  in  this  additional 
request. 

"Bah!"  exclaimed  Victor,  impatient  with  his  own  almost 
unconquerable  reluctance,  "since  I  must  ask  this  thing, 
why  dol  fearmy  own  voice!  It  is  only  that  I  must  beg  that 
you  do  not  mention  or  in  any  way  refer  to  me.  *' 

"But,"  Julian  cried,  "I  shall  not,  without  the  reque^;  it 
is  the  last  thing  I  should  do.   I  know — *' 

"You— know?" 

"I  know  better  than  to  do  that,  at  least/'  replied  Juf^ifi. 
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awkwardly.  Dr.  Paul 's  evident  discomposure  reacted  upon 
him;  but  he  had  taken  a  sudden  resolution  to  make  his 
point  at  last;  so  he  spoke  up  boldly:  "'What  I  mean  is,  that 
I  have  guessed  that  what  has  happened  has  some  connec 
tion  with  the  man  in  the  other  train.    Could  I  help  it  ?  " 

"No,  probably,  you  could  not** 

"Indeed,  I  should  never  attempt  to  intrude  into  your 
afiPairs;butevenhadIwishedtodoso,  I  could  not  remain 
blind  to  the  relationship  of  events.  It  was  impossible  to 
miss  the  connection  between  him  and  that  pretended  plea 
sure  jaunt  in  the  snow.  I  have  no  criticism  to  make  on  any 
thing  you  may  have  done  that  night.  But  since  we  are  on 
this  subject,  I  intend  to  admit,  for  my  own  final  easement 
that  I  have  been  sore  at  something  you  did  not  do.  That 
is,  you  refused  to  place  reliance  on  my  good  faith  and  fra- 
ternity; instead,  you  'bantered'  me  into  an  undertaking 
that  in  some  way  you  rf^arded  as  essential  to  your  welfare — 
as  if  you  could  not  trust  me. — ^and,  I  won 't  say  you  made  a 
fool  of  me — but,  at  least,  you  gave  me  an  extraordinary 
opportunity  to  make  one  of  myself. " 

"If  I  did,"  Victor  winced,  "your  generosity  and  good 
temper  put  me  to  shame  now.  But  even  if  you  should  con- 
vict me  on  this  charge,  it  would  have,  in  reality,  little  bear- 
ing on  the  case.  It  was  my  own  shortcomings  that  I  had  in 
view.  If  it  had  been  a  question  of  yours,  the  need  to  do 
what  I  did  would  not  have  arisen.  Believe  me,  I  speak  in 
all  solemnity  when  I  say  there  are  tests  too  great  for  any 
faith.  If  I  hesitated  to  apply  such  a  test,  it  need  not  be 
construed  as  reflecting  on  you.  Do  you  think, '  *  irrepressi 
ble  bitterness  burst  forth,  "that  one  willingly  makes  known 
a  craven  intention  to  run  away  ?  " 

This  necessity  that  he  had  fixed  upon  himself  long  ago, 
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ever  remained  the  most  acid  drop;  and  Julian's  acquain- 
tance with  it  certainly  did  not  lessen  the  humiliation. 

"Why  not,"  enounced  the  partisan  sturdily,  "if  neces- 
sary ?  Fabian  tactics  have  also  their  place.  For  myself,  I 
am  secure  in  the  belief  that  some  adequate  explanation 
exists  for  what  may — ^puzzle  one.  Do  I  not  know  you  ?  I 
need  no  other  guarantee. " 

But  Victor  only  shook  his  head,  feeling  that  even  one  so 
generous,  pledged  his  faith  but  rashly  here.  Julian  saw  that 
the  wound  he  touched  shuddered  and  shrank  from  the 
handling;  but  to  have  it  all  out  now  would  save  pain  and 
misunderstanding  in  the  future,  though  it  might  hurt  in  the 
passing.  He  would  say  his  say  to  the  finish.  Nothing 
should  be  left  to  fester.    So  he  kept  on. 

"Even  if  I  had  not  at  sight  felt  'Mephisto'  to  be  anti- 
pathetic; and  it  pleases  me  to  say  I  did  so  find  him;  the 
claims  of  good-fellowship  always  rank  first.  My  services 
will  always  be  yours,  just  as  they  would  have  been  most 
heartily  yours  on  that  other  occasion  had  you  but  asked 
them.  Rest  assured  that  never  through  word  or  deed  of 
mine — since  you  wish  to  avoid  him — shall  that  hawk-nosed 
adversary — ^trace — ^you — "  Julian  faltered  over  an  ugly 
word,  in  that  connection  more  or  less  associated  with  disre- 
pute, that  he  had  stumbled  into  using  it.  But  he  collected 
himself.  "There  is  one  thing  I  intend  to  ask:  next  time, 
trust  me.    Believe  me,  I  shall  be  staunch.    Promise!" 

"I  do  promise,"  said  Victor  giving  way  at  last,  "should 
that  need  arise  again,  I  will  ask  your  aid. " 

"Then  here's  my  hand  upon  the  bargain,"  cried  Julian 
gayly,  in  the  relief  of  a  heavy  offense  oflF  his  spirit.  He  ex- 
tended his  hand,  only  to  be  filled  with  an  instant  horror  of 
the  act  through  shivering  sympathy.     It  was  no  less  than 
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an  agony  of  shame  that  could  drive  that  scorching  flood  to 
Victor's  face:  he  must  take  that  hand,  or  refusing  brand 
himself.  But  his  were  no  half-way  convictions.  Con- 
science-driven he  did  with  a  gesture  refuse  it;  and  the  life- 
tide,  pallidly  ebbing,  left  him  the  standing  image  of  death. 

For  a  moment  they  faced  in  silent  tension.  Could  Julian 
miss  the  meaning  ?  He,  too,  had  grown  pale;  but  he  rose  to 
equality  to  this  quickly-come  test  to  his  promised  fealty. 
He  stood  his  ground  holding  out  the  rejected  hand  as  if  to 
make  plain  the  deeper  significance  of  the  action;  until 
Victor,  yielding  with  slow  reluctance  to  this  silent  ui^ncy 
laid  his  own  within  it.  Only  a  brief  pressure  and  Julian 
said :    "  I  'm  oflf  to  do  your  errand : "  and  was  gone. 

Dr.  Paul  remaining  for  a  little  where  the  other  had  left 
him,  became  conscious  of  a  strange  discovery.  Who  could 
have  foreseen  that  this  ordeal,  whose  very  thought  had  filled 
him  with  unmixed  dread;  and  which  he  had  resisted  with 
all  his  strength,  should  in  passing  leave  only  the  warmth  of 
comfort  behind  it?  * 

Little  was  his  situation  changed.  The  threat  that  had 
hung  over  him  loomed  blackly  still.  But  to  one  who,  in 
opposition  to  his  natural  instincts  had  been  shut  away  from 
mankind,  it  was  a  luxury  to  feel,  for  the  first  time  in  all  his 
dealings  with  Julian  Carroll,  that  here  was  a  friend  worthy 
of  the  high  title;  instead  of  the  mere  companion  he  had 
ranked  him,  whose  weakness  and  unfaith  must  ever  impose 
upon  the  stronger  a  burden  of  toleration  and  pardon.  To 
the  better  place  had  Julian  come,  by  dint  of  a  straightfor- 
ward movement  to  the  goal. 
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''Come  what  maj 
"Time  and  the  hour  run  through  the  rou^iest  day.** 

Was  Db.  Paul  to  lose  the  battle  he  had  been  fighting  so 
gallantly  aU  these  long  and  anxious  weeks?  To-day  it 
looked  so*  It  was  a  dark  cloud  that  overhung  that  little 
mountain  home. 

Stimulated  by  a  not  unworthy  pride,  the  pride  that  re- 
fuses to  lag  behind  its  boast,  Julian  had  grasped  his  oppor- 
tunity for  usefulness.  The  children  of  the  family  had  been 
barred  from  the  district  school  upon  the  mooted  question  of 
contagion.  Thereupon  had  Carroll  set  up  a  school  in  the 
laundry  of  which  he  made  a  highly  original,  but  not  there- 
fore the  less  eflScient,  teacher.  To-day,  however,  at  the 
crisis  of  the  conflict  in  which  he  had-  become  sympatheti- 
cally absorbed,  it  had  seemed  to  him  quite  impossible  to 
set  himself  to  the  orderly  performance  of  a  task.  He  gave 
the  school  a  holiday  that  he  might  go  to  watch  with  a 
painful  fascination  that  epitome  of  mankind  *s  everlasting 
stmggle  with  a  triumphant  foe. 

He  stole  into  the  daikened  room.  The  dazzle  of  the  sun- 
shine was  in  his  eyes  as  he  came  to  where  Dr.  Paul  stood. 
Perhaps  something  else  helped  to  obscure  his  vision.  He 
could  feel  nothing  but  a  pained  hopelessness  over  what 
looked  to  him  a  lost  cause.  To  him  the  vital  spark 
appeared  extinguished,  leaving  but  the  pathetic  clay. 
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"  Is  there  any  hope  at  all  ?  "  he  breathed.  Dr.  Paul  made 
a  slight  gesture  of  warning.    "  There  is  life. " 

Julian 's  eyes  accommodated  themselves  to  the  gloom. 
He  now  saw  Sally's  mother  crouching  on  the  other  side  of 
the  bed,  her  head  on  its  edge  on  her  folded  arms.  Perhaps 
she,  too,  wished  but  too  greatly  dreaded  to  put  the  question 
that  Julian  had  just  asked;  but  which  her  own  heart  had 
propounded  and  answered — ^to  its  sorrow.  It  was  despair 
that  spoke  in  every  relaxed  line.  Julian,  full  of  pity,  went 
round  and  bent  over  her.  "It  is  too  cold  for  you  here;  it 
will  only  be  so  much  worse  if  you  are  ill,  too.  Let  me  fix  you 
comfortably. " 

Sade  made  no  resistance  to  being  raised  and  placed  in  a 
chair:  or  to  having  a  shawl  wrapped  around  her  shoulders. 
She  neither  noticed  nor  thanked  him.  But  to  himself  his 
essay  at  benevolence  had  supplied  its  own  satisfaction;  and 
relief  from  tormenting  inactivity. 

It  was  two  motives  that  led  him  to  establish  himself  by  the 
further  window.  The  acknowledged  one,  an  intention  to 
keep  an  eye  on  the  special  responsibilities  in  the  other  house 
congregated;  the  other,  subtler,  but  half-realized,  a  desire 
to  put  some  space  between  himself  and  a  sight  that  worked 
too  powerfully  upon  his  sensibilities.  Such  being  in  fact  the 
case  the  wonder  was  that  he  remained ;  but,  in  such  suspense, 
he  could  not  go  quite  out  of  sight;  though  unaccustomed  to 
such  vigils  he  found  the  leaden-footed  moments  dragging 
intolerably  each  a  dead  weight.  He  feared  to  move,  to 
breath. 

Outside  shone  the  radiant  brightness  of  early  spring  in  its 
everlasting  rotation;  coldly,  or  sublimely  r^ardless,  as  one's 
feeling  or  interpretation  might  be,  of  the  continous  drama  of 
human  woe.     Julian,  from  his  peep-hole  could  see  from 
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time  to  time  at  the  opposite  window  the  exiles,  youthful 
images  of  discontent  and  gloom,  coming  and  going  in  the 
glass-covered  depths  like  creatujfes  in  the  water. 

Within  froze  a  piteous  stillness,  upon  which  the  faintest 
sigh,  the  slightest  stir,  shattered  themselves  in  an  intolerable 
disturbance.  Julian  was  possessed  with  a  solid  ache.  He 
felt  so  sure  that  it  was  all  done;  and  imagination  leaped  for- 
ward to  grewsome  detail.  It  was  a  mistake  to  be  there, 
since  he  could  do  nothing.  He  would  escape.  He  raised 
himself  with  a  start.  Dr.  Paul  had  come  to  his  side  noise- 
less as  a  spirit,  a  cautioning  finger  on  his  lips.  He  handed 
Julian  paper.  The  recipient's  hand  trembled  as  he  held  it 
to  the  light. 

"Go,  please,  and  guard  the  house.  See  that  no  one 
approaches.  The  child  has  fallen  asleep  naturally  and 
must  not  be  disturbed.  This  is  hope. " 

The  words  were  reviving.  Julian 's  eyes  spoke  the  re- 
joicing that  lips  dared  not.  Shod  in  velvet,  he  went  out  to 
put  in  force  the  required  blockade.  And  now  the  vernal 
splendor  into  which  he  emerged  seemed  an  appropriate  set- 
ing  for  hope.  For  his  mind  still  sprang  ahead,  though  in 
happier  fashion. 


CHAPTER  XXTX 

**1  should  be  glad  to  hear  such  news  as  this 
Onoe  cveary  hour.  ** 

The  lamp  burned  on  the  kitchen  table,  depicting  its 
ruddy  image  in  the  white  oilcloth.  This  lighted  Dr.  Paul's 
simple  laboratory  on  the  table  beside  it.  Julian  was  watch- 
ing with  interest.  Nor  had  he  tonight  fault  to  find  with  the 
little  kitchen.  The  strong  identification  of  his  sympathies 
with  the  family  whose  guest  he  had  so  unexpectedly  become 
had  wiped  out  all  his  initial  distaste. 

"You  are  decidedly  encouraged  ?"  Julian  asked. 

"  Yes;  I  am  even  hopeful.  There  is  a  perceptible  change 
for  the  better. " 

"Well,  then,"  Julian  urged,  "can't  you  rest  for  awhile. 
Can 't  I  help  in  some  way  ?" 

"You  have  been  helping  manfully,"  said  Victor  with  a 
smile,  "I  have  no  additional  burden  to  lay  upon  you  at  pre- 
sent." 

"Let  me  take  your  place  for  a  time,  at  least,  while  you 
rest.  I  know  I  cannot  do  all  you  do,  but  I  could  follow  direc- 
tions implicitly ;  and  it  would  answer  for  a  time.    I  don 't  be- 
lieve you  have  slept  for  a  week. " 

"Oh,  it  is  not  anything  like  as  bad  as  that, "  Dr.  Paul  re- 
turned, "I  thank  you  for  your  kindly  offer,  but  I  shall  not 
desert  my  post  tonight. " 

"Well,"  Mr.  Carroll  still  continued  to  advise,  "if  I  am 
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not  competent  to  be  your  understudy — ^which  may  be  ad- 
mitted without  further  parley — can't  I  at  least  relieve  that 
poor  soul  for  awhile  ?  " 

"I  doubt  if  our  combined  persuasions  could  move  the 
watcher  ta  allow  you  to  replace  her. " 

"I  must  say  you  are  stubborn  folk.  I'll  not  attempt  to 
dispute  your  conclusions.  But  though  I  have  been  so 
snubbed,  I  shall  at  any  rate  remain  here  in  the  kitchen 
for  the  night,  in  case  I  should  be  able  to  be  of  use.  I  can 
nap  upon  this  settee. " 

"Do  so,  if  you  like,"  Dr.  Paul  answered  courteously, 
though  the  sacrifice  seemed  unnecessary.  If  such  were 
Julian 's  free-will  oflFering  it  would  not  do  too  lightly  to  cast 
it  oflf ;  "I  will  call  upon  you  in  case  of  need. " 

There  was  a  sudden  murmur  of  voices  in  the  other  room. 
Both  started  up,  Julian  but  little  in  the  rear,  startled,  much 
alarmed  by  what  he  saw. 

Sally's  mother  knelt  by  the  bedside,  a  strange  comming- 
ling of  emotions  in  her  face.  Heavenly  hope  wrestled  with 
fear,  so  little  was  it  clear  whether  this,  before  her,  were  the 
last  flicker  of  an  e3q)iring  flame;  or  the  upspringing  of  new 
life  from  the  embers  of  despair. 

There  was  a  change.  Sally's  eyes  were  open;  and  the 
faint  smile  with  which  she  looked  at  her  mother  had  in  it  for 
the  first  time  in  weeks,  for  the  first  time  in  all  Julian 's  know- 
ledge of  her,  consciousness  and  freedom  from  bewildered 
suffering. 

"Dr.  Paul!"  she  whispered,  to  his  surprise  no  less  than  to 
that  of  the  others.  She  had  all  along  seemed  to  notice  noth- 
mg.  His  fingers  closed  over  the  tiny  wax-white  hand  that 
lay  so  inert  upon  the  coverlid.  For  a  moment  he  was  illu- 
minated with  pure  exultation,  the  bright  signal  of  a  battle 
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won.  Yes;  it  was  victory.  Not  the  cruel,  hideous  sort 
leaving  death  and  suffering  in  its  wake;  but  the  nobler 
triumph  of  devotion  over  death  itself.  That  fiercely  dis- 
puted prize  came  to  reward  dauntless  courage,  unflagging 
perseverance.  It  was  Dr.  Paul 's  victorious  delight  that 
enlightened  those  awaiting  the  verdict. 

"The  fever  is  completely  broken  at  last,"  "^ctor  said 
quietly;  dangerous  excitement  must  be  avoided;  "the  pulse 
is  stronger.  Is  not  that  good  news!  I  think  Sally  will  do 
well  now.*' 

4e  4e  )|e  4e  3|e  )|e  3|E 

Over  the  awakening  valley  wreathed  the  delicate  mists  of 
early  day.  But  it  was  more  than  mere  daylight  that  had 
come.  Joy  itself  ushered  in  that  rosy  dawn,  tinting  it  with 
supernal  color.  Julian  had  slept  but  little,  and  Dr.  Paul 
not  at  all,  but  the  relaxing  of  the  long  strain  of  itself  brought 
refreshment.  How  great  had  been  the  strain,  Julian  could 
estimate  by  the  change  brightening  over  the  winner  of  the 
protracted  battle. 

"This  makes  a  new  man  of  you,"  said  Julian,  the  im- 
pulsive, venturing  to  express  something  of  what  he  felt. 
He  had  a  perception  of  the  reason  why  Dr.  Paul,  humane 
man  that  he  was,  had  put  into  his  efforts  a  too  devastating 
intensity;  expending  more  vital  force  than  a  doctor  can 
afford  to  do,  if  he  is  to  practise  and  yet  conserve  his  nervous 
energies.  This  physcian  had  seemed  to  go  beyond  what  wis- 
dom must  set  as  the  proper  limit;  and  the  ravages  showed. 

"I  am  really  glad"  pursued  Julian,  to  whom  and  in 
whom  silence  was  not  a  virtue,  "to  see  you  out  of  that  sick 
room  at  last.  You  look  pretty  well  done  up  as  it  is.  And 
while  I  should  never  want  to  hinder  a  good  and  benevolent 
work,  it  would  be  poor  policy  to  use  yourself  up  over  it. " 
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"I  assure  you  that  I  am  not  in  the  least  *used  up' 
though  I  shall  not  deny  that  I  might  have  felt  some  inclina- 
tion to  give  way,  had  the  result  been  other  than  it  is.    But 
rejoicing  is  a  bracing  tonic. " 

"You  have  a  right  to  rejoice.    To  you  the  happy  result 
is  due. " 

"Yes:  so  far  as  it  lay  in  human  power,  I  have  saved  that 
life,  have  I  not  ?  "  by  his  manner  claiming  all  he  might. 

This  was  so  diflFerent  from  Dr.  Paul's  usual  way,  Julian 
was  surprised. 

"Certainly,  I  believe  so,"  he  replied,  "but  my  opinion 
is  not  of  course  academic. "  But  he  was  quick  to  divine  and 
hastened  to  oflFer  balm  to  a  suspected  anguish.  "All  the 
same,"  he  said  in  this  kindly  desire,  "my  opinion  is  worth 
something  here,  though  I  am  no  doctor.  I  know  a  good 
fight  when  I  see  it.  If  ever  a  man  fought  a  tough  battle 
brilliantly  and  well,  and  prevailed  at  last  through  sheer 
pluck  and  skill,  you  did  in  these  long  weeks.  Knowledge 
devotion,  boldness  to  seize  new  means  when  the  first  ones 
failed — of  course  you  saved  the  child 's  life.  It  is  only  fair 
to  say  so. " 

"Julian,  you  are  kind;  kind  and  generous:  but  I  fear  you 
are  a  dangerous  friend.  I  am  inclined  to  be  boastful 
and  egotistic  this  morning.  Why  do  you  pamper  me? 
But  thank  Heaven  I  have  been  aided  to  success.  This 
might  have  been  a  very  different  dawn.  At  this 
time  yesterday  I  had  very  little  hope.  I  feared  it  was  to  be 
a  disappointment  for  me,  and  bitter  affliction  for  these 
people.  Now  the  change  for  the  better  is  very  pronounced 
and  once  upon  the  road  to  recovery,  children  have  a  rapid 
recuperative  power.  I  believe  that  we  shall  have  no  more 
trouble." 
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"And  yet,"  reflected  Julian,  "they  have  nine  children, 
the  oldest  only  just  seventeen.  Life  at  best  for  them  must 
be  a  hard  struggle  for  barest  subsistence.  They  know  that 
the  children  are  only  growing  up  to  have  a  part  in  the  same 
dreary  battle,  in  a  place  like  this,  remote  from  every  live 
interest  in  the  world.  Yet  they  hold  on  to  that  one  small 
life,  and  are  as  unwilling  to  let  it  go,  as  if  all  this  were  not  so 
well  known  to  them. " 

"As  to  what  you  say  in  contempt  of  *a  place  like  this', 
life  might  approach  perfection  here,  I  think,"  returned 
Victor  musingly.    Julian  shook  his  head  disputatiously. 

"Pray,  don 't  ask  me  seriously,  to  believe  that  you  would 
renounce  the  tree  of  knowledge  for  the  sake  of  abiding  in 
these  solitudes,  even  to  sup  the  Lethe  you  fancy  you  hanker 
after,  **  he  said. 

"I  make  no  demands  whatever  upon  your  credulity. 
But  facts  are  facts  whether  one  believe  them  or  not.  Facts 
are  unchangeable,  it  is  only  beliefs  that  change.  Have  you 
found  knowledge  so  delectable  that  you  are  unwilling  to 
exchange  it  for  the  fountain  that  washes  out  all  records, 
that  one  may  begin  anew  ?  I  am  not  so  sure!  But,  at  any 
rate,  you  will  remember,  if  you  will  take  that  trouble,  that  I 
said  nothing  about  renouncing  print,  which  seems  now  to 
represent  the  fruit  of  the  Tree.  Even  here  one  might 
receive  the  world  *s  news. " 

"What's  the  odds  ?  If  you  did  not  specifically  renounce  it 
it  amounted  to  that.  Primitive  simplicity  excludes  print 
and  what  shall  you  find  here,  if  not  that  state  of  being  ? 
It  all  comes  back  to  my  *  youth'  and  'inexperience', 
doesn't  it  ?  But  for  all  the  patriarchal  airs  you  sometimes 
think  it  necessary  to  assume,  I  do  not  believe  that  you 
are  much  older  than  myself." 
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"It  is  very  pleasant  here,"  said  Victor,  "delightfully 
fresh;  but  morning  has  fairly  dawned  now,  and  after  a  wake- 
ful night  one  needs  the  tonic  of  one's  bath.  So  I  shall  no 
longer  tarry.  '* 

"You  are  trying  to  dodge  the  issue  in  a  most  abominable 
way/'  accused  Julian,  who  had  not  missed  the  gleam  in 
Victor's  eye,  but  for  which  he  might  not  have  ventured  to 
goon. 

"  Oh,  no ;  I  shan't  dodge  the  issue.  I  will  face  it  if  I  must ; 
but  I  need  not  ask  your  age  even  by  indirection,  as  it  hap- 
pens that  I  know  it. " 

"  Of  course  you  do,  because  I  kindly  told  you.  I  pressed 
the  information  upon  you  early  in  our  acquaintance.  But 
you  have  not  made  any  haste  to  reciprocate.  It  would  inter- 
fere with  your  posing  as  Methuselah,  as  you  are  occasion- 
ally moved  to  do.    Or,  perhaps,  it  is  a  state  secret  ?  " 

"No  state  secret, "  said  Victor  Paul  with  the  quick  com- 
ing of  a  cloud,  "  but  the  matter  seems  to  me  to  be  of  trifling 
importance.  In  reality,  I  have  no  age  any  more  than  I 
have—" 

"What?"  asked  Julian  involuntarily;  had  he  thought 
first  he  would  have  suppressed  the  question. 

"A  name ! "  exclaimed  Victor  in  an  outburst  of  bitterness 
that  silenced  the  other. 


CHAPTER  XXX 

"Better  a  little  chiding  than  a  great  deal  of  heutibteak.'* 

Enjotino  all  that  belongs  by  right  to  convalescence 
Sally  was  enthroned  in  invalid  state  upon  the  porch,  over- 
looking the  decline  of  the  hill  and  the  wide  valley  beyond. 
The  pink  kimono,  the  downy  cushions,  brightly  bedecked 
that  Dr.  Paul 's  care  had  supplied  were  component  parts  of 
her  renascent  joy. 

Sally  was  a  loving  little  creature,  firm  in  her  affections; 
and  unfortunately,  in  view  of  the  future,  she  had  set  her 
heart  on  Dr.  Paul,  from  the  moment  she  had  first  spoken 
his  name.  When  she  could  neither  find  him,  nor  reach  him 
with  her  voice,  nor  sunmtion  his  attendance  by  imperious 
mandate,  desolation  was  the  alternative. 

Julian  marvelled  at  the  tranquil  patience,  the  playful 
responsiveness  with  which  Victor  Paul,  the  difficult  to  ap- 
proach, met  these  heavy  demands.  Did  he,  taking  the  in- 
itiative in  repelling  a  possibly  condenmatory  world,  find 
refuge  sweet  in  the  unquestioning  love  and  faith  of  a  child  ? 

Victor's  divine  kindness  to  childhood,  that  never  seemed 
to  lose  patience,  oft  shamed  the  explosive  Julian,  in  whose 
dealings  with  the  young,  bribes  and  invectives  were  apt  to 
alternate,  not  perhaps  to  the  advantage  of  those  vdth  whom 
he  dealt. 

He  now  saw  fit  to  look  on  with  some  disapprobation. 
"You  are  laying  up  a  peck  of  trouble  for  yourself  and  one 
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other,"  he  warned;  "this  idyllic  condition  between  devoted 
doctor  and  grateful  patient  cannot  last  forever. ' ' 

As  for  Sally,  she  remained  doubtful  as  to  Mr.  Carroll, 
who  not  only  puzzled,  but  at  times  afflicted  her  with  a  pain- 
ful suspicion  that  he  "made  fun  of  people";  a  proceeding 
that  no  person  of  nine  years  will  calmly  brook.  And  so  far 
as  Mr.  Carroll  was  concerned,  it  was  unfortunately  true 
that  not  even  a  great  deal  of  kindness  of  heart  could  curb 
his  teasing  demon,  once  it  woke  up.  And  wake  up  it  did 
now. 

He  perched  himself  on  the  step  overlooked  by  doctor  and 
patient.  "You  think  that  doctor  of  yours  great  things, 
don't  you  ?"  he  demanded  in  a  slighting  tone  that  implied 
a  very  different  opinion  on  his  own  part. 

Sally  fairly  bristled  with  scornful  amazement  that  any 
one  should  presume  so  to  mention  Dr.  Paul.  "Of  course  I 
do!"  she  said  with  angry  emphasis. 

"You  are  too  fond  of  petty  torment,"  Dr.  Paul  remon- 
strated. 

"Well,"  retorted  the  perverse  Julian,  "when  one  is 
shivering  in  solitude  and  neglect,  one  consoles  himself  as 
best  he  may.  Will  your  father  lend  me  the  horse  and 
wagon  to  morrow,  do  you  think,  Sally  ?" 

"I — don 't  know, "  Sally  had  little  interest  in  that  chance. 
Julian  spoke  quickly:  "I  want  to  go  to  town,  Sally.  Last 
time  I  was  there  I  saw  a  wonderful  toy  shop. "  Sally  was  be- 
guiled. "I  think  they  must  have  had  a  hundred  dolls  in 
the  window;  more  or  less,"  he  conscientiously  qualified 
"and  drums  galore.  I  have  a  fancy  for  drums  myself.  I 
intend,  if  I  can  secure  absolution  beforehand  from  the 
domestic  authorities,  to  introduce  a  few  drums  into  the 
family,  though  Osirus  knows, "added  Mr.    Carroll   with 
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feeling,  *' that  the  swarm  with  which  I  have  had  to  do, 
need  no  help  in  making  a  racket  to  deafen  one.  StiU,  I 
don 't  want  anybody  to  be  inconsolable  for  my  loss,  so  I 
shall  thus  divert  their  attention.  And  then,  those  fasci- 
nating doUs.    Mrytle  and  Isabel  will  like  doUs,  I  know. " 

Sally  hung  on  Julian's  words. 

"And  Sally, "  Dr.  Paul  suggested,  "you  must  bring  me  a 
doU  for  Sally." 

"Certainly  I  shall  be  pleased  to  attend  to  your  order. 
Only  nobody  is  to  tell.    This  is  my  secret. " 

"Sally  will  keep  the  secret  and  so  shall  I. " 

"I'll  never  breathe  it!"  declared  Sally  fervently. 

"  Of  course  not ;  not  if  Dr.  Paul  says  no.  So  far  as  you  are 
concerned  this  young  person  is  guilty  of  rankest  idolatry. 
Really,  it  can  hardly  be  right  for  you  to  encourage  it  But 
I  shall  fill  your  unique  prescription  with  pleasure,  though 
who  ever  heard  of  dolls  and  pink  tea-gowns  as  part  of  any 
man  *s  pharmacopoeia  save  Dr.  Paul 's. " 

The  maid  in  pink  hid  her  face  against  Dr.  Paul's  sleeve. 
'He's  laughing  at  me!"  she  complained. 

Julian  fell  theatrically  on  one  knee.  "Pardon  me!"  he 
implored;  "I  did  not  mean  to  offend  you. " 

But  Sally  remained  unappeased. 

"Come,  forgive  me  this  time,"  begged  the  glib  sinner 
"I  am  not  laughing  at  you,  at  all,  but  at  another  person.' 

The  statement  won  no  way.  For  the  sake  of  the  peace 
of  mind  of  victim  as  well  as  culprit.  Dr.  Paul  took  a  hand. 
He  coaxed  Sally's  face  from  its  concealment,  but  her 
glance  still  fell  hostile  upon  Julian,  despite  his  humble 
attitude  and  mien.  "Forgive  Mr.  Carroll  this  time,'* 
Dr.  Paul  advised,  "he  will  not  do  it  again.  A  thing  that 
shall  be  true,"  he  supplemented  with  some  grimness,  "for 
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after  this  I  intend  to  see  to  it  that  you  forego  your  favorite 
amusement  in  this  quarter. '' 

"How  stem  you  are ! "  laughed  the  irrepressible  offender; 
'*you  talk  a  great  deal  about  my  nerves,  but  your  medical 
conscience  allows  you  to  scare  me  with  veiled  threats  of 
that  sort.  I  suppose  you  mean  that  if  I  do  desire  to  in- 
dulge in  it  in  this  quarter,  I  shall  first  have  to  defeat  you  in 
single  combat?" 

"Something  very  like  that.*' 

"That  certainly  settles  it  as  far  as  Sally  is  ccmcemed — 
all  right,  Sally,  thank  you.  We  are  friends  now,  and  here- 
after I  shall  behave  like  an  angel.  '* 

Julian  requisitioned  the  one-horse  wagon  in  which 
die  mountaineer  carried  cut  wood  to  the  market.  This 
vehicle,  though  substantial  and  strong,  did  not  possess 
distinction  as  a  chariot  Thereby,  however,  did  Mr. 
Carroll  propose  to  convey  himself  to  the  neighboring  town. 
The  horse,  remarkable  chiefly  for  the  size  of  his  hoofs  and 
joints  and  the  patient  placidity  of  his  temperament,  a  fine 
trait,  though  affording  no  excitement,  was  already  between 
die  shafts,  awaiting  his  driver's  coming  with  an  air  of 
being  willing  to  keep  it  up  indefinitely. 

Julian  shortly  appeared,  to  find  Dr.  Paul — and  Sally — 
observing  the  outfit  with  interest.  The  rest  of  the  family 
followed  in  Julian 's  wake.  Already  he  was  established  in 
their  minds  as  one  whose  doings  it  paid  to  keep  under 
observation.  Clad  in  borrowed  overalls — Jim's — a  blue 
gingham  shirt,  and  a  broad  yellow-brown  hat  of  the  sort 
purchasable  for  something  like  a  dime,  he  stood  disclosed 
a  dashing  young  countryman  with  some  pretensions  to 
good  looks.  The  conscious  Julian  may  not  have  been 
unaware  that  the  deep,  dull  blue  was  becoming  to  a  ruddy 
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complexion.  At  any  rate  he  had,  in  the  vanity  of  his  heart, 
added  a  detail  his  mountain  prototype  would  have  disdained 
when  he  knotted  a  red  silk  handkerchief  at  the  junction  of 
the  rolling  collar,  letting  the  long  ends  blow  about  friskily 
in  the  breeze. 

The  adventurer's  eyes  twinkled  mischievously.  He 
stole  a  look  at  Dr.  Paul,  plainly  e3q>ecting  criticism. 
Too  plainly.    He  received  none. 

"How  do  you  like  my  costume?'*  the  masquerader  was 
finally  driven  to  asking. 

"Very  appropriate  to  the  part  you  mean  to  play.  But 
you  will  be  known  at  first  glance  as  an  impostor,  a  mere 
impersonator,  instead  of  a  genuine  toiler." 

"Why,  pray?"  in  some  pique. 

"Your  hands  betray  their  innocence  of  manual  labor." 

"Oh-h,  as  to  that,"  returned  Julian  taking  up  a  handful 
of  clay  and  smearing  it  over  the  tell-tale  members,"that  is 
easily  remedied.  You  cannot  say  I  sacrifice  dramatic 
fitness  to  any  little  prejudices  of  my  own. " 

This  heretical  procedure  on  the  part  of  a  teacher  who 
was  given  to  suggesting  frequently  the  need  of  soap  and 
water  to  themselves,  filled  the  juvenile  contingent  with  a 
special  glee.  It  was  well  for  discipline  that  Mr.  Carroll's 
rule  was  nearly  at  an  end. 

He  climbed  into  the  wagon  and  took  up  the  reins.  "Dcm't 
even  think  of  expecting  me  until  to-morrow.  And  don't 
be  at  all  uneasy  if  I  do  not  appear  until  the  day  after. 
Bucephalos  is  a  leisurely  beast;  or  I  might  miss  the  road; 
half  a  dozen  things  might  delay  me.  At  any  rate  when 
you  see  me  will  be  time  enough  to  expect  me. " 
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''First  mend  my  company;  take  away  thyself.'* 

Only  the  second  day  had  run  close  to  sunset  when  the 
sound  of  a  bugle  soft  and  airy  in  the  distance,  came  to  the 
lingerers  on  the  green  who  watched  for  Carroll's  reap- 
pearance. No  one  could  say  that  he  had  ever  heard  the 
absentee  play  upon  said  instrument;  but  as  he  was  one  of 
those  people  who  can  get  a  tune  out  of  anything  tuneful 
by  a  sort  of  instinct  amounting  almost  to  inspiration,  this 
was  accepted  as  the  herald  of  his  approach.  And  soon  the 
well-known  wagon  was  coming  up  the  slope. 

"Upon  my  word,  I  believe  you  are  all  glad  to  see  me," 
said  the  traveller,  descending  and  making  his  horse  fast  to 
the  post  as  a  concession  to  custom;  "as  for  Dr.  Paul  and 
Sally,  haven 't  they  been  oflf  that  porch  since  I  went  away  ?  '* 

"We  have  had  several  recessions,"  said  Victor. 

"  WeD,  it  is  very  pleasant  and  homelike  to  see  you  there, 

and  to  receive  such  a  warm  welcome  from  all  hands. " 

■■> 

Since  Julian 's  intentions  had  been  a  secret,  he  was  en- 
titled to  all  the  satisfaction  he  might  get  from  the  greeting. 
But  it  could  not  be  denied  that  expectancy  somehow  per- 
vaded the  air. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  Sade  answered  Julian's  words,  "We's 
all  glad  to  see  you  back  again.  I  thought  maybe  you*d 
come,  so  I  kept  your  supper  for  you. " 

"Thank  you,  I  shall  be  ready  for  it  in  a  moment." 
253 
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Julian  went  to  the  end-gate  of  the  wagon  and  let  it  down. 
"These  are  for  you, "  he  said  giving  a  number  of  packages 
to  Dr.  Paul.  This  did  not  exhaust  the  cargo.  He  con- 
sulted the  penciled  inscriptions  on  those  remaining,  which 
he  drew  forth  and  distributed  in  their  wrappers.  He  had 
not  only  placed  the  name  of  the  to-be  recipient  on  his  own 
gifts  but  had  taken  a  like  precaution  with  those  selected  at 
the  instance  of  his  friend.  Dr.  Paul  did  Julian  *a  taste  and 
judgment  the  honor  to  leave  the  packages  unopened  when 
he  bestowed  the  gifts. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  go  into  particulars.  Julian  saw  fit 
to  cut  it  short  by  going  into  the  house  for  supper.  Later 
he  came  out  and  strolled  down  the  hill;  finding  a  seat  on  a 
large  rock  jutting  from  the  slant.  There  in  his  usual  man- 
ner he  mingled  the  scent  of  a  cigar  with  the  pleasanter  odor 
of  the  woods,  and  there  Dr.  Paul  found  him.  **I  should 
have  given  you  this  before,"  Victor  remarked;  "it  was 
brought  from  the  post  office  yesterday;  but  I  did  not  imme- 
diately remember  it. " 

"Time  enough,''  said  Julian,  taking  the  letter.  "Do  I 
look  particularly  like  a  pickpocket,  or  a  freebooter  of  any 
sort  ?  '*  he  looked  up  suddenly  to  ask. 

Dr.  Paul  retraced  his  step-away,  observing  him  smilingly. 
*That  is  certainly  an  odd  question, "  he  remarked. 

"Don't  evade!"  said  Julian. 

"I  can  answer  with  a  clear  conscience  that  you  do 
not,"  Victor  responded,  "will  that  do?"  Then  he  left 
the  reader  in  solitude  to  his  letter. 

It  was  from  Elinor.  He  read  it,  holding  in  his  hand, 
meanwhile,  a  scrap  of  paper  that  had  been  enclosed.  The 
chief  missive  finished,  he  examined  the  addendum,  finding 
to  reward  him  the  following: — 
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"Deab  Mb.  Carroll: — 

I  shall  send  this  with  Elinor's.  Of  course  you  will 
be  glad  to  hear  from  me  along  with  other  friends  left 
behind,  and  I  think  I  am  very  forgiving  to  write,  seeing  how 
you  treated  us  all.  So  this  is  your  wonderful  secret  ('Who- 
ever said  it  was  wonderful.  Marplot,  except  yourself,' 
Julian  interpolated)  only  travelling  about  through  the  U. 
S.  How  very  tame  an  ending  to  the  mystery  with  which 
you  saw  fit  to  tantalize  us.  What  I  guessed  would 
have  been  more  interesting  by  far,  don 't  you  think  ?  We, 
who  are  not  travelling,  but  only  sticking  like  limpets  to  the 
same  old  rock,  are  having  quite  as  good  a  time,  I  do  believe. 
Felix,  the  devoted,  is  here  nearly  every  day,  and  the  thea- 
tres are  especially  interesting  just  now  by  way  of  winding 
up  the  season  nicely.  You  know  how  fond  Nelly  and  your 
humble  servant  are  of  a  play.  I  must  say  they  are  good, 
those  two.  They  always  take  me  with  them,  and  never 
allow  me  to  feel  de  trop.  Some  people  would,  you  know. 
Really,  it  is  almost  as  good  as  having  an  admirer  of  one 's 
own.  Well,  I  have  used  up  the  scrap  of  paper  I  borrowed 
from  Elinor  (which  she  had,  without  the  formality  of 
asking)  so  good-bye.  Good  luck  and  many  pleasant 
adventures  to  you,  and  may  all  things  go  as  you  wish. 

Yours,  etc., 

Mabel  Langton." 

Mabel,  writing  fine  and  close,  had  managed  to  place  this 
irritating  effusion  on  a  half -sheet  of  paper.  Never  had  so 
much  poison  been  cranmied  into  such  limited  space.  Julian 
frowned  heavily  over  it.  "Little  fiend!"  he  muttered  sav- 
agely. Mabel's  well  acted  "ingenue"  had  not  completely 
imposed  on  him,  chiefiy,  perhaps,  because  it  was  too  well- 
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done.  Now,  he  suddenly  perceived  that  she  was  inimical 
to  his  own  claims;  nor  was  it  difficult  to  guess  why»  with 
Felix  in  the  field.  Elinor,  beautiful  as  she  was,  was  the 
more  charming  because  of  a  perfect  modesty  that  ever  ap- 
peared unconscious  of  it.  But  of  all  who  had  fluttered 
around  her  it  was  only  Felix  of  whom  Julian  had  ever  con- 
descended to  be  really  jealous.  He  rose  and  started  down 
the  hill,  tearing  as  he  went  the  exasperating  docum^it  to 
fragments  and  flinging  them  upon  the  breeze  to  be  carried 
away. 

Dr.  Paul  brushed  off  a  bit  or  two  that  had  found  lodge- 
ment. "Your  letter  does  not  seem  to  have  pleased  you.'* 

"My  letter  had  in  it  the  sting  of  a  wasp, "  returned  Julian 
peevishly.  Looking  particularly  ill-humored  he  sat  down 
beside  Dr.  Paul.  "I  see  where  you  are  right  to  have  re- 
nounced the  exasperating  half  of  creation, "  said  he. 

Dr.  Paul  raised  his  eyebrows.  "So  bad  as  that,  is  it? 
I  suppose  that  you,  too,  will  now  renounce  ?  ** 

"No,  I  won 't!"  contradicted  Julian  brusquely;  "I  refuse 
to  be  bowled  out  of  the  game  by  a  marplot. " 

Dr.  Paul  smiled  without  conmient  at  this  enigmatical 
boast;  and  for  a  little  while  Mr.  Carroll  sat  in  brooding 
speechlessness,  his  wrongs  biting  into  his  soul,  or  his  vanity; 
for  he  could  neither  understand  nor  begin  to  overlook 
Elinor's  action  in  sending  Mabel's  letter  with  her  own. 
But  it  was  never  his  way  *o  dwell  too  long  on  the  disagree- 
able. By  degrees  he  brightened  up,  and  at  last  addressed 
his  companion.    "  Don 't  you  want  to  hear  my  adventures  ?  " 

"I  have  been  waiting  with  a  great  deal  of  eagerness  to 
hear  the  thrilling  recital. " 

"What  has  led  you  to  expect  anything  *  thrilling  *  ?** 

"  Chiefljr  ypur  own  words  and  den^eanor.  ** 
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"I  must  learn  to  conceal  my  thoughts  better.  I  don't 
want  to  be  giving  myself  away  like  that. " 

"I  strongly  suspect  that  you  have  been  in  mischief  of 
some  sort,  so  you  may  as  well  confess.  '* 

"I'll  confess  all  right;  but  I  must  point  out,  so  there  may 
be  no  mistake,  that  I  am  the  victim  in  this  moving  tale. 
So  sorry  you  don 't  smoke.   Always  looks  so  unsociable. " 

"I  thought  that  had  already  been  disposed  of. " 

*'AJ1  right.  I  am  corrected  and  suppressed.  I  hasten  to 
get  on  to  tiie  next.  Nothing  befell  me  yesterday,  if  I  except 
the  endless  string  of  questions  from  the  people  on  the  route, 
from  whom  I  was  obliged  to  ask  the  way;  and  who  recog- 
nized Billy  Kyle's  team;  and  to  whom  it  was  necessary  to 
account  categorically  for  my  possession  of  the  same. 

"I  was  able  to  accomplish  most  of  my  shoppmg  yester- 
day. I  got  a  lot  of  amusement  out  of  it,  too.  People  did 
not  in  the  least  know  what  to  make  of  me;  and  their  efforts 
to  make  anything,  good  or  bad,  were  entertaining  enough. 
My  elegant  newspaper  English,  combined  with  such  an 
unconventional  get-up,  had  the  effect  of  flooring  them  com- 
pletely. They  did  not  even  take  refuge,  as  they  might  have 
done,  in  the  undoubted  fact  that  it  was  really  no  affair  of 
theirs. 

"This  morning,  after  I  had  finished  up  the  odds  and 
ends,  it  was  still  not  very  late  when  I  started  on  my  return. 
My  steed  was  creeping  with  all  his  own  leisurely  dignity 
along  a  country  road  but  a  few  miles  from  town — ** 

Julian  paused,  but  there  was  mischief  in  his  eye. 

"Well,  Mr.  Carroll,  you  don 't  intend  to  stop  there  ?" 

"Only  for  a  good  breath.  Some  people  came  up  behind 
me  in  a  contrivance  having  a  long  seat  at  each  side,  loaded 
down  with  gallantry  and  beauty.    It  was  a  picnic.  Now, 
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I  am  an  admirer  of  beauty  myself;  but  I  have  my  own 
ideas  of  what  is  proper,  and  I  think  the  hasty  spirit  of  youth 
needs  to  be  curbed  and  chastened.  You  see  these  unrea- 
sonable young  people  thought  I  must  get  out  of  the  road 
whether  or  no;  in  short,  vacate  my  well-established  rights 
in  the  premises  in  their  favor." 

''I  understand!  And  you,  I  suppose,  did  not  see  your  way 
clear  to  do  so?" 

"'You  suppose  aright.  I  did  not  see  it.  I  thought  they 
needed  a  lesson  in  patience,  to  say  nothing  of  ordinary 
civility.  They  laughed  at  my  necktie.  Therefore,  I  think 
it  an  extraordinary  proof  of  the  benevolence  of  my  temper 
that,  at  the  cost  of  some  trouble,  I  let  them  have  diat  lesson." 

"I  hope  it  was  received  with  becoming  gratitude?" 

"You  always  will  think  too  well  of  human  nature;  there- 
fore I  am  sorry  to  disappoint  your  touching  faith.  A  more 
painful  exhibition  of  ingratitude  I  never  saw.  The  dispute 
led  to  an  exchange  of  compliments  of  a  more  or  less  action- 
able sort.  I  used  the  new  language  I  have  been  acquiring 
during  the  last  seven  weeks.  'Montani  semper  liberi\ 
especially  from  rules  of  grammar.  I  flatter  myself  I  slaugh- 
tered my  native  tongue  with  as  much  freedom  and  ruthless- 
ness  as  ever  did  Kyle  himself. 

"In  short,"  Dr.  Paul  commented  dryly,  "you  enjoyed 
your  favorite  pastime  on  a  large  scale. " 

"What  an  amazing  discovery!  I  can't  think  how  you 
ever  found  that  out.  But  let  that  pass.  Here  is  a  matter 
more  important.      It  was  just  here  that  Hebe  interfered." 

"Hebe?" 

"I  said  so.  Hebe,  who  occupied  a  seat  by  the  driver;" 
Mr.  Carroll  looked  straight  ahead,  the  comers  of  his 
mouth  twitching. 
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"Am  I  to  infer,"  inquired  the  hearer,  warned  by  the 
peculiarly  conscious  air  that  marked  this  introduction, 
"that  we  have  now  reached  the  special  point  of  the 
story?" 

"Anything  you  like,"  conceded  the  obliging  narrator 
"as  I  was  about  to  say,  Hebe,  after  one  scorching  broad 
side  of  the  eye,  refused  so  much  as  to  look  at  me. " 

"Quite  too  bad,  when  one  reflects  that  the  performance 
was  largely  for  *Hebe  's '  benefit. " 

"Well,  I  am  too  honest  to  deny  that  it  was  at  least  to  a 
certain  extent  for  her  benefit.  But  no  one  ever  had  a  better 
excuse  for  showing  off!  However,  what  is  the  use  of  telling 
a  person  who  makes  a  boast  of  his  adamantine  hardness 
that  she  was  a  most  enchanting  creature,  the  kind  before 
whom  one  goes  down  at  the  first  shot  ?  " 

"Does  one,  indeed,  my  too  susceptible  Julian?" 

"Docs  one!  But  did  I  not  expressly  except  you?  But  I 
should  like  to  see,  for  the  gratification  of  my  own  curiousity 
what  *Lady  Disdain '  could  do  with  you,  braggart  that  you 
are!  Well,  to  get  on,  *Lady  Disdain  *  could  not  sanction 
bandying  words  with  a  bumpkin.  When  due  and  immedi- 
ate attention  was  not  given  to  her  commands,  she  attempted 
to  take  matters  into  her  own  hands.  She  made  a  wild  grab 
at  the  reins,  and  the  next  minute  the  horses  were  up  over 
the  bank  and  the  wagon  was  janmied  sideways  at  a  most 
alarming  angle.  There  was  a  chorus  of  shrieks  and  a 
cataract  of  people  scrambling  out  of  the  back  of  the  wagon. 
Hebe  stuck  pluckily  to  her  post  and  a  couple  of  men 
jumped  to  the  horses  heads.  For  a  moment,  I  must  admit 
I  was  what  old  *  Uncle  Jake'  would  call  'skeered'.  I 
thought  there  would  be  a  bad  accident.  But  was  I  to 
think  it  my  fault?" 
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'*I  shall  not  venture  to  say  that,  but  I  have  an  idea  that 
there  may  be  two  opinions  upon  the  matter.  ** 

"Plain  enough,  that!  What  is  the  good  of  a  friend  who 
will  not  side  with  one  absolutely  and  unconditionally  ?*' 

"Perhaps  to  supply  the  stimulant  of  a  little  wholesome 
criticism." 

"  Humph !  Well,  at  least  there  was  not  a  particle  of  doubt 
as  to -the  opinion  of  the  other  party.  With  one  accord  tiiey 
settled  it  to  lay  the  blame  on  me,  though  I  desire  you  to 
take  notice  that  it  was  not  I  who  dragged  viciously  at  the 
reins  and  so  brought  them  into  such  a  plight.  I  jumped 
out  and  went  back,  intent  to  offer  help,  if  need  be,  but  there 
was  no  need.  They  had  no  trouble  getting  a  couple  of  tame 
livery-stable  bnites  back  into  the  road.  The  conveyance 
was  righted,  and,  after  five  mimutes  or  so  of  frantic  excite- 
ment, it  was  all  over  and  nobody  hurt.  Then,  you  know 
they  had  time  to  think  of  me.  Does  your  blood  b^in  to 
chill?" 

"Nicely!" 

"Then,  imagine  my  thrills.  It  was  four  to  one.  I  had 
unwarily  walked  right  up  to  the  raging  lions,  and  it  was 
suggested  that  it  was  a  mighty  good  chance  to  give  me 
the  horse-whipping  I  was  supposed  to  deserve.  You  see  I 
emphasize  the  *  supposed*.  Hadn't  I  given  them  some 
variety  for  their  picnic  ?  Well,  I  have  a  little  Irish  blood 
myself,  so  I  could  do  nothing  but  stand  my  ground  and 
brazen  it  out  at  short  range.  I  thought  we  were  in  for  a 
rough  and  tumble,  sure,  so  wroth  were  they.  I  hardly 
expected  the  presence  even  of  the  fair  ones  to  save  it. 
Then  it  was  that  Hebe  intervened  for  a  second  time;  but 
this  time  it  was  in  my  behalf.  I  think  it  took  her  only  a 
half-second  to  get  out  of  that  wagon.    I  never  saw  anything 
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quicker.  Whether  those  cubs  meant  anything  more  than  a 
bluff,  I  really  cannot  tell,  but  Hebe  evidently  took  them 
seriously  and  fell  to  lashing  them  with  her  tongue,  and  she 
did  give  them  a  good  one.  She  is  certainly  a  little  scold,  if 
she  did  scold  in  my  behalf.  But  she  drove  them  ignomin- 
iously  back  to  their  wagon. " 

"I  could  not  quite  believe  they  did  mean  it  all;  but  any- 
how they  did  not  feel  a  cent's  worth  cheaper  than  I  did, 
especially  when,  having  finished  my  opponents  to  her 
satisfaction,  she  turned  to  me.  'I  should  think,'  says 
her  ladyship,  'that  even  you  could  see  that  it  is  time  to 
quit'." 

"You  cannot  realize  the  amount  of  scorn  that  went  into 
that  'even  you'.  Hardy  as  I  am,  it  wilted  me  right  down. 
But  you  can  understand,  that  under  such  eyes  I  was  not 
going  to  appear  to  give  in  too  easily.  I  made  a  magnificent 
Chesterfieldian  bow,  fairly  wiping  the  landscape  with  my 
ten  cent  hat.  *Madam,'  says  I,  dropping  the  Montanian 
for  the  Grandisonian,  *I  regret  to  have  discommoded  you. 
I  can  only  apologize  and  retire. '  Have  I  happened  to  tell 
you  that  she  was  as  good  a  looker  as  you  could  find  in  a 
week?  Well,  do  you  know,  I  find  on  looking  back  that, 
while  I  thought  I  only  did  it  for  the  fun  of  mystifying  them, 
I  wanted  to  appear  for  an  instant  myself  instead  of  Kyle  in 
her  eyes.  Vanity  is  an  amazing  thing !  Well,*  Lady  Disdain ' 
did  look  surprised.  She  turned  red;  for  a  moment  there 
was  the  hopeful  incipience  of  a  smile  on  her  face;  hopeful 
for  me,  I  mean,  for  the  clearing  of  the  air.  But  it  was  only 
a  passing  sparkle,  so  I  gave  it  up.  As  quickly  as  I  could, 
m  consistency  with  self-respect  and  dignity,  I  got  into 
another  road;  losing  my  unwilling  acquaintances,  as  I 
thought,  for  good.    But  oddly  enough,  this  evening,  hardly 
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more  than  a  mile  below,  I  came  across  them  again,  having 
supper  in  the  woods. " 

"I  believe  that  I  know  something  of  your  party.  Some 
of  them  came  here  with  a  license  to  borrow  the  key  to  our 
'lodge  in  the  wilderness'. " 

"But  not  by  any  chance  'Hebe*  ?" 

"Nobody  of  that  name  or  description.  Only  two  very 
young  men." 

"Then,"  said  Julian  with  animation,  "you  almost  saw 
'Hebe'  for  yourself!  What  a  pity  that  you  should,  by  a 
hair's  breadth,  have  been  cheated  out  of  such  a  thoroughly 
delightful  experience. " 

"I  cannot  imagine  it  making  any  difference  to  me  if  I 
had  had  that  experience, "  returned  Victor  dryly. 

"What  a  limited  imagination!  I  do  not  know  whether 
most  to  pity  or  to  en^y  you.  If  you  miss  something,  you 
probably  escape  much,  too.  And  then,  right  here  comes 
in  a  little  of  my  constitutional  scepticism.  It  is  easy  to 
boast.  But  I  am  not  through  yet.  As  I  told  you,  they  were 
preparing  for  a  meal  in  a  picturesque  spot,  not  far  from  the 
little  fall.  You  know  that  I  am  a  social  person  and  I  was 
fairly  aching  for  an  invitation  to  join  them.  I  don 't  know 
when  I  have  wanted  anything  so  much.  As  luck  would 
have  it,  just  as  I  was  driving  up,  Hebe  alone,  crossed  the 
road.  Very  appropriately,  she  was  carrying  a  pitcher  to  the 
spring.  Now,  there  was  one  thing  in  the  neighborhood  of 
which  I  was  aware  and  she  was  not. " 

"'Ha!'  thinks  your  humble  servant  to  himself,  *here 
is  where  the  tables  are  turned.  I  shall  resume  my  proper 
office  of  protector  and  force  her  to  thank  me  for  my  good 
offices. '  But  I  know  now,  if  I  did  not  before,  that  it  is  use- 
less to  count  beforehand  on  what  a  girl  may  do  in  any  given 
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circumstances.  It  is  part  of  the  entertainment  that 
they  keep  one  guessing.  I  pulled  up,  leaped  out,  and 
hurried  over,  saying  dramatically:  *Look  out!  there  is  a 
snake!'" 

"Of  course  she  shrieked  and  jumped;  and  the  pitcher 
dropped  and  went  to  pieces  on  a  stone.    I  suppose  that  was 
really  what  so  provoked  her.     Her  tone  was  surely  austere. 
*You  are  nothing  but  a  Hoodoo  man,'  says  *Lady  Disdain' 
*  Destruction  follows  in  your  wake!'" 

"*Is  it  my  fault  that  you  broke  your  pitcher?'  I 
inquired  with  dignity. " 

"*To  be  sure  it  is;  you  startled  me. '" 

"Tardon  me,'  says  I  loftily,  'though  you  have  to-day 
treated  an  unobtrusive  fellow-creature  with  such  unmerited 
scorn,  yet,  *dear  Lady  Disdain ',  I  could  not  allow  you  to 
be  bitten  by  a  dangerous  snake,  while  it  was  in  my  power  to 
prevent  it;  and  was  in  fact  my  duty  to  do  so.'" 

"'Snake?  I  saw  no  snake;  it  was  way  off;'  avers  she. 
There  was  ingratitude  for  you !  And  I  assure  you  that  her 
ladyship  looked  at  me  as  if  I,  and  not  the  ophidian,  were 
the  object  of  her  repulsion. " 

"'Endeavor  to  be  a  little  reasonable, '  says  I,  I  am  afraid 
a  trifle  acidly;  I  was  rujBSed;  'and  admit  that  common  hu- 
manity obliged  me  to  warn  you.'" 

"'Common  humanity,'  indeed!  I  am  not  blind,  sir.'" 

"'At  least,  you  passed  it  once  without  seeing  it.'" 

'*'How  do  you  know,'  said  'Lady  Disdain'  with  the  air 
of  a  queen  to  the  meanest  of  her  subjects,  'what  I  saw  or 
did  not  see?'" 

"  'You  did  not  see  it, '  says  I,  standing  by  my  word. " 

'"Well,  if  I  didn  't, '  was  the  next  extraordinary  argument 
'I  am  sure  I  don 't  want  to  see  it;  and  I  need  never  have  had 
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the  unpleasant,  shivery  feeling  of  knowing  the  horrid  thing 
was  there  if  you  had  not  been  so  officious. ' " 

''That  was  really  a  little  too  much  for  my  patience.  She 
ought  to  have  been  more  gracious  over  my  attempted  ser- 
vice; so  I  took  it  on  me  at  least  to  gratify  my  spleeJki.  I 
looked  her  impudently  in  the  eye.  *  You  are  not  as  amiable 
as  you  are  good-looking,  by  a  long  shot!'  says  I,  expecting 
to  be  annihilated;  but  that  was  where  unaccountability 
showed  itself  again.  For  some  mysterious  reason,  some 
unerring  instinct  of  the  way  to  reach  the  vital  spot,  *Lady 
Disdain'  chose  to  find  this  amusing.  Hebe's  laugh,  her 
sparkling  eyes  and  entrancing  dimples,  were  distracting 
enough,  but  a  fellow  does  not  like  to  be  laughed  at,  even  in 
so  charming  a  way. " 

"*I  may  not  be  amiable,'  says  her  ladyship,  *but  one 
thing  nobody  can  deny,  and  that  is  your  extraordinary  im- 
pudence— you — you  Shakespearian  imposter!'  (as  an  epi- 
thet, how  does  that  strike  you?)  *You  are  excessively 
grammatical  all  at  once,  when  this  morning  you  fairly  set 
one 's  teeth  on  edge. ' " 

"*It  is  altogether  a  question  of  justice  and  not  of  gram- 
mar,' I  says  warming  up  to  the  altercation;  but  at  this 
point  the  remainder  of  the  party,  in  search  of  the  missing 
damsel,  became  aware  of  my  second  intrusion,  and  rushed 
pellmell  to  the  rescue  of  my  scorpion -tongued  charmer. " 

"  But  she  was  true  to  her  game  of '  knight-errantry '.  *  Let 
the  man  alone!'  says  she;  *he  has  done  no  harm.  He  only 
warned  me  of  a  snake— somewhere.  He's  an  actor  out 
for  a  holiday, '  was  the  next  amazing  announcement,  that  I 
was  too  dazed  to  deny. " 

"I  could  not  hold  my  ground.  In  that  character  of  *an 
actor  out  for  a  holiday '  I  was  obliged  to  come  away,  without 


TANTALUS  465 

the  invitation  I  had  so  cx>veted  and  vainly  fished  for.  And 
— I  knew  the  snake  storj^  would  be  investigated. " 

"And  there  was  no  snake  ?  "  Dr.  Paul  suggested. 

"Certainly  there  was  a  snake,"  answered  Julian  with  a 
queer  grin;  "but  I  drove  oflF  with  peals  of  derision  ringing 
in  my  ears  because  of  that  particular  bid  for  favor. " 

"There  is  something  here  that  wants  clearing  up,"  Dr. 
Paul  remarked;  "there  is  evidently  some  other  enormity 
that  should  be  confessed.  You  must  understand,  my  re- 
luctant penitent,  that  the  priestly  office  brooks  no  half -made 
confession.    Out  with  the  whole  truth ! " 

"Oh,  as  to  that,"  responded  the  sinner  thus  abjured, 
"I  have  withheld  nothing  of  importance.  It  is  the  paltriest 
detail.  You  may  value  it  for  yourself.  The  fact  relates  to 
the  snake,  and  my  eflForts  to  use  it  as  a  lever  to  lift  myself 
into  favor. " 

"I  remain  unenlightened!" 

"The  fact  was  that  the  critter  was  not  danger- 
ous; or  ratlier,  it  had  been  at  one  time,  but  had  ceased  to 
be  so." 

"Itwa^— ?" 

"It  was  dead,"  admitted  the  guileful  Julian,  "it  was  in 
fact,  considerably  dead,  since  I  had  killed  it  myself  when 
I  passed  that  way  yesterday  morning. " 

"  So  they  laughed  at  you ! " 

"They  were  so  rude. " 

"I  think  on  the  evidence,  the  defendant  will  have  to  be 
acquited, "  said  the  umpire,  the  confession  finished. 

"Still  untrue  to  the  claims  of  amity  you  lean  to  the  other 
side,"  said  Julian. 

"Play  your  game  of  torment,  if  you  must,  Julian — ^and 
the  impulse  seems  to  be  irresistible — but  accept  your  occa- 
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sional  losses  with  becoming  foititued.    And  now  I  shall 
flee  before  the  storm  bursts. " 

Julian  left  alone  did  not  find  his  reflections  altogether 
satisfactory.  Most  people  think  they  know  themselves. 
Julian  was  no  exception;  and,  thinking  that  he  knew  him- 
self, the  last  thing  he  had  ever  been  willing  to  admit,  was 
any  foundation  for  the  charge  of  inconstancy.  Constant  to 
his  aims  and  ambitions  he  had  been  and  he  wished  to  be- 
lieve that  this  guaranteed  constancy  of  allegiance.  But 
to-day  he  had  met  an  accuser  whom  he  could  not  so  easily 
face  down — ^himself;  who  told  him  distinctly  that  his  fancy 
had  been  wandering  from  its  appointed  shrine.  Perhaps 
that  was  why  he  was  so  ready  to  be  angry  with  Elinor's 
allied  offense.    It  helped  him  to  pardon  himself. 


CHAPTER  XXXn 

"No  man's  pie  is  freed  from  his  ambitious  finger." 

"I  WONDER,"  said  Elinor,  half  to  herself,  "what  I  can 
have  done  with  it. "  She  flushed  as  she  glanced  hastily  at 
Mabel.  She  had  not  meant  to  speak  aloud.  But  Mabel  had 
been  covertly  watching  the  exhaustive  search  that  netted 
nothing.  There  had  been  amusement  under  the  .watchful- 
ness, a  reason  for  which  did  not  appear  on  the  surface. 

"What  is  the  matter  ?  "  asked  the  marplot,  with  a  languid 
show  of  interest. 

"Oh — nothing;"  Elinor  abandoned  a  fruitless  search, 
though  the  small  mystery  still  puzzled  her.  She  took  up  an 
envelope  and  began  to  address  it. 

"I  thought,"  said  the  marplot  behind  whose  book  was 
hidden  an  impish  smile,  "that  I  heard  you  say  you  had 
lost  something. " 

"Nothing  of  importance.  It  is  only,"  oft  impelled  to 
a  painstaking  exactness  of  statement  that  exicted  Mabel's 
derision;  "itisonly  that  I  cannot  find  an  envelope  that  I 
had  addressed  and  stamped — ^I  cannot  think  what  has 
become  of  it!" 

"Perhaps,"  Mabel  suggested  demurely,  "you  meant  to 
do  so  and  thought  you  had  when  you  really  never  got  be- 
yond the  intention." 

"I  hardly  think  my  mind  is  failing  me  to  that  extent/' 
replied  Elinor  tartly. 
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"Well,  in  any  case,  T  suppose  you  are  not  too  stingy  to 
bestow  a  second  envolope  and  an  additional  two-cent 
stamp  on  your  *  darling  Julian'?" 

Elinor  flushed.  ''Did  I  say  that  I  was  writing  to  Mr. 
Carroll  ?     I  have  other  correspondents. " 

Mabel  received  this  attempt  to  dodge  her  vigilance  with 
the  tolerant  grin  of  one  who  knew  all  she  wished  to  know. 
**Yes,  it  is  true  that  you  have  other  correspondents.  Still 
you  generally  are  writing  to  Mr.  Carroll,  are  you  not  ?  " 

But  ISinor  had  made  up  her  mind  on  this  matter  to 
ignore  provocation.  She  well  knew  her  own  weakness  and 
the  conspicuous  advantage  that  invariably  accrued  to 
Mabel's  superior  coolness.  She  held  her  peace  untO  she 
could  speak  with  apparent  indifference.  ''I  do  not  think 
you  are  in  a  position  to  know  anything  about  it.  ** 

"I  generally  have  my  eyes  open,"  remarked  Mabel 
"still,"  with  mock-hurt  air,  "you  don't  take  your  little 
sister  into  your  confidence  as  fully  as  I  could  wish. " 

She  knew  the  peculiar  exasperation  attaching  to  this 
phrase.  When  the  "little  sister"  came  upon  the  scene,  it 
was  usually  with  anything  but  a  beneficient  intent;  to  de- 
mand privileges  or  immunities;  never  when  it  became  a 
question  of  precedence  or  authority. 

"If  you  would  let  me  read  your  letters,"  the  marplot 
went  on,  "I  might  correct  your  granunar  and  spelling  for 
you.  Two  heads  are  better  than  one,  and  Julian  is  such  a 
very  literary  gentleman.  '* 

"You  are  too  kind !    Really  you  overdo  it. " 

"Certainly,  I  am  kind,  though  I  doubt  if  you  value  it  as 
you  ought.  Luckily  an  approving  conscience  goes  a  long 
way  towards  making  one  happy.  However,  will  you  go  to 
the  door  or  shall  I  ?  " 
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"You  may  if  you  like.  * 

"Oh,  if  it  is  what  I  like,  I  shall  not  disturb  myself;"  Mabel 
stretched  herself  in  the  Morris  chair  with  an  air  of  luxu- 
rious laziness;  "I  really  only  put  the  question  because  I 
thought  you  would  see  your  obvious  duty.  You  are  nearer 
the  door,  and  since  you  have  finished  your  letter  and  have  it 
all  ready  for  Unde  Sam  to  carry  to  the  happy  Mr.  Carroll, 
you  might  go. " 

It  was  the  letter  that  caused  Elinor's  reluctance  to  com- 
ply. It  lay  upon  the  tumed-down  flap  of  the  desk,  whence, 
had  she  been  like  Mabel,  she  would  have  taken  it  without 
more  ado.  But  the  faint,  intuitive  distrust  that  was  working 
within  her  was  the  very  thing  to  prevent  her.  Morbidly 
sensitive  herself,  she  was  apt  to  diagnose  other  people's 
feelings  by  the  medium  of  her  own  too  acute  sensibilities. 
The  fact  that  she  was  aware  that  Mabel  in  pursuit  of  a  pur- 
pose would  go  to  lengths  that  shocked  herself,  forbade  her 
making  the  letter  safe.  She  was  not  equal  to  the  brutal 
frankness  of  doubt. 

But  what,  in  the  circumstances,  could  the  most 
determined  meddler  do  that  would  not  court  immediate 
detection?  It  seemed  nothing!  Mabel  was,  to  the  eye, 
absorbed  in  her  book;  and  the  knocker  still  waited. 
Elinor  hastily  crossed  the  room  and  went  into  the  adjoin- 
ing one,  that  opened  into  the  hall.  There  the  knocker,  who 
desired  to  see  herself,  for  some  time  engaged  her  atten- 
tion. 

Great  the  plotter's  delight!  As  Elinor's  preoccupation 
became  apparent  Mabel's  vanished  like  the  unreality  it 
was.  She  darted  noiselessly  to  the  desk.  From  her  book 
she  rapidly  extracted  two  things:  Elinor's  missing  envelope 
— deeply  would  it  have  puzzled  its  owner  to  account  for 
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her  possession  of  it!— and  the  letter  that  several  days  later 
conveyed  its  poison  to  Mr.  Carroll. 

The  work  of  transferring  the  letter  with  her  own  en- 
closure to  the  second  envelope  was  quickly  done.  Her 
dexterity  would  have  graced  a  better  work  as  her  gratifica- 
tion over  its  finish  belonged  to  a  deed  of  nobler  strq)e. 
But  she  resolutely  put  aside  all  compunction  as  she  laid 
the  treacherous  missive  back  on  the  desk. 

"There!"  she  mentally  soliloquised,  with  a  vindictive- 
ness  matching  and  even  growing  from  the  evil  deed. 
*'Mr.  Carroll  will  find  an  asp  in  that  basket  of  flowers,  and 
my  hope  is  that  it  may  sting  him  well!" 

She  could  even  find  room  for  self-congratulation. 
'Some  folk,"  this  complacent  mischief  assured  herself 
''might  have  been  guilty  of  the  meanness  of  attempting  to 
read  what  was  never  meant  to  be  seen  bv  an  outsider;  but 
see  how  gallantly  I  have  resisted  the  temptation  to  take  the 
smallest  peep.  Really,  I  feel  quite  proud  of  myself, "  with 
a  sardonic  grimace,  for  she  knew  well  enough  what  she  was 
doing;  "I  have  neither  read  Elinor's  effusion  nor  resorted 
to  the  stale  trick  of  intercepting  it.  I  have  merely  used  my 
undoubted  right  to  send  a  letter  of  my  own  to  my  prospec- 
tive, brother-in-law.  And  I  could  not,  of  course  afford  to 
waste  a  stamp  on  him.    He  is  not  my  'darling  Julian'." 

The  plotter  seemed  half  asleep  when  Elinor  returned. 
That  alone  would  not  have  assured  the  victim,  knowing  as 
she  did  Mabel's  leaning  to  histrionics.  But  the  letter  lay 
upon  the  desk  looking  exactly  as  she  had  left  it;  there 
appeared  to  be  absolutely  no  ground  for  suspicion,  the 
vague  but  unconquerable  suspicion  that  had  been  worry- 
ing her.  Therefore,  Elinor  felt  ashamed  that  she  had 
allowed  instinct's  voice  to  be  heard  at  all.     It  was  the  un- 
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uttered  apology  in  her  mind  that  gave  special  soft  kindli- 
ness to  her  manner.  She  said :  "I  am  going  down  town; 
can  I  do  anything  for  you,  Mabel  ?  Or,  better  still,  won 't 
you  come  with  me  ?  " 

It  was  in  a  particularly  meek  tone  that  the  marplot  de- 
clined. Elinor,  unconsciously,  had  chosen  the  sharpest 
sting  with  which  to  pierce  a  tough  armor  of  self-sufficiency. 
Mabel  remained  in  her  chair  after  Elinor  had  gone,  having 
a  severe  tussle  with  her  conscience;  that  conscience  that 
was  neither  weak  enough  to  let  her  pursue  her  nefarious 
course  in  peace,  nor  strong  enough  to  hold  her  to  the 
path  of  rectitude.  But  it  was  still  strong  enough  severely 
to  prick  her.  "I  am  a  beast!"  pounded  wearysome  con- 
science, "I  am  too  mean  to  live!" 

But  what  availed  that  when  the  poisoned  arrow,  sped  by 
Elinor's  own  unconscious  hand,  was  already  on  its  flight. 


CHAPTER  XXXm 

*TOlh  rainy  eyes  write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth." 

Sallt  was  abandoned  to  despair.  Efforts  to  prepare  her 
for  the  blow,  or  to  reconcile  her  to  it  now  that  it  was  about 
to  fall,  had  all  been  vain.  Quite  deaf  to  the  vain  patter  of 
words  that  were  raining  around  her,  she  addressed  her- 
self to  a  frantic  effort  to  hold  onto  this  good  thing 
that  was  escaping  her  clasp  forever.  It  was  the  best  thing 
that  her  short  life  had  ever  known,  that  it  was  ever  likely  to 
know;  she  proved  her  untaught  wisdom  by  her  firm  clasp 
upon  it.  Indeed,  the  stay  of  the  friends,  both  open-handed, 
had  meant  unwonted  prosperity  to  the  mountain  family. 
Sade  had  been  unwilling  to  accept  the  weekly  sum  they  had 
insisted  on  paying;  "It's  us  that's  owing  you,"  she  said 
warmly;  but  as  she  was  told  it  was  "pay  or  go,"  she  had 
been  obliged  to  take  it. 

All  but  Sally  had  resigned  themselves  to  say  farewell; 
but  Sally  cast  herself  across  the  path,  sobbing  with  des- 
peration, and  refused  to  be  dislodged. 

Dr.  Paul  was  far  too  kind-hearted  not  to  find  Sally's 
grief  painful  and  perplexing.  Since  the  child  refused  to 
accept  the  necessity  for  parting  by  whomsoever  or  in  what- 
ever way  presented ;  and  as  the  only  alternative  was  to  walk 
coldly  over  the  tiny,  animated  barrier,  he  was  at  a  loss  how 
•  to  bring  the  scene  to  an  end. 

He  could  only  beg  that  the  others  would  speak  their 
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farewells  and  leave  him  to  deal  with  Sally.  Alone  with 
Julian  and  the  little  irreconcilable,  Victor  lifted  the  stricken 
Niobe  from  the  ground  and  placed  her  on  the  step,  himself 
beside  her.  Sally 's  two  hands  clasped  around  his  arm,  a 
frail  bond  by  which  to  stay  fast-escaping  hope. 

"Oh,  don't  go  'way,  why  must  you  go  'way?"  her 
threnody  began.  Doubtless  she  felt  in  every  childish 
fiber,  if  she  could  not  put  it  into  words,  the  settling  again 
over  her  little  world  of  the  dull  colorless  conmaonplace 
that  these  last  enchanted  weeks  had  blown  away. 

"But  Sally."  Victor  represented  argumentatively,  "only 
two  months  ago  you  did  not  know  me  at  all. "  He  did  not 
insult  her  woe  by  adding  what  he  thought,  that  two  months 
hence  the  memory  of  himself  and  his  stay  would  have  faded 
to  dream-like  hue  in  childhood 's  facile  mind.  Beholding 
the  scene,  Julian  felt  a  mixture  of  irritation  and  sym- 
pathy. "For  mercy's  sake,  connot  you  cut  it  short, 
somehow?" 

"Do  you  think  I  prolong  it  for  my  own  amusement?" 
Victor  asked  with  some  tartness.  The  suggestion  was 
annoying  to  one  already  harassed.  "Make  your  recom- 
mendations more  practical,  if  they  are  to  be  of  ser- 
vice. " 

But  there  the  adviser  failed.  "Cut  it  short  and  go,"  he 
replied  vaguely,  "it  will  be  kinder  in  the  end.  When  the 
fact  is  accomplished,  she  will  be  reconciled." 

"Oh,  that  is  your  idea  of  mercy,  is  it?  Would  one," 
he  subjoined,  abruptly,  "be  justified  in  separating  the 
child  from  her  family  even  though  her  situation  in  life  were 
thereby  improved  ?  " 

"Do  you  mean  to  adopt  her  ?" 

"Yes,  that  is  what  I  do  mean.    It  would  give  me  some- 
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thing  to  live  for.  Suppose  I  were  to  take  you  to  live  widi 
me,  Sally;  should  you  like  that  ?"    he  asked. 

"All  the  time?" 

"Yes;  all  the  time;  to  be  my  little  daughter. " 

Sally's  eyes  grew  large  and  solemn.  "And  never  see  my 
mother  and  father  any  more;  or  my  brothers  and  sisters  ?" 
she  asked  plaintively. 

This  possibility  was  no  more  favorably  looked  on  than 
the  alternative  of  parting  with  Dr.  Paul. 

"You  shall  see  them  whenever  you  like/'  he  said; 
**you  shall  come  home  every  summer  to  stay  the  summer 
long  if  you  wish." 

Rainbow  radiance  began  to  replace  the  clouds.  "I 
should  like  it!"  said  Sally;  adding,  true  to  juvenile  in- 
stinct: "I'll  ask  mother  if  I  may. " 

"No,  no,  Sally;  wait!"  said  Victor,  "tell  your  father  and 
mother  when  I  am  gone.  And  in  a  little  while  I  will  write 
and  place  the  matter  before  them.  Now;  you  must  let 
me  go  with  no  more  tears.  Then  bye  and  bye,  I  shall 
return — " 

His  voice  broke  strangely,  suddenly.  With  parted  lips 
he  swayed  forward  as  one  who  listened  with  a  strained  in- 
tentness  that  absorbed  every  faculty  and  shut  out  every 
other   thought. 

Julian,  in  wonder,  looked  around.  He  heard  no  unusual 
sound. 

"No,  I  shall  never  return!"  said  Victor  Paul  in  a  meas- 
ured, mechanical  tone.  Julian  began  to  succumb.  Vain 
the  resistance  he  sought  to  oppose !  The  familiar,  but  none 
the  less  painful  sense  was  upon  him  of  losing  his  own  will 
and  personality  by  their  engulfment  in  that  of  another. 
His  senses  were  supernaturally    sharpened.      He,    too. 


TANTALUS  275 

listened;  listened  with  all  his  soul,  as  it  were  through  that 
other's  ears;  and  on  the  air  that  had  lain  stirless  and  placid 
around  them  a  wild  clamor  seemed  to  burst.  Wave  after 
wave,  a  resistless  roll  of  sound  broke  over  and  beat  him 
down  into  a  gulf  of  black  fear.  Yes;  it  was  fear,  though 
he  knew  not  why  or  of  what;  and  it  seemed  as  if  the 
future,  hidden  by  its  impenetrable  clouds,  still  pressed 
upon  him  with  a  foreboding  that  stabbed  and  tortured 
with  a  thousand  pangs,  though  of  its  special  shape  of 
menace  no  hint  was  vouchsafed. 

Then  again  Victor  Paul,  hollow-voiced,  broke  the  spell 
that  lay  on  Julian :  "  No ;  I  shall  never  return ! "  murmured 
Dr.  Paul. 

Shaken,  trembling,  but  once  more  in  possession  of  him- 
self, Julian  leaped  to  his  feet.  "I — you — ^what  b  the  mat- 
ter ! "   he  stammered  incoherently. 

Dr.  Paul's  eyes,  passing  him,  looked  into  far  spaces, 
peopled,  those  eyes  said,  with  strange  and  ghastly  shapes. 
Then  expression  changed;  eyelids  drooped  shut;  open- 
ing, then,  to  let  recovered  senses  look  through.  He 
said  nothing;  and  perturbed,  overwrought,  as  he  was,  he 
still  looked  at  Julian's  reflected  disturbance  so  plainly 
written  in  his  pallor  and  wildness,  with  an  intense  puzzle- 
ment. It  was  inconceivable  that  the  same  cause  should 
have  worked  upon  the  both.    But  if  not  that,  what  ? 

"What  is  the  matter!"  cried  Julian,  still  in  the  thrall 
of  strange  fear. 

"Matter?"    Victor  repeated  gropingly. 

"I  think  I  am  daft, "  said  Julian  with  a  gesture  of  wiping 
cobwebs  from  his  eyes.  Dr.  Paul  asking  no  questions, 
spoke  his  own  thought. 

"How  slow  one  is  to  learn;  how  hard  hope  dies!** 
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Julian's  sidelong,  angry  glance  was  but  pain  disguised. 
He  did  not  at  that  instant  lack  the  clairvoyance  to  interpret, 
whatever  his  instinctive  pretense.  "You  are  talking  in 
riddles,"  he  growled,  "I — don't  in  the  least  understand 
you." 

But  despite  this  Victor  saw  that,  however  inexplicable 
the  fact,  Julian  did  understand.  He  only  glanced  pityiogly 
at  the  child  and  said :  "Sally  will  never  have  her  chair  in  my 
office."  He  spoke  the  tongue  he  practiced  for  Julian's 
benefit  and  instruction,  by  times,  and  Sally  did  not  know 
that  the  issue  of  her  struggle  was  then  decided.  The^torm, 
beating  its  terrors  around  the  others,  had  passed  the  child- 
ish spirit  by. 

"Why  will  you  talk  rubbish?"  fretted  the  pupil,  gath- 
ering up  his  strength  to  thrust  the  uncanny  recollection  out, 
to  deny  it,  furiously  to  repudiate  it! 

"Am  I  talking  rubbish  ?  Well,  I  only  mean  that  hence- 
forth I  shall  make  no  plans.  1  have  learned  a  difficult 
lesson  at  last.  I  to  plan  for  the  future!  Oh,  the  folly 
of  it!" 

Whatever  the  decree  against  him  at  which  Victor  Paul 
hinted,  there  was  in  his  tone  too  perfect  a  conviction  for  even 
determined  scepticsm  immediately  to  get  over.  But  Julian 
raged.  "Victor!  your  folly  provokes  me!  Who  can 
claim  the  future?  But  it  is  at  least  as  much  yours  as 
another 's. " 

But  he  asked  for  no  explanation.  Deny,  rage,  as  he 
would,  it  was  plain  that  their  thoughts  accorded.  Julian 
was  at  the  end  of  his  endurance.  Intent  only  to  escape  the 
fearful  clutch  of  pain  and  bewilderment,  he  flung  himself 
oflF  the  porch,  fairly  staggering  down  the  road.  For  minutes 
that  seemed  hoiurs  he  had  passed  through  all  his  customaiy 
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phases  of  mental  struggle.  Soon  he  was  almost  restored. 
He  turned  to  retrace  his  steps;  but  Dr.  Paul  was  coming 
towards  him.  Evidently,  while  Mr.  Carroll  had  been 
engrossed  in  his  personal  conflict,  the  other  had  eflFected 
some  sort  of  a  settlement  with  the  too  devoted  little 
friend.  Sally  remained  alone  on  the  porch,  a  forlorn 
little  figure.  Julian  waved  his  hand  and  Sally  responded. 
And  as  he  looked,  the  other  children  swarmed  around 
the  comer  of  the  house  and  surrounded  her. 

Dr.  Paul  came  up  and  stopped  also  to  observe.  "So 
will  it  be,'*  said  Victor,  "they  are  a  kindly  and  united 
family — ^though  so  plain  and  simple.  Why  should  one 
dread  anything  like  lasting  unhappiness  for  a  child  so 
young?    Sally  will  soon  forget  it  all.'* 

Julian  bristled  with  instinctive  defense  of  his  hard- 
won  peace.  But  he  only  said;  "She  has  become  recon- 
ciled, I  see.'* 

"Yes;**  Victor  answered;  he  gave  Julian  the  staff  left 
behind  in  his  hasty  flight;  the  two  started  on  together; 
*I  hope  that  I  have  not  done  wrong,  that  I  have  made 
no  mistake.  In  a  way  it  was  a  deception,  but  it  was  a 
difficult  decision.  I  have  not  disturbed  the  impression 
that  the  parting  is  only  temporary.  What  was  I  to  do  ? 
Should  I  have  undeceived  her?  If  it  rested  with  me  I 
should  fulfill  my  obligation.  So  far  as  it  may  rest  with 
me  I  shall  fulfiU  it." 

He  drew  from  his  pocket  a  long,  flat  object,  opening 
it  to  show  that  its  contents  were  banknotes.  "These 
are  for  Sally,"  he  said.  Julian  made  an  irrepressible 
gesture  of  fiery  impatience.  "Pray  hear  me  through," 
said  Victor,  "in  any  event  it  can  do  no  harm.  I  want 
you  to  remember  that  these  are  to  be  invested  for  her 
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benefit  It  is  no  great  amount;  still.  It  will  to  a  certain 
extent  provide  for  her  in  the  future — and  perhaps  some 
day  convince  her,  that  if  I  did  not  keep  my  word  to 
return,  it  was  from  no  lack  of  the  wish  to  do  so." 

"You  want  to  drive  me  wild,  I  think!"  Julian  choked. 

"I  do  not  see  at  all  that  the  procedure  need  have  that 
effect.  There  is  nothing  necessarily  fatal  in  the  making 
of  a  will.  I  must  ask  this  service  of  you  and  burden  you 
with  the  execution  of  this  codicil.  I  will  enclose  your 
authorization  herewith.     Do  you  accept  the  charge?" 

"No,  I  do  not!"  Julian's  teeth  bit  fiercely  on  the 
words;  "I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it!" 

Dr.  Paul  did  not  misunderstand  him.  "In  spite  of  what 
you  say,  I  still  rely  upon  you. " 

Julian  stopped  short  and  faced  him.  "What  is  this 
craze  that  has  got  into  your  brain,"  he  demanded  with 
violence,  "and  with  which,  by  some  sort  of  horrid  hypnotic 
suggestion,  you  have  even  managed  to  infect  me  ?  Do 
you  claim  a  power  of  prophecy?" 

"EEave  I  said  anything  that  seemed  to  imply  such  a 
claim?  Come,  Julian,  let  the  matter  drop.  You  will 
keep  my  request  in  mind  and  I  am  content  with  that.  Let 
us  go  on. " 

"No!"  cried  the  other, hoarsely  passicmate;  all  the  grim 
horror  that  he  had  with  such  difficulty  cast  off  was  creeping 
back  to  shiver  in  his  veins;  "I  am  not  so  ready  to  leave  off 
here.  You  have  brought  the  matter  up  again,  now  satisfy 
me!  What  do  you  mean,  that  you  are  suddenly  moved  to 
make  a  codicil  to  your  will,  here  in  the  road  ?  It  won't  do  to 
put  it  off  with  the  gibe  that  I  find  the  procedure  dangerous 
It  is  what  is  behind  it,  what  moves  you — it  is  this — this — ' 

*' Cannot  we  agree  to  drop  the  subject?" 
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"No;  emphatically,  we  can  not  agree  to  drop  the  subject! 
Is  there  to  be  a  spectre  between  us!" 

"No;  if  that  result  threatens,  I  should  say,  too,  that  the 
subject  must  be  pursued.  I  should  prefer  to  have  done 
with  it  finally  here  and  now;  but,  if  you  insist  on  an  ex- 
planation, you  shall  have  it.    Do  you  insist?" 

"I  do  insist!" 

"Very  well,  then;  I  shall  try  to  satisfy  you,  for  all  that 
I  foresee  what  a  difficult  undertaking  it  will  be.  You  will 
not  like  what  I  shall  tell  you — ^nor  will  you,  in  all  probability, 
understand  it.  We  come  at  the  question  from  too  greatly- 
diflFering  points  of  view.  You  belong  to  the  new  world, 
a  world  too  young  to  have  a  past  that  can  deeply  color  the 
present;  I  to  the  old  world  where  every  stone  has  its  own 
story  to  tell  of  those  who  have  been  here  before  us;  where 
the  sQul  of  the  teeming  yesterday  creeps  into  the  atmosphere 
of  to-day.  Some  beliefs,  traditions,  superstitions,  if  you 
will,  I  breathed  in  with  my  native  air.  I  can  no  more  elimi- 
nate them  from  my  being  than  I  can  change  myself  and  be 
another.  But  yours,  I  notice,  is  quite  another  clime  where 
one  doubts  all  outside  the  merely  substantial  material 
surroundings.  Am  I  to  tell  this  story  to  a  doubter,  a 
scoflFer?  But — to-day  I  saw  that  you  were  perturbed, 
deeply  excited.  Was  it  only  because  you  saw  that  I  was — 
overcome — that  you,  to  appearance,  entered  completely 
into  my  feelings  ?  Did  I  say  anything,  do  anything,  to  give 
you  insight  ?  My  recollection  is  not  clear.  Why  were  you 
so  moved  ?   Answer  me,  Julian ! " 

Julian  scanned  Dr.  Paul.  Could  it  be  that  he,  indeed 
knew  nothing  of  his  own  conquering  influence  ?  The  in 
vestigator  could  only  accept  his  unconsciousness  as  a  fact. 
Dr.  Paul 's  singleness  of  heart  was  convincing. 
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Julian  was  sufficiently  reluctant  to  speak.  Dr.  Paul's 
deep,  compelling  eyes  were  upon  him. 

"If  it  were  anyone  but  yourself, "  Julian  finally  began,  "I 
should  fear  to  tell  you  that  at  times  you  can,  and  do,  steal 
away  my  will,  my  self;  that,  as  you  exert  the  power,  I  melt 
like  wax  to  run  into  another  shape  than  my  own.  I  know 
that  you  can  do  this — but  still  I  do  not  fear  you,  or  the  out- 
come of  this  strange  state  of  affairs.  I  would  rather  it  wen^ 
not  so,  of  course.  This  is  what  happened  a  little  while  ago. 
You  took  my  mind  into  your  own  so  that  I  must  docilely 
follow  you.  Did  you  listen  ?  You  seemed  to.  So  did  I 
listen — ^and  I — heard — " 

"The  bell!"    said  Victor,  "you,  too,  heard  the  bell?" 

"I  heard,"  faltered  the  unwilling  Julian,  "I  heard — » 
bell — ^ringing  as  if  fire,  fiends  and  furies  were  at  the  clapper 
— ^and  not  only  that — ^but  clamor — confusion — the  ghostly 
echo  of  sluieks — ^as  if  of  warfare  in  the  distance — " 

"You  heard  it!"  cried  Victor,  "you  heard  it!  What  an 
inconceivable  phenomenon!  But  in  view  of  it  I  have  the 
less  hesitation  in  telling  you  what  I  believe,  that  the  bell 
you  heard  sent  its  tone  of  warning  over  thousands  of  miles 
of  sea  and  land.  Do  you  still  set  me  down  as  a  madman 
for  this  belief?" 

Julian  did  not  immediately  venture  to  do  this.  "  I  should 
think — I  should  think — "  he  stumbled  and  stopped;  only 
to  gather  himself  up  in  a  moment  and  go  on  boldly.  "No 
doubt  you  beheve  this  to  be  so.  I  should  never  doubt  your 
word  or  your  sanity.  The  explanation  is — self-hypnosis! 
you  hypnotized  yourself — into  believing  this  unbelievable 
thing — ^then  you  easily  hypnotized  me,  as  you  have  done 
many  a  time  before;  and  for  the  time  I  believed  it,  too — ^as 
if  it  were  real! — " 
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"Hypnotized  you !  As  I  have  done  before  ?  What  ex- 
traordinary tale  is  this!  Your  theory,  your  explanation 
seems  to  me  less  reasonable  than  my  own.  I  go  further 
back.  By  the  light  of  the  past  that  to  me  still  represents 
a  potent  factor  in  life,  I  interpret  this  omen.  You  may  ac 
count  for  it,  explain  it  away,  as  may  please  you;  to  me  the 
warning  comes  too  directly,  too  intelligibly,  to  leave  me 
for  one  moment  in  doubt  as  to  its  significance. " 

"And  what  may  be  the  significance  of  this  precious 
omen?"  demanded  Julian,  aggressive  with  a  determined 
but  nevertheless  ill-assured  disbelief. 

"Ah!"  said  Victor,  "that  is  a  question  that  you  would 
do  better  not  to  ask  and  I  not  to  answer.  I  am  fully  aware 
of  the  unwisdom  of  complying  with  your  wish;  but  because 
you  do  wish  it  I  answer.  Whether  it  shock  you  or  simply 
disgust  you  with  my  folly,  please  bear  that  in  mind.  Not  to 
linger  over  it,  then,  I  believe  that  somehow  I  am  going 
straight  to  my  death. " 

There  was  no  ruffle  of  the  customary  tranquility  of  Dr 
Paul's  manner;  it  was  Julian  who  shivered,  shrank,  ap- 
palled.   The  other  went  on  calmly: 

"Do  you  believe  that  the  curse  of  a  sin  may  be  visited 
upon  a  race  from  one  generation  to  another  through  a  long 
succession  ?  Or  that  a  warning  that  grew  out  of  an  act  of 
special  atrocity  may  be  repeated  at  intervals  as  long  as 
the  descendants  of  the  offender  may  survive  ?  Of  course 
you  do  not!  Do  not  overdo  scorn  and  sarcasm,  Julian. 
But  the  bell  about  which  you  are  questioning  once 
hung  in  a  convent,  whence  an  ancestor  of  mine,  forgetting 
his  knighthood  and  his  religion,  wrested  it,  sacking  the 
convent.  The  heavy  penance  laid  upon  him  for  this  sacri- 
lege was  not  sufficient  to  avert  the  curse.     Ever  since  the 
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bell — ^that  was — placed  in  the  castle  tower —  **  He  who  had 
spoken  with  undisturbed  calmness  of  the  bell 's  grim  mes- 
sage, found  himself  faltering  now  over  the  sudden  vivid 
picture  thrown  upon  his  mind  of  all  he  had  so  loved  and 
irretrievably  lost.  But  he  steadied  the  broken  tone.  "It 
hangs  to-day  in  one  of  the  towers  of  the  home  where  I  was 
bom.  It  still  sounds  warning  of  disaster  to  the  race  of  the 
despoiler.  It  needs  no  human  hands  to  ring  it,  when  as 
now,  the  tocsin  comes  to  one  singled  out  for  misfortune, 
death.  Nor  can  one  whose  knell  it  rings  get  far  enough 
away  upon  this  planet  to  escape  hearing — as  I  did  just  now. 
Whithersoever  he  may  flee,  there  it  will  reach  him.  This 
to  me,  is  as  true  as  any  other  fact  or  phenomenon  in  life. 
But  it  is  now  in  order  for  you  to  deride  it,  Mr.  Carroll. " 

An  invitation  that  Julian  at  once  accepted.  "An  inter- 
esting and  picturesque  tradition — as  a  tradition,"  said  he, 
ostentatiously  conmionsensical,  "but  does  any  one  in  this 
age  attach  importance  to  such  a — ^yam  ?" 

"I  should  do  no  such  injustice  to  Mr.  Carroll  as  to 
imagine  that  he  does. " 

"It  is  Dr.  Paul's  opinion  that  counts  here,  unfortu- 
nately." 

"That  requires  no  further  expression. " 

"Victor!"  cried  Julian  with  angry  impatience,  "I 
simply  cannot  believe  that  you  look  upon  that  archaic  tale 
as  in  any  way  aflFecting  your  life  and  destiny. " 

Dr.  Paul  put  aside  his  own  strong  inclination  to  answer 
with  similar  heat.  He  said  tranquilly:  "I  am  aware  that 
on  this  question  we  shall  never  find  a  meeting  place. " 

"You  are  a  dreamer,  a  mystic,  a  fatalist,"  accused  the 
disturbed  Julian,  "to  you  I  have  ever  noticed  there  is  a 
world  outside,  above,  beyond  the  plane  I  live  on.    Whether 
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it  be  real  and  I  too  material  to  enter  it  or  whether  It  is  only 
the  kingdom  of  your  imagination  I  do  not  pretend  to  know. 
But  at  any  rate  that  despoiler's  blood  has  had  time  to 
become  plentifully  diluted.  Why  should  you,  no  more  im- 
plicated than  I  am,  suffer  for  the  deed  of  one  long  dead  and 
gone,  committed  to  the  detriment  of  folk  also  long  dead  and 
gone  and  mouldered  indistinguishably  into  the  dust!" 

*' I  never  said,  never  believed  that  I  should,"  retumed 
Dr.  Paul,  '*  though  I  have  heard  the  warning  that  sounds 
for  my  race.    Such  was  not  my  point. " 

All  Carroll's  studied  sceptician  could  not  make  him 
doubt  the  reality  of  Dr.  Paul's  faith  in  the  sinister  omen. 
Greatly  did  he  marvel,  therefore,  at  the  completeness  with 
which  Victor  threw  off  the  gloom  of  its  influence;  display- 
mg  a  cheerful  readiness  to  enjoy.  Such  a  notion  possessing 
himself,  Julian  felt,  would  have  paralyzed  his  eneigies  as 
well  as  quenched  his  spirits  to  their  last  glimmer. 
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*A  snapper-up  of  unconsidered  trifles.  ** 

They  crossed  the  bridge,  merely  a  railless  floor  of 
planks  that  carried  the  road  across  the  stream,  and  took 
the  upward  slant,  leading  into,  not  out  of,  the  mountains. 
They  had  followed  this  route  before;  but  it  had  no  familiar- 
ity in  its  fresh,  spring  garb.  How  deeply  had  slept  the 
woods  under  a  coverlid  of  snow  that  other  day,  that  gleamed 
now  with  awakened  life  and  joy.  The  jeweled  waters, 
murmuring  nature's  own  sweetest  song,  danced  in  the  sun- 
beams between  mossy  banks,  set  with  gleaming  laurel  and 
spangled  with  pale,  starry  blossoms.  Nibbling  here  at  the 
margin  of  the  road;  there  curving  capriciously  away  from 
it,  still  the  bright  little  stream,  that  had  borne  their  boat 
that  wintry  day,  never  very  far  forsook  the  road  now  pressed 
by  their  footsteps.  The  murmur  of  the  singing  waters  or 
their  half-hidden  glint,  still  made  its  presence  known  in  its 
most  distant  retreat.  Even  the  lonely  road,  though  anon 
making  an  eflFort  at  directness,  must  yield  most  often  to  the 
pressure  of  the  hills  to  follow  their  windings.  Bronzes, 
bloomy  reds,  shadowy  greens,  shimmered  over  the  billow- 
ing hills  beneath  the  bright  sun;  broken  here  and  there  by 
black  secret  pines  that  vainly  sought  to  hide  the  ravages  of 
time  and  winter  by  putting  forth  fresh,  delicate  green  twigs 
upon  their  dinginess. 

The  inunediate  goal  of  the  wayfarers  was  their  winter 
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camp,  where  they  meant  to  pass  the  ensuing  night.  Jim 
had  conveyed  thither  the  few  articles  necessary  for  their 
comfort;  and  such  as  required  to  be  taken  back  he  was  to 
fetch  the  next  day  when  they  should  be  gone  on. 

The  house  of  their  recent  sojourn  was  left  far  behind 
them.  They  entered  into  mountain  wildernesses.  It  was 
silence  and  solitude  that  possessed  the  world.  Trees  might 
sigh  softly  and  insistently,  their  swaying  boughs  creaking 
like  aged  joints;  birds  might  twitter  and  the  waters  sing: 
these  were  parts  of  the  sweet  reposefulness,  the  voices  of 
silence.  Save  for  the  two  who  now  pursued  their  way,  the 
one  supremely  disturbing  element  was  absent. 

The  sua 's  rays  were  pointing  a  sharp  angle  with  the  roof 
of  their  lone  hut  when  it  at  last  came  into  view;  and  the 
luminary  was  not  so  very  far  above  the  rim  of  the  hills. 
But  the  valley,  widened  at  this  part,  like  a  dipper  at  the 
extremity  of  an  absurdly  long  handle,  was  still  flooded  with 
the  brightness  of  sunlight;  and  the  greensward  of  the  clear- 
ing gleamed  thick  with  countless  little  suns  in  the  myriad 
gold  disks  of  the  dandelion.  The  entire  place  presented 
only  unfamiliarity  to  eyes  that  remembered  it  wrapped  to 
the  roof  in  winter. 

To-day  the  gray  shingles  and  the  bark-encrusted  sides; 
and  the  rude  chimney  of  "tumblin'  stones",  nestled  incon- 
spicuously among  the  few  trees  that  had  been  allowed  to 
grow  up  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  hut.  The  carryall 
by  which  Julian  had  come  down  the  hill  that  snowy  night 
hung  as  high  and  dry  under  the  eaves  as  if  it  had  not  been 
snow-laden  and  moisture-soaked  when  he  had  been  its 
unconscious  freight. 

Not  more  changed  was  the  scene  of  their  adventure 
than  was  the  relationship  between  the  two.     Gone  were 
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alike  Julian's  displeasure  and  Victor's  distrust;  vanidied 
like  the  snow;  and  not  even  their  recollection  intruded  as 
they  approached  the  door.  Julian  himself  inserted  the  key, 
flung  the  door  wide  and  peered  into  the  interior  whose 
disturbed  dust  danced  in  the  sun's  golden  parallelogram 
upon  the  floor.  "Solitary  and  untenanted  as  of  yore," 
quoth  Mr.  CarroU,  "and  how  cheerless!  What  is  there  in 
the  wildest  untrodden  wilderness  to  compare  in  desolation 
to  a  cold  deserted  hearth  that  speaks  of  extinct  human  in- 
terests. " 

"I  perceive  that  solitude  is  already  beginning  to  prey 
upon  your  spirits.  That  gloomy  remark  proves  it.  We  shall 
shorHy  banish  desolation  in  rekindling  the  home-symbol 
upon  the  hearth.  It  is  not  dead;  only  intermitted — and 
others  have  been  here  since  ourselves. " 

"Yes;  we  happen  to  know  that  'Lady  Disdain'  and  her 
crew  did  honor  flie  place  with  theii*  presence;  but  I  for  one 
can  discern  no  traces  of  it. " 

"I  happen  to  discern  more,"  replied  Victor,  laughing. 
He  adroitly  slipped  past  Julian 's  blockade.  His  keener  eye 
has  discovered  a  red-boimd  volume  that  lay  upon  the  floor, 
half  hidden  by  a  chair.  He  quickly  crossed  the  hut  and 
secured  the  prize  to  wave  it  with  some  triumph  before  the 
eyes  of  the  cheated  blockader.  "That  is  not  a  relic  of  our 
occupancy,  I  take  it. " 

"Upon  my  word  that  is  a  little  bit  too  bad!"  cried  the 
provoked  Julian,  who  did  not  see  Nemesis  in  this  result  of 
his  attempt  to  exasperate:  "So  much  for  my  abominably 
short  sight.  However,  of  course  you  will  do  the  fair  thing. 
In  all  justice  that  is  mine.   I  stepped  in  first. " 

"  Treasure  trove ' ! "  responded  Dr.  Paul, "  I  shall  main- 
tain my  right,  I  assure  all  and  sundry. " 
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•*Biit  you  will  give  it  to  me,  nevertheless,*'  said  Julian  in 
honied  accents,  **we  will  drop  the  question  of  claim." 

"Shall  we,  indeed,  Mr.  Carroll?  I  fancy  not!"  He  bent 
the  flexible  covers  and  let  the  leaves  flutter  rapidly  through 
his  fingers.  "Quite  full  of  writing;  a  mine  of  wealth  all  in 
your  own  line.  Of  course  this  valuable  find  is  mine.  That 
is  beyond  dispute.  Still,  I  am  willing  to  treat  with  you. 
What  do  you  bid?" 

"Don't  rate  your  merchandise  too  high  when  you  deal 
with  an  impecunious  vagrant.  Not  conceding  your  claim, 
but  merely  desiring  to  avoid  a  fracas,  I'll  offer  a  cent  for 
It." 

"*A  cent*!"  echoed  the  auctioneer  indignantly,  "what 
shameful  parsimony!  Why  the  paper  alone  is  worth  more, 
leaving  the  literary  contents  quite  out  of  the  question.  I 
must  have  a  thought  for  the  author.  What  would  be  his 
fedings  if  I  were  to  rate  his  manuscript  so  chei^  ?" 

"The  author  is  not  here,"  the  would-be  buyer  ai^gued 
hopefully,  "to  have  his  feelings  lacerated*  That  can  have 
no  value  for  you.  It  is  not  a  medical  treatise,  sujely;  so 
hand  it  over  without  more  ado. " 

"Not  quite  so  fast,  Mr.  Carroll.  Curb  your  impatience. 
I  must  first  know  what  I  am  selling. "  He  turned  to  the 
flyleaf  and  read  aloud: 

"•AJoumal  of  Everyday  PoUies*.  'Ruth  Allis'."  His 
attention  was  not  so  far  absorbed  that  Julian 's  start  and  the 
wave  of  color  that  accompanied  it  were  invisible  to  him. 

"Ah!"  he  commented,  significantly,  "I  see  that  you 
know  the  name. " 

"Why  do  you  think  that  ?  "  But  Dr.  Paul  looked  at  the 
author  of  the  disingenuous  question  as  teasingly  as  the 
habitual  tormentor  deserved. 
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''Come,  Julian,  that  is  really  a  little  too  much.  Do  you 
think  that  I  am  blind  ?  If  this  book  were  still  upon 
the  market,  which  permit  me  to  say  it  is  not,  I  should 
think  it  well  paid  for  by  a  blush  on  the  cheek  of  a 
reporter, " 

This  appeared  to  have  a  slightly  jarring  eflFect  "Must 
one  then,  be  a  reprobate,  being  a  reporter?  You  and  the 
book's  owner  seem  inclined  to  rate  me  at  a  similar 
valuation.*' 

"Not  so!  this  is  not  a  question  of  valuations.  In  spite 
of  your  attempted  evasion,  you  do  know  the  book's  owner 
then!" 

"To  whom  should  it  belong, "  said  Julian  impatiently 
"but  to  *  Lady  Disdain ' !  They  caUed  her  '  Ruth '  and  also 
'MissAUis'.'* 

"It  is  a  lady  of  many  names.  I  am  sure  amid  the  mul- 
tiplicity that  you  have  bestowed,  I  hear  this  one  for  the 
first  time.  ** 

"Perhaps  you  do.  I  own  to  having  rechristened  her 
variously.  It  was  the  least  I  could  do — and  also  the  most — 
in  repayment  for  my  wrongs.  But  the  names  are  of  no 
consequence.  She  is  still  *Lady  Disdain'  and  here  b  my 
revenge  close  at  hand.  Ah!  but  it  tastes  good  in  anticipa- 
tion !  And  you  are  too  good  a  friend  wantonly  to  deprive 
me  of  this  joy."  Julian's  extended  hand  seemed  to  take 
compliance  for  granted. 

"  One  may  pay  too  dear  for  revenge,  *'  Victor  hinted. 

"You  have  all  the  moralists  on  your  side,  but  one  takes 
it  just  the  same.    Of  course  you  will  give  me  the  thing. " 

But  Victor's  fingers  only  closed  the  tighter  around  the 
red  cover  in  answer  to  thb  demand.  "But  you  would  not 
raid  it  r* 
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"Why  not?"  Julian  demanded  stubbornly;  neverthe- 
less his  hand  receded.  Dr.  Paul  gave  him  a  straight 
look. 

"Why  not  ?  Honor  prohibits !  Here  upon  the  fly-leaf  is 
the  full  address.  Let  us  enclose  the  book  at  once  and  mail 
it  at  the  first  postoflice  we  shall  come  to. " 

"I  am  willing  to  concede,*'  said  Julian  slowly,  "that 
that  would  be  the  fair,  the  square,  indeed  the  only  proper 
course.** 

Julian  imagined  that  his  mentor  drew  a  breath  of  relief 
upon  this  avowal  and  the  evident,  if  unspoken,  criticism 
piqued,  if  it  did  not  change  him. 

"It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  give  me  a  lesson  in  honor; "  but 
his  tone  was  not  expressive  of  gratitude;  "the  more  so  that 
it  does  seem  to  be  needed.  Let  us  grant  the  full  meanness 
of  reading  what  chance — aided  by  an  amazing  carelessness 
— ^has  placed  in  my,  or  rather  in  your  hands.  Take  all  that 
for  granted;  admit  that  it  would  be  mean  and  even  dishon- 
orable. Still,  I  tell  you  plainly  that  I  need  only  an  oppor- 
tunity to  do  it. " 

"You  condemn  the  action,  yet  would  be  guilty  of  it? 
That  would  make  you  the  greater  sinner.  Fortunately,  the 
book  remains  with  me. " 

Wily  Julian  leaned  indolently  against  the  door-frame;  he 
appeared  resigned  to  the  finder's  fiat.  "Fate  has  treated 
me  too  shabbily!"  There  was  a  tremble  of  laughter  in 
Julian's  voice,  but  the  other  remained  unwarned  by  the 
ominous  note.  The  event,  however,  followed  quickly. 
With  a  swift,  lithe  motion  Julian  twisted  himself  about, 
making  upon  the  unsuspicious  guardian  of  the  treasure  so 
sudden  an  onslaught,  that  in  an  instant  the  disputed  object 
was  wrested  from  an  unguarded  hand ;  and  the  despoiler 
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bad  ftraiegiGally  put  the  table  between  himself  and  the 
victim  of  the  hold-up. 

Scorn  followed  the  blankness  of  utter  surprise  in  Victor's 
face;  but  he  had  long  schooled  himself  to  silence  in  the 
first  heat  of  displeasure.  He  merely  moved  a  step  or  two 
backward  as  if  to  make  plain  to  the  robber  that  his  tactics 
were  beneath  imitation ;  and  said  nothing. 

Julian  carefully  stowed  away  the  unluclqr  volume,  slip- 
ping it  with  some  difficulty  into  a  pocket  in  which  it  fitted 
tightly.  Nor  did  he  hesitate  in  tidung  the  additional  pie- 
oautk>n  of  fastening  the  edges  of  the  doth  together  with  a 
pin,  to  have  recourse  to  a  small  pinholder  that  Elinor  had 
made  for  him.  The  canny  Mr.  Caroll  was  running  no 
diance  of  becoming  loser  number  three  of  this  disputed 
prise. 

Having  thus  secured  his  ill-gotten  possession  by  means 
that  the  jealous  Elinor  would  have  been  the  last  to  supply 
bad  she  forseen  their  use,  Julian,  running  over  with  mis- 
chief, bent  upon  his  mentor,  eyes  gleaming  with  humorous 
defiance  of  advice  or  reproof. 

Dr.  Paul  refused  the  gauntlet  He  busied  himself  with 
the  fire. 

"Jim  has  very  kindly  laid  it  ready  to  li^,''  he  observed. 
In  a  moment  the  che^  blaze  was  dimhing  up  the  heap. 
The  wayfarers  were  at  home. 
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"By  the  prickme  of  my  thumbs, 
"Something  wicked  this  way  comes." 

Db.  Paul's  office  shades  were  closely  drawn;  but  the 
glow  of  lamplight  behind  them  showed  the  quiet  house  to  be 
still  inhabited.  So  far,  good.  Suppose  one  had  been  fear- 
ing trouble;  suppose  that  waking  or  sleeping,  one  had  had 
this  seemingly  peaceful  place  as  the  storm-center  of  terrible 
visions,  could  one  find  himself  perfectly  reassured  by  an 
outward  semblance  of  tranquillity  ?  Foreboding  had  pic- 
tured every  aspect,  save  this  commonplace  and  usual  one 
and  he,  who  for  the  last  ten  minutes  had  lurked  in  the 
shadows  across  the  street,  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to 
trust  iL 

He  seemed  to  dread  to  learn  the  truth  that  might  lie  hidden 
behind  those  dose-shut  blinds  upon  which  not  so  much  as 
a  shadow  appeared  to  help  him  out. 

'*I  am  a  fool,"  he  thought,  "a  fool;  what  have  I  been 
expecting  ?    It  is  too  soon.    As  yet  all  b  well.  ** 

Swiftly  he  quitted  his  shelter  and  crossed  the  street* 
But  he  was  so  far  mindful  of  caution  as  to  approach  each 
window  of  the  lighted  room  in  turn  in  an  attempt  to  find  a 
loophole  through  which  he  might  see  the  interior.  But 
neither  window  yielded  anything.  He  gave  it  up  and  rang 
thebeU. 

Sensitive  in  his  imeasiness  to  the  unusual,  the  sound  of  a 
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step  in  the  hall;  a  step  that  was  neither  the  light  one  of 
Guglielma  nor  the  equally  well-known  one  of  Dr.  Paul 
sufficed  to  revive  the  deep  anxiety  that  had  b^un,  in  view 
of  the  everj'day  appearance*  of  things,  to  call  itself  foDy. 
And  it  needed  but  the  opening  of  the  door  to  send  the 
visitor  reeling  against  the  pillar  in  wild-eyed  dismay. 

It  was,  however,  no  very  sinister  figure  that  stood  in  the 
gap;  a  youthful,  pleasant-faced  gentleman,  and  cheerful 
withal.  He  looked  at  his  visitor,  whose  excitement  and 
emotion  were  unconcealed  and  evidently  uncontrollable 
with  the  perfect  calmness  of  one  whose  business  it  is  to  deal 
with  such  symptoms.  Dr.  Snowe  was  now  well  settled  in 
his  routine.  He  accepted  this  comer  as  part  of  it.  "Come 
into  the  office,  my  man,"  he  invited.  And  the  other 
followed  without  a  word. 

It  was  not  indeed,  until  he  found  himself  in  the  office 
and,  looking  around,  saw  no  occupant  save  this  stranger 
that  Carmino  found  words: 

"Where  is  Dr.  Paul?"  he  demanded,  hoarse  with  the 
stress  of  a  fear  that  travelling  with  him,  shadowing  him 
seemed  suddenly  to  have  become  solid  and  actual.  "Where 
is  Dr.  Paul?" 

Dr.  Snowe  gave  him  a  chair.  "My  good  man,"  he  re- 
turned in  his  most  professionally  soothing  manner,  "if  you 
desire  the  services  of  a  physcian  I  am  here  to  attend  you. ' 

"Here  to  attend  me  ?"  repeated  Carmino  as  the  smolder- 
ing black  eyes  bent  themselves  upon  Dr.  Snowe  with  a 
fierce  threat.      "What  have  you  done  with  Dr.  Paul  ?" 

The  menace  in  those  fiery  eyes  was  by  no  means  an 
empty  show.  But  upon  Dr.  Snowe 's  blameless  conscience 
the  hint  of  dangerous  fury  fell  ineffective.  "Come,  I  like 
that,"  he  laughed  good  humoredly;  "'Dr.  Paul  can  tak^ 
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care  of  himself,  I  suppose  ?    What  under  the  sun  should  I 
have  done  with  him,  pray?" 

Even  Carmino's  half -blind  excitement  was  not  proof 
against  the  evidence  of  good  faith  offered  by  the  open  face 
the  unclouded  eye  of  the  speaker.  But  this  increasing  his 
perplexity,  in  no  way  assuaged  his  fears. 

"Where  then>  is  Dr.  Paul?"  he  asked  again  monoto- 
nously. 

"As  to  that,  I  can't  tell  you  with  precision.  I  have  not 
heard  as  I  expected.  But  I  have  no  reason  in  the  world  to 
think  that  he  is  anything  but  safe  and  well.  He  is  simply 
away  amusing  himself. " 

Was  it  any  wonder  that  Carmino  should  exclaim: 
"Amusing  himself!"    in  a  tone  of  complete  incredulity  ? 

"That's  it:  amusing  himself;"  Dr.  Snowe  smiled  with 
understanding;  to  him  as  well  as  to  Carmino  this  was  quite 
a  new  phase  with  the  Dr.  Paul  they  both  knew,  though  from 
such  differing  standpoints.  "Do  you  find  that  impossible 
to  believe  ?  After  all,  why  not  ?  Anyhow,  so  far  as  Dr. 
Paul 's  health  or  safety  are  concerned  I  think  you  may  dis- 
miss your  misgivings,  whatever  they  are. " 

Carmino  listened  intently.    His  worst  fears  were  relieved ; 
but  there  was  still  much  that  he  did  not  comprehend  and 
about  which  he  hesitated  to  question  the  unknown  occupant' 
of  the  oflSce.    He  considered  a  bit.    "Dr.  Paul's  servant 
is  she  gone?" 

"The  old  woman  who  calls  herself — ^plague  take  it,  what 
does  she  call  herself?  I  can't  pretend  to  remember!  But 
the  foreign  woman  is  here,"  he  concluded,  raising  his 
voice. 

For  the  first  time  Carmino  was  able  to  draw  his  breath. 
Now  the  baiSaing  mists  of  uncertainty  should  be  cleared 
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away.  "I  may  see  her,  sir?"  he  ventuied.  Dr.  Snowe 
seeing  now  that  there  was  to  be  no  demand  upon  himself 
rose  and  took  up  his  extinct  pipe. 

"Sure,  for  aU  of  me  you  may  see  her,'*  he  said,  touching 
a  Uttle  bell  that  had  taken  its  place  upon  the  table,  ''but  I 
doubt  if  she  would  acknowledge  my  authority.  I  am  merely 
Dr.  Paul's  deputy  and  I  don't  undertake  to  meddle  with 
the  housekeeper  in  any  way;  more  especially  as  I  don't 
understand  her  lingo  very  well,  nor  she  mine. " 

Carmino,  in  his  turn  comprehended  this  very  imperfectly. 
But  he  did  understand  that  the  bell  was  to  bring  Guglielma. 
He  would,  indeed,  have  preferred  to  seek  GugUelma  in  her 
own  part  of  the  house.  But  uncertainty  made  him  cautious. 
He  feared  so  much  as  to  hint  at  his  own  identity  or  his 
connection  with  him  he  sought  for,  lest  by  so  doing  he  open 
some  undreamed  of  gate  for  the  entrance  of  Dr.  Paul 's  foes. 
He  had  not  long  to  wait  before  Guglielma  came,  dull  and 
sombre,  a  creature  under  a  cloud.  Dr.  Snowe  watched 
curiously;  the  whole  incident  was  to  him  so  inexplicable. 

"Where  then,  is  my  lord  ?  "  Carmino  demanded  eagerly; 
and  as  they  quitted  the  office  together,  Guglielma  made  him 
acquainted  with  the  facts. 

"So  he  does  then  amuse  himself  as  this  other  said," 
Carmino  marveled;  "But  now  this  misfortune!  All  is 
discovered,  known!  that  it  is  a  lie  that  is  written  on  that 
tomb.  How  this  well  kept  secret  was  betrayed  I  know  not. 
A  thousand  curses  upon  the  betrayer!  But  that  a  good 
friend  sent  warning,  they  would  have  sprung  upon  my 
lord  imawares." 

Guglielma  wrung  her  hands:  "This  iUomened  journey!' 
she  groaned;  "I  have  been  under  the  shadow  of  this  fear. 
They  will  drag  him  back  to  taste  shame,  ignominy — " 
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Caimino's  face  was  eloquent  with  agreement  in  this 
bitter  forecast.  Her  hand  closed  with  a  steel-like  grip  upon 
his  arm.  "It  must  never  be,"  she  sibilated.  Carmino 
shook  his  head  in  deep  despondency.  The  long  fret  of 
anxiety  had  weakened  his  courage.  For  the  moment  he 
could  only  dread  the  worst. 

"I,  too,  say  that  it  should  not  be,"  he  returned,  mourn- 
fully, "but  will  that  keep  them  oflf  the  scent,  now  that  they 
know,  or  stay  their  hands?  But — but — ^you  know  that 
last  resort — ^terrible  as  it  would  be,  were  better — " 

A  groan  of  anguish  escaped  her.  "  No,  no !  another  way ! 
another  way !  It  must  be  found.  My  lord  must  be  warned. 
He  may  find  a  way  to  safety  through  what  is  so  dark  to  us. 
There  are  other  lands  than  this.  It  is  for  you,  Carmino 
to  find  and  put  him  on  his  guard,  that  he  shall  not  return 
to  this  place. " 

"To  the  world's  end  would  I  follow  him  if  that  would 
avail,  as  you  know,  my  mother." 

Here  came  a  sudden  interruption.  It  was  without 
warning  that  the  front  door  swung  opeh.  Slowly,  steadily 
it  turned  back,  revealing  upon  the  threshold  two  men. 

The  sound  fetched  Dr.  Snowe  from  his  retreat.  It  was 
the  hand  of  the  man  in  the  rear  that  propelled  the  door 
while  the  foremost  one  stepped  in.  Once  in,  he  spoke  to  his 
obsequious  usher,  who  thereupon  closed  the  door,  shutting 
himself  outside. 

Dr.  Snowe 's  amazement  at  this  singular  invasion  of  his 
premises  was  strong  enough  to  down  all  other  sentiments 
for  the  time.  Aside  from  all  notions  of  dignified  resent- 
ment, he  was  also,  to  tell  the  truth,  willing  to  welcome 
almost  any  form  of  amusement  that  might  present  itself. 
Time  was  inclined  to  hang  upon  his  hands;  for  with  the 
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best  w3I  in  the  world  he  could  not  quite  fiU  the  measoie  of 
Dr.  Paul's  place,  or  win  the  confidence  of  an  exacting 
clientele. 

The  unannounced,  unknown  guest  took  a  half  dozen 
steps  forward;  and  to  Dr.  Snowe  appeared  an  impressive 
figure.  Elegant  and  distinguished,  he  had  also  a  perfect 
arrogant  assurance  of  manner  which  seemed  to  attest  not 
only  that  he  expected,  but  was  likewise  accustomed  to  re- 
ceive, the  fullest  measure  of  deference  from  his  fellow  crea- 
tures; and  that,  having  quitted  temporarily  his  sphere,  he 
still  left  none  of  his  pretensions  behind  him. 

Dr.  Snowe  recognizing  the  outward  show  of  importance 
manifested  every  wish  to  treat  his  superfine  guest  with  the 
greatest  politeness.  But  it  was  not  upon  the  temporary 
owner  of  the  premises  that  the  stranger  saw  fit  to  bestow 
his  attention ;  or  even  so  much  as  a  greeting.  Perhaps,  to  one 
who  saw  himself  upon  so  majestic  a  height,  there  was  no 
great  difference  in  degree  between  the  three  he  saw  before 
him;  or  perhaps  he  placed  Dr.  Snowe  in  the  same  list  with 
another,  and  so  to  slight  and  overlook  him  gave  pleasure 
to  a  malign  humor.  It  was  upon  the  humbler  folk,  at  least 
that  his  long,  slow,  cruel  gaze  fastened  itself,  greedy  of 
every  increasing  symptom  of  distress.  And  it  was  upon 
Guglielma  that  he  fixed  his  eyes  at  last. 

With  a  graceful,  unhurried  motion  he  advanced  another 
step  or  twOjthe  piercing,  stinging  gaze  never  quitting  her  face. 

"Where  is  this  runaway?"  he  asked;  there  was  an  in- 
finite malice  in  his  tone,  playing  around  but  not  veiling  the 
deadly  threat  that  lurked  there  too. 

The  two  before  him  stirred  irrepressibly  at  the  hateful 
word;  but  Guglielma  replied  steadfastly:  "Your  Highness 
I  know  not  such  a  one.  '* 
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"Not  the  title  here,"  he  returned,  "it  is  my  pleasure  that 
it  shall  be  omitted.  Where  then  is  this  '  Dr.  Paul '  ?  *'  The 
name  as  he  spoke  it,  became  an  epithet  of  supreme  con 
tempt;  "This  burgeois  Doctor,  whom  I  knew  under  another 
name,  which  he  did  well  to  drop,  since  he  had  stained  it 
with  an  ineflFaceable  infamy — inform  this  burgeois  Doctor 
that  I  have  inunediate  business  with  him. " 

Ingrained  loyalty  and  submission  kept  Dr.  Paul's  de- 
voted adherents  dumb  before  these  insults  to  the  object 
of  their  allegiance.  But  silence  had  a  full  expression  of  its 
own.  Shoulder  to  shoulder  they  stood,  showing  an  un- 
speaking,  but  invincible  resistance  to  the  stranger's  claims 
as  they  conflicted  with  those  of  the  man  he  hunted.  The 
sight  stirred  the  bitterest  rancor  of  his  blood,  for  he  could 
acknowledge  no  claims  to  compete  with  his  own.  "I  ask 
you,"  he  said  with  a  sudden  imperial  sternness,  "where  is 
this  dishonored  coward  ?" 

For  the  first  time  Guglielma  gave  thanks  for  the  absence 
that  had  been  her  grievance.  "Sir,"  she  said,  "there  is 
here  Dr.  Snowe  and  no  one  besides. " 

There  was  truth  in  her  accents;  but  it  is  always  easier  to 
doubt  when  one's  wishes  lie  that  way.  A  sardonic  sneer 
twisted  the  questioner's  lips.  "This  pitiful  fugitive  is  well 
served;  but  the  menial's  word  will  hardly  suffice.  Stand 
aside,  woman.  I  will  have  the  truth  from  this  other.  .  I  will 
know  his  whereabouts. " 

Dreading  she  knew  not  what  swift  retribution  on  her 
insurrectionary  act,  Guglielma  threw  herself  in  the  way 
of  the  stranger  as  he  would  have  moved  in  Dr.  Snowe 's 
direction.  Anything  to  prevent  the  two  from  meeting  to 
Dr.  Paul's  detriment. 

Then  at  last  the  stranger  gave  some  notice  to  the  silent 
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amazed  spectator.  His  teeth  bared  themselves  id  an  miat* 
tractive  smik.  *'Sir,  be  so  good  as  to  exert  your  authority 
here,"  he  commanded  rather  than  requested,  in  EnglisL 

Dr.  Snowe,  understanding  not  a  word,  had  been  hdpless 
to  interfere  to  any  effect.  "You  had  better  go,  Guglidma,  * 
he  suggested,  expecting  his  authority  to  receive  no  more  re- 
cognition tlian  it  did  receive. 

"  Beware  how  you  return  to  your  native  land !  **  advised 
the  stranger.  Concentrated  fury  hissed  in  the  syllaUes. 
Guglielma's  brave  stand  suddenly  gave  way.  She  had 
been  fighting  a  law  that  she  recognized  as  righteously  estab- 
lished. It  was  not  rebellion,  but  devotion  that  she  t}q>ified. 
Instinctive  obedience,  hereditary  slavishness,  a  foe  within 
the  gates,  conquered.  She  slipped  away,  fell  back.  Age 
and  feebleness  withered  her  as  she  crept  away  shamed 
defeated,  by  one  moment's  treason  in  herself;  the  conse- 
quences of  which  could  not  be  overcome. 

Dr.  Snowe  must  now  hear  what  she  had  so  frantically 
and  ineffectually  tried  to  prevent  his  hearing.  With  Car- 
mino  she  was  left  to  take  her  way  back  through  the  hall. 

She  went»  wringing  her  hands  in  voiceless  anguish. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

**  It  IS  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe. " 

A  LIGHT  already  burned  in  the  room  they  now  entered. 

Carmino  dropped  into  a  chair.  "Ah,  my  mother,  you 
were  brave,  brave;  but  I  fear  it  w^s  harm  rather  than  good 
you  did. "    He  shook  his  head  mournfully. 

"Harm?"  sudden  fierce  energy  electrically  quickened 
the  shrunken  frame,  "no,  Carmino,  no!  I  have  done  no 
harm,  save  that — I  gave  way.  I  should  have  been  torn  in 
pieces  first.  Could  aught  that  I  could  do  make  harder  or 
more  cruel  the  heart  that  beats  yonder  for  revenge  ? " 

"And  it  was  justice,  justice,  I  declare,"  Carmino 's  sup- 
pressed voice  murmured,  "but  that  will  not  avail  to  save 
him,  now  that  they  are  on  the  track.  He  must  suffer  and — " 
The  faithful  fellow  thought  it  no  shame  openly  to  be  wiping 
the  tears  from  his  eyes. 

"Words,  what  are  words!"  said  Guglielma,  "this  must 
not,  shall  not  be.  Somewhere  there  is  a  haven  for  him. 
God  is  good.  He  knows  all.  He  will  not  place  this  brave 
true  one  under  the  feet  of  his  cruel  foes.  He  can  tell  nothing 
this  doctor.  This  came  to-day.  I  have  just  remembered 
it.    Our  Lady  be  thanked !   He  shall  never  have  it  now. " 

She  took  from  the  mantel  a  letter  addressed  by  her  absent 
master  to  his  deputy. 

"I  suppose,"  said  Carmino,  dubiously,  "that  he  had 
better  not  have  it?" 
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"WiU  you  arm  his  foes  against  him?''  demanded 
Gugliehna,    sharply. 

"No,  no,"  cried  Carmino  to  whom  the  very  suggesticm 
of  such  treason  was  a  blow,  "not  I!    But  then  what?" 

"Even  now, "  said  Gugliehna,  "he,  this  doctor  is  hearing 
the  false  tale  that  shaU  poison  his  mind.  Can  he  from  such 
a  one  hear  the  truth  ?  Nay,  Carmino,  we  who  know  him 
know  better  than  to  expect  it,  shame  to  his  high  station 
that  he  is.    And  he  will  turn  too,  this  doctor. " 

"But,"  Carmino  ventured  to  expostulate,  willing  to  give 
one  selected  by  Dr.  Paul  himself  the  benefit  of  the  doubt, 
"perhaps  he  will  not  turn." 

Upon  this  matter,  however,  Guglielma's  views  were  too 
bitter  and  too  hopelessly  biased  to  be  influenced.  The 
peril  was  too  deadly,  too  real,  too  close  upon  them,  to 
sanction  risks.  Dr.  Snowe  did  deserve  better  treatment 
at  her  hands;  but  difference  of  language  was  an  insuper- 
able bar. 

The  misconception  did  not  in  the  end  greatly  influence 
the  result;  but  it  did  come  near  to  preventing  Dr.  Paul  from 
receiving  the  letter  that  Dr.  Snowe  wrote  straight  from 
an  honest  heart  after  that  evenings  events.  Dictated  by 
pure  loyalty  and  kindness  it  was  a  pity  that  it  should  have 
delayed  to  reach  its  destination.  Gugliehna  still  held  in  her 
hand  the  letter  that  contained  notice  of  the  travellers' 
changed   address. 

"By  this,  I  doubt  not  that  you  will  be  able  to  follow  my 
lord.  I  do  not  willingly  send  you  away  when  you  have  just 
come;  but  when  you  have  supped,  pray  tany  not  Open 
this  and  see. " 

This  proposition  greatly  startled  Carmino,  whatever 
the  good  end  to  be  attained  by  so  lawless  a  prooeeding. 
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He  uttered  an  involuntary  protest:  "Willingly  shall  I  go, 
my  mother;  but  surely,  surely  I  cannot  break  the  seal!" 

Guglielma,  despising  such  an  obstacle  on  a  road  pre- 
destined to  be  traveled,  cut  argument  short  by  breaking 
into  the  envelope  herself. 

Fortunately  they  found  in  the  letter  an  enclosure  for 
Guglielma,  which  obviated  the  diflBculty  that  the  English 
of  the  one  for  Dr.  Snowe  would  have  brought  to  the  con- 
spirators. Dr.  Paul,  wishing  to  relieve  and  cheer  Gug- 
lielma, had  given  her  a  clear  and  detailed  account  of  his 
whereabouts;  from  which  directions  it  was  easy  to  take 
up  the  clue. 

Carmino  did  not  linger  over  the  supper  quickly  provided 
for  him.  Having  finished,  he  made  ready  to  go.  "My 
heart  is  heavy;  but  pray,  my  mother,  pray,  that  I  may  find 
him,  that  all  may  be  well. " 

"Night  and  day  shall  I  be  praying,"  Guglielma  sol- 
enmly  responded;  "Heaven  guide  you." 

Carmino 's  first  move,  light-footed  and  cautious,  was  in 
the  direction  of  the  street;  but  what  he  saw  outside idrove 
him  back  limp  and  trembling;  but  bursting  nevertheless 
with  a  sort  of  pallid  fury.  He  did  not  forget  the  careful 
securing  of  the  door;  then  raised  his  clenched  hand  with  a 
gesture  of  mingled  anger  and  despair  as  he  broke  into  a 
stream  of  flaming  invective  by  which  Dr.  Paul's  foe  and  all 
his  house  to  its  remotest  branches  were  devoted  to  perdi- 
tion. 

"What,  what  now  ?  "    Guglielma  gasped. 

"OflScers!  OflScers  upon  the  doorstep,"  he  returned, 
"I  dare  not  go,  to  lead  them  by  this  route  that  we  have  just 
found.  Did  I  bring  this  bloodhoimd  here,  with  these  in- 
struments of  his  revenge  ?    Was  it  by  my  want  of  foresight, 
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my  stupidity  that  they  found  the  way  to  his  only  refuge? 
Then  may  I  share —  " 

Gugliehna  grasped  the  nervously  gesticulating  ann. 
"Come  this  way,  Carmino  mine,"  she  whispered. 

They  moved  uoist^lossly  from  the  room  by  the  rear,  mak- 
ing their  way  to  the  upper  floor.  All  upon  their  own 
premises  ^^-as  stilK  though  the  adjoining  house  rang  with 
the  multiplied  noises  of  a  swarming  tenement  whose  win- 
dows were  open  to  the  air. 

Guglielma  threw  open  the  shutters  boldly,  counting  on 
the  usualness  of  the  sound  to  prevent  detection.  And  it 
attracted  no  attention. 

"'Go  quickly,'*  she  whi^x^red,  ''it  cannot  be  that  they 
win  know  or  think  of  this  wav.  Farewell!  Heaven  guide 
thee/* 

The  window  gave  easy  access  to  the  fire  escape  on  the 
higher  building.  Carmino  got  upon  the  siU  and  swung 
himself  across.  Hardly  a  creak  betraj-ed  his  passage; 
and  in  a  moment  he  had  disappeared  in  the  night.  If  any- 
one witnessed  his  flight,  that  person  did  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  betray  its  mode  to  any  one  to  whom  it  would  have 
been  an  object  to  know. 

Guglielma  stood  listening. 


CHAPTER  XXXVn 

''Yield  stinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies." 

Basil  Snowe  was  forced  to  listen  to  a  horrid  story,  that 
backed  by  such  an  array  of  force  could  not  be  utterly 
scouted  as  instinct  commanded.  It  conflicted  with  all 
that  he  had  hitherto  believed;  it  made  white  black;  but  the 
testimony  of  a  blue  uniform  at  first  sight  carries  weight. 
Yet  to  be  driven  to  a  certain  measure  of  belief,  and  to  ac- 
knowledge that  unwilling  credence,  were  very  different 
thmgs.  And  the  narrator  erred.  Some  moderation  would 
have  better  served  his  purpose;  which  every  highly  colored 
phrase  tended  to  defeat.  Basil  Snowe,  listening,  without 
a  word  of  acceptance  or  repudiation  to  the  venomously 
mouthed  tale,  had  time  to  compare  it  with  his  personal 
knowledge  of  the  man  assailed. 

What  if  this  invader  did  come  with  the  strength  of  the 
law  at  his  back  to  fortify  his  words  ?  Had  not  Basil  Snowe 
known  Dr.  Paul,  the  blamelessness  of  his  life,  his  profes- 
sional devotion  and  kindness  ?  And  how  great  was  his  own 
debt  to  those  excellencies!  Was  he  to  throw  all  that  silent 
evidence  aside  because  this  antipathetic  individual  chose 
t(/ declare  it  a  false  seeming?  Not  he!  Like  Julian,  he 
decided  to  accept  the  testimony  of  his  own  observation, 
which  told  him  with  emphasis  that  appearance  and  reality 
could  not  so  completely  contradict  each  other. 

Dr.  Snowe  was  a  philosophical  soul.      He  loathed  a 
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''fuss".  He  was  slow  to  move.  Seldom  had  he  been  so 
stirred  to  antagonism  as  by  this  man,  whose  aquiline 
physiognomy  seemed  built  to  express  the  veiy  greed  of 
cruelty;  enjoying  to  track  its  quany  step  by  step,  to  set 
teeth  in  the  flesh,  to  drink  life-blood  like  wine.  It  was 
the  slow,  strong  hatred  of  one  not  easily  aroused  that  took 
shape  in  Basil  Snowe's  breast.  But  either  to  admit  it  or 
give  way  to  it  would  be  but  to  gratify  the  malice  that  worked 
to  that  end. 

He  spoke  with  restrained  fimmess.  ^'I  neither  know 
nor  care  who  you  are  nor  whether  you  are  what  you  say. 
Such  distinctions  are  at  once  outside  my  experience  and 
outside  my  belief.  Here  we  stand  on  neutral  ground, 
merely  man  to  man.  Your  position  elsewhere  can  lend 
no  weight  to  what  you  advance.  What  may  have  happened 
in  the  past — if  anything  did  happen — ^is  not  my  affair. 
I  shall  neither  judge,  nor  take  the  liberty  to  ask  explanation. 
And  quite  irrespective  of  all  that.  Dr.  Paul  deserves  that 
I,  at  least,  should  serve  him  well;  as  I  shall,  always,  to  the 
best  of  my  ability. " 

This  was  exasperating  enough  to  one  in  whose  veins 
ran  the  blood  of  men  in  older  times  accustomed  to  enforce 
their  wishes  with  the  aid  of  dungeon  and  rack.  Modem 
squeamishness  has  deprived  their  descendants  of  these 
powerful  arguments.  There  was  the  wish  of  the  dungeon 
and  rack  if  not  their  potentiality,  in  the  rancorous  glitter 
of  the  eyes  bent  on  Dr.  Paul's  stanch  defender.  "There 
may  be  agencies,"  the  visitor  suggested,  "whereby  you 
can  be  forced  to  reveal  the  whereabouts  of  this  criminal 
whom  you  chose  to  protect. " 

If  Dr.  Snowe  ground  his  teeth  over  this  repetition  of 
the  hateful  word  it  was  in  secret.     "Always  provided," 
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he  blandly  replied,  "that  I  know.  No  doubt  it  would  be 
easy  to  apply  the  pressure;  but  difficult  or  even  impossible 
to  prove  my  knowledge  of  the  fact  you  wish  to  extract — 
if  I  choose  to  deny  it.  I  should  take  good  care  you  did 
not  prove  it. " 

Baffled,  the  enemy  came  forth;  but  by  no  means  dis- 
heartened. Was  it  not  all  in  his  hands,  meddle  who  might 
to  block  his  way?  The  game  was  in  his  own  hands  to 
play,  every  card  his;  defeat  in  the  long  run  was  an  im- 
possibility. Meanwhile  there  was  left  to  him  the  pleasure 
of  the  chase,  to  one  of  his  mind  a  very  satisfying  one. 
He  brought  to  it  the  zest  and  the  long,  long  patience  of  the 
feline  creature  on  mischief  bent. 

He  emerged  from  the  door  alone,  his  forces  having,  at 
his  conmaand,  withdrawn  to  a  certain  distance.  Therefore 
there  had  been  no  one  to  disturb  or  put  on  his  guard  the 
skulking,  furtive  peeper  who  at  that  moment  had  shambled 
up  to  apply  his  eye  to  the  window.  The  departing  foe 
had  not  troubled  himself  to  latch  the  door  behind  him. 
The  peeper  was  quite  unwarned  of  the  curious  eyes  that 
bent  upon  him.  Within  the  shadow  of  the  pillars,  the 
observer  halted,  stealthy  as  the  prying  sneak  whom  he  was 
observing;  and  far  more  menacing  to  the  peace  of  the 
household. 

Hitherto  unnoticed  and  unhindered,  if  to  no  purpose, 
had  the  owner  of  that  eye  been  applying  it  at  intervals 
to  that  window,  since  by  means  of  the  memorandum  of 
Mr.  Julian  Carroll's  name  he  had  first  tracked  him  hither: 
and  lost  him  immediately  afterwards.  If  he  had  lost  his 
prey,  however,  he  did  not  by  any  means  despair  of  picking 
up  the  track  again. 

Great  was  his  amazement  and  consternation  at  having 
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tlu'  cunfHl  ciul  of  a  cane  twisted  into  his  neck  band  to 
jerk  him  Imck  from  his  useless  efiPort  to  see  under  the 
lowortnl  shades.  To  that  peeping  Thomas  an  oppor- 
tunity was  now  introduced  by  these  unceremonious  means 
whirli  ill  his  nuvst  siinguine  moments  he  never  could  have 
iiiiagiiuHl;  and  gratitude  never  remembered  to  speak  a 
deterrent  word. 


CHAPTER    XXXVm 

"Nought  shall  make  us  rue. " 

Mr.  Carroll  had  been  busy  and  like  all  people  whose 
industry  is  of  the  intermittent  sort  he  felt  that  his  efforts 
deserved  more  praise  than  they  received.  But  Dr.  Paul 
had  given  himself  over  to  silence  and  seemed  indisposed 
to  break  it,  even  in  the  cause  of  appreciation. 

"There!"  said  the  worker  at  last,  openly  fishing  for 
the  compliments  that  were  not  voluntarily  forthcoming, 
"you  will  have  to  admit  that  I  am  advancing.  Am  I  not 
a  tidy  housekeeper  ?  " 

Mr.  Carroll  beat  out  against  the  side  of  the  chimney  the 
flames  that  had  attacked  the  broom  which  zeal  to  sweep 
all  discarded  articles  into  the  fire,  had  brought  too  close 
to  the  destructive  element;  and  set  it  back  in  the  comer. 

"At  any  rate,"  soliloquised  the  unappreciated  one, 
"I  am  thankful  to  say  if  no  one  else  can  admire  me,  I 
am  equal  to  admiring  myself  a  whole  lot. " 

Julian  had  his  own  theory  as  to  his  companion's  taci- 
turnity. The  situation — ^as  he  saw  it — ^was  a  simple 
one.  Though  Dr.  Paul  had,  since  his  refusal  to  continue 
the  subject,  consistently  ignored  their  late  discussion, 
Julian  in  his  heart  suspected  him  of  sulking  in  defeat. 
Thereupon  had  Mr.  Carroll  decided  that  upon  himself 
as  victor  lay  the  duty  of  magnanimity;  and  he  proposed 
to  work  that  virtue  to  the  uttermost. 
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"We  look  pretty  tidy  now,"  pursued  that  amiable 
individual,  "and  the  fire  is  mighty  comfortable.  Since  we 
have  barred  out  night  and  the  woods,  I  defy  anybody 
to  find  a  snugger  retreat  between  here  and  Canada. 
For  my  part  I  propose  to  enjoy  it,  snub  me  who  will.  ** 

"Who  has  been  snubbing  you?"  inquired  the  un- 
conscious object  of  this  oblique  attack.  But  Julian  was 
struck  into  silence.  He  saw  that  he  had  been  misreading 
the  symptoms.  Dr.  Paul  in  action,  with  every  energy 
bent  to  an  intense  purpose,  had  unconsciously  erased  earlier 
impressions.  But  the  gloom,  the  moody  discontent  that 
belonged  to  the  other  time  had  returned  to  reign  undisputed 
now.  Julian  recognized  the  familiar  tokens.  His  mind 
reverted  to  the  morning,  in  pursuit  of  a  cause  for  the  change. 

"Are  you, "  he  asked,  "allowing  what  you  told  me  to-day 
to  prey  upon  your  mind  ?" 

"How  you  must  enjoy  life!  Do  you  find  it  ao  precious 
a  possession?" 

"Enjoy  it?  Most  certainly!  Do  you  say  that  you  do 
not?" 

"Not  particularly,  I  think.    Why  should  one?" 

''Why  should  one  not!  You  have  more  reason  than 
most  people  to  enjoy  life. " 

"Reason!  Who  ever  found  reason  to  avail?  It  is  a 
stone,  indeed. " 

"There  is  a  degree  of  ingratitude  in  your  saying  what 
you  do,"  Julian  moralized;  "the  lame,  the  halt,  the  blind, 
the  incompetent,  might  curse  fate  and  avow  dissatisfaction 
with  life,  but  not  so  one  highly  endowed  by  nature  with 
the  gifts  that  count.  Why  do  you  perversely  cultivate 
solitude!" 

"You  are  giving  me  an  admirable  homily,   JuUap 
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but  not  apposite  to  my  case,  I  fear.  I  don't  know  just 
why  you  have  suddenly  bethought  yourself  to  put  me  under 
your  microscope.  But  since  you  are  kind  enough  to  wish 
me  well;  and  since  it  grieves  you  to  imagine  that  I  wilfully 
throw  away  what  I  might  possess  if  I  would,  I  will  place 
before  you  the  stem  truth:  no  man,  not  even  yourself, 
hates  the  solitude  of  social  isolation  more  than  I  do.  I 
have  endured  it,  as  I  shall  continue  to  endure  it,  not  because 
I  would,  but  because  I  must.    Does  that  satisfy  you  ?  '* 

"Is  it  likely?" 

"Let  it  convince  you  at  least.  Give  over  imagining 
that  I  cultivate  solitude  from  a  perverse  love  of  it.  I  tell 
you,  it  is  a  stem  necessity.  K  I  have  escaped  it  for  the 
time—" 

"If  I  represent  your  means  of  escape,  I  felicitate  myself, 
indeed!" 

"In  the  end  there  can  be  no  escape  for  me.  But  I  see 
that  for  all  I  say,  you  only  half  believe  what  I  tell  you. 
You  cling  to  the  idea  that  I  overstate  the  case;  that  my 
words  represent  vain  fears,  hypochondria,  anything  except 
the  simple  truth  they  do  stand  for.  And  I  suppose  it  is 
little  wonder.  Strange  if  you  could  make  it  out !  Uprooted, 
transplanted,  one  might  find  courage  to  put  forth  new 
roots;  or  losing  all  ties  of  relationship  by  death — or 
otherwise — one  still  might  summon  fortitude  to  go  for- 
ward in  life.  If  other  men  have  done  it,  could  not  I  ? — 
if  that  were  all!  But  there  are  some  calamities  that  are 
irretrievable,  and  when  I  tell  you  that  such  is  mine,  you 
may  receive  it  as  the  literal  truth. " 

"But,"  Julian  objected,  "what  is  past  is  past,  if  one 
take  courage  to  sponge  the  record  from  the  slate — " 

"  Jt  13  i]iot  80  easily  disposed  of^  I  unsure  jrou.    Th^  m^ 
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evitable  consequences  remain;  and  not  for  one  moment 
do  I  delude  myself  into  thinking  that  they  can  be  evaded. 
I  go  to  meet  them  as  surely  as  time  flies.  And  understand, 
I  do  not  question  the  justice  of  the  decree  that  deprives 
me  of  hope. " 

Staggered  for  a  moment,  Julian  soon  returned  to  the  fray. 

"Your  philosophy  is  quite  beyond  me,"  he  exclaimed. 
'**Use  every  man  after  his  deserts  and  who  shall  *scape 
whipping'?  Perhaps  we  all  deserve  it  more  or  less — 
or  at  least  the  preacher  says  so — but  without  meaning 
to  flatter  you,  it  seems  to  me  that  you  less  than  most  of 
the  world  deserve  the  scourges  of  fate. " 

"Thank  you,  at  least,  for  your  good  word.  But  what  I 
deserve  I  shall  receive.  I  am  so  sure  of  it,  that  I  am  re- 
lieved of  all  obligation  to  struggle  in  the  toils. " 

"I  have  suspected  as  much, "  Julian  was  eager  to  accuse, 
thinking  to  find  a  loophole,  "hopelessness  secures  its 
own  fulfilment.    I  suspect  you  of  yielding  to  fatalism. " 

"I  have  discerned  that  suspicion.  I  should  not  combat 
it,  however,  but  for  one  thing.  I  have  not  imagined  the 
menace  that  hangs  over  me.  It  is  substantial  and  deadly. 
Therefore,  I  think  it  fair  to  warn  you. " 

"Why  to  warn  me?** 

"K  it  irk  you  to  travel  with  a  condemned  man,  you 
should  have  a  chance  to  throw  oflF  such  companionship 
in  good  time. " 

"You  know  my  answer  to  that,  of  course;  but  just 
what  do  you  mean  by  *  condemned'  ?  " 

"I  mean,"  replied  Dr.  Paul,  firmly,  "that  there  may 
be  that  in  my  immediate  future  in  which  I  wish  no  other 
man  to  be  involved  without  some  understanding  as  to 
what  he  faces.     Even  on  starting  out,  when  what  has 
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become  probable  was  only  possible,  and,  as  I  thought, 
remotely  so,  I  felt  that  I  was  hardly  treating  you  with 
fairness.  Now  I  wiU  give  you  the  plain  warning  to  be 
taken  in  its  literal  terms;  that  the  time  may  come  when 
your  association  with  me  will  likely  be  construed  in  your 
disfavor. " 

Julian  sprang  up,  exploding  in  a  particularly  vivid 
monosyllable.  "Let  any  fool  that  wishes  construe  it  in 
my  disfavor,  then!"  he  further  flamed;  "what  does  it 
matter  to  me  ?  What  do  you  take  me  for  in  the  end  ?  A 
man  who  does  not  know  his  own  mind  for  two  consecutive 
hours?" 

"I  take  you  for  a  staunch,  good  friend,"  Dr.  Paul 
replied,  soothingly,  "a  belief  that  increases  my  desire 
and  obligation  to  make  all  clear  to  you,  that  you  do  not 
go  blindfolded  into  a  trying  situation. " 

"This  means  *Mephisto',  I  suppose,"  Julian  guessed. 

"It  means  'Mephisto',"  said  Dr.  Paul,  finding  himself 
able  to  discuss  with  calmness  a  subject,  a  mere  approach 
to  which  had  formerly  brought  him  an  unbearable  mortifica- 
tion; "you  will  concede  that  he  is  real  enough.  If  I  were  to 
say  that  he  holds  my  life  in  his  power,  it  would  be  stating 
the  least  important  fraction  of  the  truth.  For  ten  years 
he  thought  me  dead,  until  the  chance  of  that  strangely 
appointed  meeting  undeceived  him;  to  set  him  on  the 
track  of  a  revenge  that  I  know  him  better  than  to  believe 
that  he  will  ever  forgo.  I  will  admit  that  at  first  it  seemed 
a  grievous  misfortune,  that  meeting.  But  I  am  no  longer 
sure  that  I  care.  I  have  skirted  the  edge  of  discovery 
for  so  long,  perhaps  it  is  a  relief  to  have  the  uncertainty 
ended.  And  I  believe  that,  in  the  end,  the  result  will 
depend  neither  upon  his  actions  nor  my  own. " 
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"Do  you  intend  to  make  no  effort  towards  your  own 
safety?"  demanded  Julian,  furious  with  impatience  at 
what  looked  the  sheerest  perversity  of  pride. 

"Oh,"  Dr.  Paul  answered  in  an  evident  evasion,"! have 
a  sure  measure  of  safety  in  reserve. " 

The  'measure  of  safety'  was  not  such  as  to  deserve  the 
name;  but  nothing  was  further  from  Victor's  intention 
than  to  disclose  the  true  secret  of  what  he  referred  to. 
Here,  however,  he  reckoned  without  Julian,  whose  too 
quick  perception,  leaping  along  the  strange  cord  of  sym- 
pathy between  them,  had,  in  one  flash,  reached  enlight- 
ment.  He  outstretched  both  hands  in  frantic  imploration: 
"Promise  me  that  you  will  never  do  this  horrible  thing 
you  threaten!" 

Victor  drew  back  in  amazement.  "But  I  have  made 
no  threat!" 

Julian  only  passionately  reiterated:  "Promise  me! 
Promise  me!" 

"Julian,  you  have  occasionally  surprised  me,  but  never, 
I  admit  more  than  now — but  what  am  I  to  say  to  this 
imagining  ?  " 

"Deny  it,  then;  I  will  believe  you.  You  cannot  deny 
this  wrong, this  wicked  thing!  you  understand  me  too 
weU." 

"You  choose  to  attribute  this  intention  to  me.  Well 
then,  you  drive  me  to  an  admission  that  gives  you  pain 
without  changing  my  predicament.  I  shall  make  no 
attempt  to  adjudicate  the  courage  or  righteousness  of 
such  a  course.  It  may  be  wrong,  it  may  be  cowardly  to 
escape  one's  difficulties  by  that  path,  but  there  are  cir- 
cumstances in  which  it  may  become  compulsory.  How- 
ever, in  order  that  you  may  not  despise  me  too  much^ 
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let  me  tell  you  this:  Even  if  I  were  willing  to  face  the 
worst  that  might  befall  me,  simply  because  you,  unknow- 
ing what  you  do,  ask  it,  there  is  an  antecedent  pledge 
by  which  I  must  be  bound. " 

"Who  was  so  inhuman?"  gasped  the  horror-stricken 
Julian. 

"One  who  made  the  demand  by  right  of  authority," 
replied  Victor,  staunchly;  but,  in  spite  of  him,  a  bitter, 
irresistible  resentment  glowed  hotly  through  determined 
resignation.  But  the  pride  that  had  not  refused  the  most 
extreme  demand  that  could  be  made  upon  it,  quickly 
suppressed  even  this  manifestation  of  its  agony.  He  would 
fain  wear  a  good  grace  upon  the  sacrifice  he  would  not 
evade. 

"No  human  authority  could  give  warrant  for  such 
an  exaction!"  contended  Julian  with  indignation;  but 
Dr.  Paul  imperiously  silenced  a  criticism  that  but  coincided 
with  his  own  unspoken  one.  If  he  scarcely  admitted 
his  own,  however,  how  much  less  Julian's. 

"Be  consoled,"  he  advised,  calmly;  "it  is  all  a  chance; 
the  bond  may  never  fall  due.  At  all  events  let  us  hear  no 
more  of  it.  I  have  a  letter  to  write.  I  must  notify  Dr. 
Snowe  of  my  changed  address.  You  will  have  to  find 
some  other  occupation,  Julian. " 

It  was  no  doubt,  to  secure  compliance  with  his  wishes, 
in  case  the  still  deeply  excited  Julian  were  inclined  to 
override  them,  that  Dr.  Paul  speedily  procured  his  mate- 
rials and  became  engrossed  in  his  task. 

Julian  watched  the  writer  dully,  weighted  with  that 
prescience  of  a  wrong  against  which,  revolt  as  heart 
and  conscience  might  to  contemplate  it,  he  was  helpless 
to  prevail.    But  was  he  helpless  ?    Was  his  the  wretched 
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part  to  stand  aside,  agonized  but  poweriess,  to  watch 
the  horrid  fulfifanent  that  should  rob  him  of  something 
he  had  gro\Mi  so  dearly  to  prize  ? 

In  oven-  fibre  lie  shuddered  as  if  already  he  saw  it; 
but  in  almi>st  the  same  instant  came  an  electric  tingling 
in  his  veins.  He  was  by  nature  sanguine,  and  hope 
pointed  another  way.  It  was  a  strong,  new  purpose  that 
Umlkxl  in  his  st>ul.  No,  no  I  his  should  be  no  weakly 
passive  role  in  the  drama  into  which  he  had  been  projected. 
Better  to  Ix'lieve  that  his  mission  was  an  active  one,  his 
appointment  s|)ecial.  *'It  is  pro>'identiaU  providential, 
that  tliis  should  have  been  disclosed,"  he  thought,  ''I 
shall  be  by.  It  must  be  mine  to  save  him,  save  him  in 
spite  of  himself. " 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 

"His  treason  will  sit  blushing  on  his  face 
''Not  able  to  endure  the  sight  of  day. " 

This  resolution  brought  easing  to  his  pain.  He  sat 
silently  reflecting.  Dr.  Paul's  pen  travelled  steadily, 
while  his  disturbed  friend  cogitated  over  a  plan  of  attack. 

Julian  thought  that  he  had  one  weapon  in  his  hands 
whose  effectiveness  he  meant  to  test.  Up  to  this  time, 
the  captor  of  the  little  red  book,  being  neither  so  self- 
assured,  nor  so  satisfied  with  his  own  stand  as  he  had 
made  a  bluff  at  being,  had  had  30  much  grace  as  to  keep 
his  doubtfully  acquired  prize  out  of  sight.  Dr.  Paul  had 
laid  what  Julian,  in  self  defense,  was  inclined  to  call 
undue  stress  of  disapproval  on  the  threat  to  read;  and  the 
very  fact  of  his  refusal  to  reopen  the  subject  on  the  various 
opportunities  Julian  had  afforded  him,  sufficed  to  em- 
phasize his  decision.  His  objection  to  see  Julian  do  this 
thing  was  evidently  strong.  But  just  how  far  would  it 
carry  him  ?  Not  the  most  ostentatious  ruslling  of  the  leaves 
availed  to  secure  the  busy  writer's  attention.  Mr.  Carroll 
addressed  him. 

"You  told  me  to  find  another  occupation. " 

"Search  a  little  further,  Julian,  pray. " 

"So  I  intend,"  was  the  obliging  answer,  "to  search 
these  pages.  But  I  know  I  should  enjoy  it  more  in  sharing 
it  ShaU  I  read  it  aloud?   I  will  if  you  like. " 
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"You  really  are  wonderfully  obliging;  but  do  not 
exert  yourself. " 

"No  exertion!  I  shall  willingly  contribute  so  much 
to  the  general  good.    Let  us  have  a  literary  evening. " 

"I  am  not  literary."  Dr.  Paul  took  his  pen,  wrote  a 
word  or  two;  then  stopped  and  pushed  pen  and  paper 
aside.  In  the  circumstances,  it  was  impossible  to  go  on. 
"Well,  what  is  it,"  he  queried,  "you  have  something  that 
must  be  said;  I  see  that  We  shall  save  time  by  having 
it  over  at  once. " 

"Shall  I  begin?"     asked   Julian  opening  the  book. 

"K  that  is  all — no!  I  hope  you  do  not  think  of  reading 
by  that  wretched  light.  Whatever  your  final  disposition, 
at  least  the  book  will  keep. " 

"Oh,  yes,  it  will  keep;  and  I  shall  take  care  to  keep  it. 
But  as  to  deferring  the  fun — ^well,  thanks  to  your  treat- 
ment and  to  my  own  conmiendable  docility  during  all 
these  months  my  eyes  are  so  much  better  that  I  can 
break  the  rule  for  once. " 

"  I  shall  be  sorry  to  see  you  do  it. " 

"For  more  reasons  than  one,  I  suppose?" 

"Since  you  ask  the  direct  question — ^for  more  reasons 
than  one. " 

"You  are  a  wonderful  example  of  chivalry,"  the  other 
returned  with  sarcasm.  "You  amaze  me.  Since  you  are 
bent  on  protecting  the  rights  of  this  unknown  damsel 
I  will  hand  back  the  spoils  to  you — or  at  least  I  will 
promise  never  so  much  as  to  open  the  book — ^for  a 
price. " 

"Name  the  price. " 

"Promise  for  promise.  The  promise  I  have  already 
asked." 
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Victor  received  the  proposition  with  a  sort  of  austere 
scorn. 

"Break  one  pledge  that  I  may  substitute  another?  A 
worthless  bargain!  The  price  is  one  I  cannot  pay.  I 
think  it  in  fact  greatly  out  of  proportion. " 

Julian  was  for  the  moment  silenced;  but  he  got  up  at 
last  and  walking  a  few  steps  along  his  own  side  of  the 
table,  placed  his  hands  upon  it  and  leaned  across,  bringing 
his  eyes  close  to  the  steady  dark  ones.  Mr.  Carroll  showed 
militant.    "  You  see  me  ?  " 

"Clearly!"     was  the  response  to  this  odd  question. 

"A  commonplace,  everyday  sort  of  a  person,  and  as  I 
know  you  think,  addicted  to  trifling.  But  you  shall  see — 
whether  you  know  me  perfectly  well  or  not !  Mark  me  well ! 
for  in  me  you  see  your  guardian  angel.  You  shall  never,  '* 
Julian's  voice  toned  into  sudden,  heart-deep  earnestness, 
"you  shall  never  consummate  that  devil's  work  while  I 
live  to  stand  between  you  and  it!  I  will  somehow,  I 
swear,  prevent  it!" 

For  a  moment  after  the  deliverance  of  this  notification, 
his  eyes,  aflame  with  the  passion  of  a  righteous  purpose, 
burned  vainly  upon  the  unyielding  ones  into  which  he 
looked.  Julian  had  expected  no  retrogression  before  the 
attack;  and  was  not  therefore  disappointed  to  perceive 
none.  The  instant  seemed  the  breathless  prelude  to  a 
storm;  then  it  was  the  mercurial  Julian  who  broke  the 
tension  by  laughing.  Perhaps  it  was  at  least  as  much  the 
relief  of  a  relaxed  strain — ^^such  was  the  result  of  his  resolve 
thus  crystallized  into  words — ^as  characteristic  amuse- 
ment over  the  sudden  attitude  of  challenge  and  defiance 
in  which  they  two  found  themselves,  that  brought  that 
half-hysterical   outburst.     But  to   laugh,  just  after  the 
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staking  of  all  his  energy  upon  such  an  issue^  was  very  like 
Julian  Carroll.  He  felt  much  the  better  for  it  and  returned 
to  his  place  happier.    There  he  took  up  the  red  book. 

"Now,"  he  defied,  with  doubtless  a  certain  pleasure 
in  showing  the  same  disregard  of  Dr.  Paul's  opinions 
that  Dr.  Paul  had  shown  his;  "now  I  shall  amuse  myself. 
Eyes  or  no  eyes,  bad  light,  worse  deed.  But  I  should 
very  much  like  to  know  who  it  is  who  will  call  'shame'!" 

Dr.  Paul  made  no  answer. 


CHAPTER  XL 

''Oh,  that  mine  enemy  would  write  a  book!" 

JuuAN  OPENED  at  the  initial  page.  The  rounded 
upright  handwriting  was  as  plain  as  print,  though  space 
was  economized  by  its  small  size.  The  upper  half  of  the 
page  was  occupied  by  a  semicircle  of  idols  drawn  with 
spirit  and  cleverness;  and  each  was  labeled  with  a  name. 
Idols  they  plainly  were  and  the  resemblance  was  well 
preserved;  but  a  certain  individuality  went  to  proclaim 
them  portraits. 

Julian  was  pleased.  He  glanced  tentatively  at  his  late 
antagonist,  fain  to  share  his  pleasure;  but  saw  no  en- 
couragement. 

*'I  hate  to  see  another  fellow  miss  a  good  thing,"  solilo- 
quised the  wily  would-be  tempter  aloud;  "but  I  wonder 
whether  I  should  dare  to  beard  the  lion  to  the  extent 
of  asking  some  one  to  have  a  look  at  this  ?  " 

Dr.  Paul  returned  no  answer;  and  not  another  word 
was  spoken  as  Julian  pursued  his  diversion.  He  read 
and  read,  apparently  quite  absorbed  in  what  the  red  book 
contained,  long  after  his  companion,  true  to  his  vow  of 
non-interference,  had  sought  his  bunk.  This  time  one 
was  ready  for  each.  The  light  grew  dimmer  and  dimmer 
as  the  oil  sank  low  in  the  poor  tin  lamp;  but  despite  the 
smarting  of  his  eyes,  Mr.  CarroU's  reprehensible  perse- 
verence  never  flagged  till  the  writing  stopped  abruptly, 
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leaving  the  tale  unfinished.    There  was  not  even  a  promise 
of  "  continuation  in  our  next.  *' 

Dr.  Paul  seemed  to  sleep.  Julian  softly  laid  a  log  or 
two  upon  the  embers,  and  made  haste  to  follow  his  fellow- 
traveller's  example. 

A  JOURNAL  OP  EVERYDAY  FOLLIES 

Ruth  Allis 

"life  is  a  joke  and  all  things  show  it; 
I  thought  so  once,  but  now  i  know  it " 

June  20 
I  AM  eighteen  years  old  to-day.  Yes;  eighteen.  I  am 
not  writing  this  for  now;  I  am  writing  it  for  the  future. 
I  wonder  what  it  will  read  like  to  me  ten  years  hence? 
I  suppose  by  that  time  I  shall  have  grown  old  and  staid 
and  wise.  And  maybe  people  will  have  stopped  saying 
"It's  only  Ruth"  to  explain  and  excuse  my  doings  and 
misdoings;  but  shall  say  instead,  "Ruth  did  it,  therefore 
it  must  be  the  right  thing."  They  say  that  of  Alicia; 
or,  at  least,  if  they  don't  actually  say  it  they  act  upon  it, 
which  is  even  more  satisfactory.  Alicia  is  only  seven 
years  older  than  I;  a  small  space  of  time  to  make  all  the 
diflFerence  between  folly  and  wisdom.  I  think  it  all  arises 
from  the  splendid  tranquility  of  her  manner,  which  carries 
her  through  all  situations  with  distinction  and  applause. 
Oh;  but  I  do  admire  Alicia!  Though  I  spend  so  much 
of  my  time  trying  to  ruffle  her  repose,  it  is  like  the  efforts 
of  a  gad-fly  to  disturb  the  equanimity  of  the  sphjmx. 

Alicia,  being  my  sister,  cannot,  of  course  expect  to  rank 
as  one  of  my  idols;  but  if  she  is  a  little  less  than  an  idol, 
she  is  also  a  little  more,  so  that  evens  it  up.    But  I  must 
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admit  that  I  am  not  sure  that  to  rank  as  one  of  my  idols 
is  any  advantage  to  anybody.  'Licia  says  it  is  a  mighty 
precarious  position;  and  'Licia  is  so  fatally  apt  to  be  right. 
Abominable  habit,  I  call  it!  But  there  it  is  out,  the  awful 
secret,  the  ignominious  fact,  that  I  am  an  idol  worshipper. 
Yes;  here  am  I,  out  of  my  date  somehow,  a  reincarnated 
ancient  Egyptian,  given  to  the  abject  worship  of  idols. 
I  am  quite  sure  that,  when  I  was  here  before,  I  dwelt  in  the 
land  of  Isis  and  Osirus  and  The  Cat;  and  the  fatal  taint 
there  acquired  clings  to  me  yet.  I've  had  such  a  string 
of  objects  first  and  last;  and  so  far  as  I  can  see  the  end  is 
not  yet  in  view. 

Lucky  that  my  infatuations  are  so  easily  cured,  though. 
If  they  were  not,  where  should  I  be  ?  Alicia  says  that  I  am 
unfair  to  the  last  degree;  that  I  expect  people  to  be  con- 
siderably more  than  human. 

I  am  really  afraid  that  Alicia  is  right;  it  is  sometimes 
a  little  hard  on  the  idols.  They  are  always  ignorant  of 
their  supreme  honors;  completely  unconscious — only  to 
think  of  it! — of  the  fact  that  they  are  occupying  pedestals 
and  that  incense  is  beclouding  their  respective  atmospheres. 
They  realize  not  their  elevation,  nor  understand  their  fall. 
They  only  feel  a  sort  of  dull  thud  ^  when  they  come  down, 
experience  the  subsequent  chill;  and  find  no  explanation, 
poor  things ! 

To  me  it  has  been  no  less  than  a  series  of  earthquake 
shocks  when  that  succession  of  graven  images,  tumbling 
from  their  elevations,  came  thumpety  bump  to  the  earth! 
Perhaps  had  they  been  fairly  warned  where  they  stood, 
they  might  have  taken  heed  lest  they  should  fall.  It  is  not 
quite  the  fair  thing  to  place  people,  unbeknownst  to  them- 
selves, in  a  position  where  there  are  four  sides  to  fall  from. 
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I  suppose,  candidly  speaking,  any  other  result  could 
hardly  be  in  the  nature  of  things. 

But  I  could  not  help  it  I  was  always  up  to  my  nedk 
in  homage  before  I  found  myself  out,  and  then  it  was  too 
late.  And  I  was  cured  of  my  dotage  before  I  knew  at  all 
that  the  process  of  commonsense  had  b^un;  so  that  was 
not  my  fault  either.  I  shall  simply  allow  myself  to  be 
comfortably  convinced  that  nobody  was  to  blame  for  any- 
thing. It  was  Kismet;  and  one  knows  better  than  to  argue 
with  Kismet 

That  is  Eugenia  furthest  to  the  left  Who  could  do 
Eugenia  justice  ?  She  was  so  stately.  Her  hair  and  eyes 
were  black  as — ^I  used  to  say  as  "ebony"  or  as  "sloes". 
But  that  was  when  I  doted  on  her.  Afterwards,  I  called 
them  black  as  "Erebus".  But  Eugenia  surely  was  good- 
looking.  Her  smile  was  pure  brightness,  lighted  with  the 
sparkle  of  dark  eyes  and  white  teeth.  I  used  to  say  to  my- 
self in  an  ecstacy  of  admiration :  "Oh,  if  I  could  only  paint 
that!"  Eugenia  says  that  I  went  back  on  her.  But  that 
was  when  I  came  to  suspect  that  she  courted  my  friendship 
for  my  cousin  Arthur's  sake.  What  was  to  be  expected  but 
that  die  crash  should  follow  quickly  ?  I  couldn't  be  under- 
study for  Arthur. 

Then  came  Lily.  I  suppose  I  was  weary  of  statelin^ss, 
when  I  elected  to  bestow  my  stormy  friendship  on  Lily. 
Thought  she  was  the  angel  she  looked  like — ^till  I  caught 
her  telling  bare-faced  lies.  She  told  them,  and  then  capped 
the  o£Pense  by  saying  that  I  scared  her  into  them. 

Then  there  was  Miss  Lawton,  who  taught  mathematics; 
and  Miss  May,  the  adorable  literature  teacher.  What  cast 
over  them  such  a  glamor  of  wisdom  and  beauty  ?  It  has 
gone,  whatever  it  was,  vanished  in  air;  and  not  enough  is 
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left  to  serve  the  purposes  of  an  analysis.  Is  the  worshipper 
fickle?   Is  that  the  explanation  ? 

Then  there  was  the  Reverend  William  Rye.  Ah!  there 
was  a  pretty  idol,  if  you  like,  an  ornament  to  any  collection. 
It  was  indeed  a  pity  that  he  did  not  realize  his  honors,  that 
he  stood  for  so  much  in  one  extremely  youthful  fancy. 
He  might  in  that  case  have  had  that  sense  of  fitness  that 
would  have  led  him  to  demean  himself  with  the  propriety 
one  justly  demands  of  an  idol.  But  to  get  on  to  the  fatal 
day  of  my  disillusionment — Oh,  how  do  I  shudder  to  re- 
member it!  I  caught  the  Reverend  William  Rye , using 
tobacco.  It  was  too  grotesque.  The  chisled  nose  of  an 
idol  was  never  meant,  in  my  humble  opmion,  to  serve  the 
same  purpose  as  a  chimney;  and  I  had  ranked  the  Reverend 
William  Rye  so  far  above  such  and  kindred  weaknesses 
that  his  saintship  would  not  hold  when  he  became  guilty 
of  this  one.  The  end  came  with  amazing  quickness. 
Whether  or  not  his  sentence  of  instant  destruction  were  just, 
down  he  came  with  a  crash  that  must  have  reduced  him  to 
an  impalpable  dust;  at  least,  for  me,  he  then  and  there  be- 
came non-existent. 

But  here  I  shall  stop.  And  as  for  you,  the  rest  of  you, 
you  shall  be  consigned  to  oblivion.  You  never  had  any 
particular  use,  any  excuse  for  existing,  you  graven  images, 
you  false  gods !  and  it  is  no  more  your  fault  that  you  were 
futile  and  ephemeral,  than  it  is  mine  that  I  mistook  you 
for  the  real  thing  and  put  you  in  places  where  you  did  not 
belong.  People  are  unsatisfactory  and  disappointing. 
I  shall  take  to  cats.  I  shall  like  many  people  a  little  instead 
of  a  few  too  much. 

I  do  think  that  is  why  M alvina  has  such  a  fascination 
for  me.   There  is  no  mistaking  her  for  an  idol  on  any  terms; 
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and  I  never  can  decide  the  nature  of  my  feelings  for  her. 
Mai  will  say  stinging,  blistering  things  that  rankle  like  so 
many  poisoned  pin-pricks  long  after  she  has  seemingly 
forgotten  them.  Dicky  says  it  is  only  seemingly.  That  in 
reality  there  is  nothing  accidental  about  Malvina's  un- 
pleasant candor;  that  it  is  the  outgrouth  of  the  purest 
malice,  and  is  premeditated  to  deadliest  eflFect.  Sometimes, 
after  a  particularly  diabolical  sting,  I  am  ready  to  accept 
Dicky's  view.  But,  when  I  consider  the  matter  calmly, 
I  think  it  merely  untactfulness. 

To-day,  for  instance,  M alvina  told  me  that  on  the  whole 
she  considers  my  temper  about  the  worst  she  knows.  She 
says  it  is  so  utterly  uncontrolled;  it  goes  oflF  like  dynamite, 
without  the  slightest  warning.  Now,  whether  that  is  lit- 
erally true  or  not,  I  don't  pretend  to  say.  Of  course  I  lose 
the  aforesaid  temper  sometimes,  but  so  does  everybody — 
except  Mai — ^and  she  keeps  hers  under,  that  she  may  use 
it  for  a  whetstone  to  sharpen  her  tongue.  But  the  remark 
was  jar  enough  for  the  dynamite. 

"If  it  does,"  I  said,  "I  know  who  has  the  peculiar 
faculty  of  firing  it  and  who  takes  the  fiend's  own  joy  in 
doing  it. " 

"Now  girls, "  chips  in  'Licia  the  pacific,  "don't  squabble. 
You  two  are  never  satisfied  apart  and  never  amicable  to- 
gether." 

Alicia  is  a  dear;  but  I  don't  think  she  ought  to  be  on 
good  terms  with  Malvina.  It  is  not  what  I  call  really 
sisterly  to  be  friendly  with  my  dearest  foe.  Right  or  wrong, 
I  think  it  her  duty  to  take  my  part  against  everybody  as  I 
do  hers.  That  is  my  idea  of  being  sisterly.  But  then  Alicia 
loves  peace;  and  I  cannot  be  quite  sure  that  I  do.  And  it  is 
not  that  'Licia  is  weak,  or  too  compliant.    For  a  principle, 
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she  would  go  to  the  stake  and  die  there,  like  Jeanne  d'Arc; 
but  one  cannot  presuade  her  to  dispute  over  trifles  or  to 
take  up  feuds. 

Ebtving  received  my  quietus  from  Malvina's  bare  bodkin, 
I  made  haste  to  escape  further  torments  by  creeping 
through  the  hedge  into  Uncle's  yard  and  so  into  the  house. 
I  meant  to  beard  the  lion  in  his  den;  or  Judge  Percival  in 
his  study.  He  is  really  at  heart  a  very  amiable,  benev- 
olent lion;  and  however  he  may  cow  the  guilty  when 
thundering  the  terrors  of  the  law  from  the  Bench,  I  find  him 
most  amenable. 

I  opened  the  door  on  velvet,  meaning  to  eflFect  a  complete 
surprise;  but  as  it  turned  out  it  was  I  who  got  the  surprise. 
It  was  not  my  venerable,  white-bearded  uncle  whom  I  saw 
at  his  accustomed  place,  by  the  green  table;  but  a  strange 
youth,  with  heavy  black  eyebrows  and  deepset  murky  eyes; 
and  an  enveloping  atmosphere  of  studious  diligence  that 
would  have  been  awe-inspiring  to  a  properly  constituted 
mind.  A  brand-new  Blackstone  was  spread  open  before 
him,  but  whether  he  really  knew  as  much  as  he  looked  as 
if  he  thought  he  did,  is  a  problem  I  have  not  solved  up  to 
date. 

I  should  have  slipped  out  quietly  as  I  had  come,  leaving 
Blackstone  to  think  me  a  ghost  or  any  other  sort  of  un- 
canny visitant;  and  so  given  him  a  chance  to  pick  up  his 
scattered  wits,  but  Aunty,  who  could  not  be  found  when  I 
wanted  her,  must  needs  appear  at  my  shoulder. 

"Ah,  Ruth;  Hannah  says  you  were  looking  for  me.  I 
have  been  out  on  an  errand.  Miss  AUis,  let  me  present 
Mr.  Beville  to  you. " 

Mr.  Beville  got  up  and  inclined  his  head  very  low,  and 
declared  with  emphasis,  that  he  wa^  very  happy  to  meet 
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me  (after  nearly  falling  off  his  chair  at  the  sight  of  me). 
It  made  me  feel  contrary.  If  people  are  so  happy  to  meet 
one,  they  ought  not  to  look  so  much  the  other  thing.  I 
treated  my  new  acquaintance  to  the  most  frigid  bow  I 
could  manage,  and  followed  Aunty  up  stairs;  hoping  to 
make  it  plain  beyond  misunderstanding  to  Mr.  Black- 
stone  that  I  did  not  consider  him  a  desirable  addition  to 
my  circle  of  friends. 

Aunty  turned  upon  me  with  a  gentle  shake.  "You 
good  for  nothing,  freakish  girl,  why  did  you  act  so? 
'^he  atmosphere  was  positively  glacial. " 

"I  don't  care,"  I  defended  crossly,  "what  is  he  doing 
here  ?  And  why  did  he  look  at  me  as  if  I  were  a 
basilisk!    I  don't  want  to  know  him." 

"He  is  to  study  law  with  your  uncle.  His  father  is  an 
old  friend.  But  what  you  mean  by  his  looking  at  you  as  if 
you  were  a  basilisk,  I  am  sure  I  don't  know. " 

"I  am  talking  plain  American,  Mrs.  Percival.  I  came  to 
call  on  Uncle  Walter,  and  I  find  this  interloper  presuming 
to  occupy  my  dear  old  uncle's  chair.  I  couldn't  approve 
such  a  liberty. " 

"I  suppose  you  told  him  so?"  suggested  Mrs.  P.,  with 
an  amazing  disbelief  in  my  discretion. 

"I  exchanged  no  words  with  the — ^person,"  I  answered 
with  dignity;  "why  should  I  have  spoken?  I  only  stood 
and  looked  at  him.  It  would  have  irritated  anybody  to  see 
his  complacence  over  his  brand-new  Blackstone.  If  he 
had  been  raised  on  Blackstone,  as  I  have,  he  would  think 
the  old  duffer  enough  of  a  bore. " 

"Ruth!"  reproves  Aunty,  who  cannot  use  herself  to 
slang;  "was  that  all?"  She  bethought  herself  to  inquire 
further. 
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"Oh,  I  may  have  grinned  the  least  little,  harmless  bit 
in  the  world;  but  that  did  not  hurt  him,  that  he  needed  to 
look  so  upset. " 

"Ah,  yes!"  concluded  my  sapient  aunt,  "I  begin  to 
understand.  Studious  diligence,  engrossed  in  the  law, 
looks  up  suddenly  to  behold  the  very  incarnation  of  mischief 
and  impertinence  hovering  on  the  threshold.  His  scho- 
lastic calm  was  put  to  flight.  I  know  that  *grin'  of  yours, 
Miss  Ruth.  The  very  demon  of  mischief  is  in  it.  You 
made  him  think  that  he  looked  ridiculous  in  some  way." 

"Well,  he  did;  and  some  people  would  hesitate  at  calling 
their  own  nieces  'incarnations  of  impertinence*. " 

"Not  if  the  niece  were  Ruth.  At  present,  he  is  slightly 
overburdened  with  a  sense  of  his  own  importance;  and 
therefore  sensitive. " 

"Well,  he  shall  never  find  me  catering  to  his  sense  of 
importance.  Just  tell  Uncle  that  I  shan't  come  to  see  him 
again  until  he  ousts  this  intruder.  I  think  that  will  seal 
his  fate." 

"Will  it,  you  conceited  little  minx  ?"  Uncle's  own  voice 
broke  in;  "and  who  is  it  who  is  to  be  so  sunmiarily  dis- 
posed of?" 

"Your  student.  Uncle  dear;  I  don't  approve  your  having 
a  student  at  all ;  and  I  especially  object  to  this  one. " 

"Dear  me !  here's  a  dilemma  for  a  man  to  be  in !  I  am 
to  offend  one  of  my  oldest  friends  by  driving  his  son  out 
of  my  oflSce,  after  distinctly  pledging  myself  to  look  after 
his  legal  education;  or  else  I  am  to  do  without  the  lawless 
ravages  of  a  mischief-maker  among  my  possessions.  What 
a  choice. " 

"Very  well,  Judge  Percival,"  I  replied  with  the  dignity 
of  one  wronged  but  forbearing,  "you  know  the  penalty. " 
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Who  would  believe  it,  I  can  hardly  believe  it  myself,  but 
that  student  still  abides. 

July  12 

He  still  abides  and  they  fancy  they  have  reconciled  me  to 
his  presence,  those  two  arch-plotters.  They  really  fancy 
that  I  do  not  see  through  what,  were  any  but  my  dignified 
aunt  and  uncle  involved,  I  should  call  their  'little  game'. 
That,  of  course,  would  be  too  shockingly  disrespectful. 
But  they  cover  their  tracks  so  very  poorly. 

This  dear  Blackstone  is  worthy  of  so  much  praise,  it 
seems  impossible  to  overdo  it.  A  diligent,  earnest  youth, 
upon  whom  they  gladly  bestow  their  highest  esteem.  They 
not  only  have  the  joy  to  possess  this  esteem,  but  they  make 
a  point  of  parading  it.  They  hold  it  up  to  view  on  all 
occasions,  with  a  diligence  equal  to  that  they  impute  to  the 
admirable  Blackstone  himself.  It  is  such  wretched  tactics, 
that  it  i»  painful  to  reflect  how  much  better  they  might 
have  managed.  Who,  being  himian,  could  be  so  amenable 
to  reason  as  to  like  a  person  whose  praises  are  sounded  in 
her  ears  continually  ?  And,  aside  from  all  that,  Blackstone 
does  not  deserve  those  encomiums. 

For  my  part  I  hate  cross  people;  and  Blackstone  is  cross. 
I  shall  not  take  credit  for  making  him  so.  He  is  addicted 
to  jealousy,  and  all  the  ragings  and  rantings  that  go  with 
that  failing.  He  wrinkles  those  heavy  black  brows  of  his, 
and  his  deepset  eyes  glare  out  of  very  caverns  of  gloom, 
to  chill  ones  blood  in  her  veins;  and  whoever  wants  to  like 
Lawrence  Beville,  may.  I  hope  I  am  not  afraid  of  anybody 
and  I  should  not  own  it  if  I  were.  But  if  I  were  to  allow 
myself  to  entertain  such  a  sentiment,  I  have  a  sort  of  a 
fancy  that  there  are  times  when  Blackstone  might  come 
near  to  inspiring  it.    On  some  occasions,  when  my  prefer- 
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eoce  for  the  irresponsible  Dicky  has  been  made  too  plain, 
I  have  seen  something  resembling  his  Satanic  Majesty 
himself  looking  out  of  those  inky,  inky  eyes. 

July  15 

Oh,  yes;  I  like  Dicky  best.  Not  better,  best.  One 
paltry  d^ree  would  not  begin  to  measure  the  difference 
between  my  light,  sunshiny  Dick — ^and  that  quintessence 
of  jealous  gloom,  Lawrence  Beville.  Aunty  says  I  am 
"hard"  and  Lawrence  Beville  says,  "granite  hard". 
But  I  do  not  admit  that  it  is  true,  nor  do  I  see  tliat  they 
prove  their  case.  It  is  only  that  ever}'  atom  of  resistance 
in  me — and  I  never  imagined  that  I  had  so  much — is  ex- 
cited to  invincible  stubbornness  by  Lawrence  Beville's 
attempts  at  "masterfulness".  The  conventional  idea  is 
that  that  is  the  captivating  course  to  pursue,  but  there  is 
nothing  in  it.  Likely,  however,  it  will  take  several  thousand 
more  years  of  plain  evidence  right  under  his  nose,  to  con- 
vince the  masculine  creature  that  women  do  not  admire 
that  species  of  ruthless  egotism  which  he  boastfully  calls 
by  the  fancy  name  of  "masterfulness". 

As  for  Dicky,  he  never  attempts  it.  Dicky  and  I  have 
always  been  good  comrades,  but  lately  Mr.  Dicky  has  seen 
fit  to  change  all  that.  Dear  me !  folly  seems  to  be  conta- 
gious, while  commonsense  never  is.  It  does  not  look  like 
the  right  arrangement. 

We  have  just  come  back  from  Slater's  dam,  Malvina, 
Blackstone,  Dicky  and  I.  The  wood  there  is  delightful, 
but  Malvina  and  Mr.  Beville  managed  quite  to  destroy 
all  charm.  As  for  Dicky  and  me — ^we  contrived  to  get 
ourselves  completely  into  the  black  books  of  the  other  two; 
though  I  shall  continue  to  maintain  that  our  consqicuous 
cheerfulness  and  good  temper  contrasted  most  creditably 
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with  their  gloom  and  sulkiness.  If  I  found  Dicky's  good- 
cheer  more  to  my  taste  than  Lawrence's  ill-condition,  I  do 
not  see  who  can  blame  me.  Beside  Blackstone  my  own 
butterfly  Dicky  certainly  shone.  I  could  not  even  resent 
the  fact  that  he  has  taken  to  wearing  a  proprietory  air.  I 
suppose  I  ought  to  consider  it  an  impertinence.  For  it  is, 
you  know.    I  never  gave  him  leave. 

"You  are  very  attentive  and  particularly  chivalrous  all 
of  a  sudden,  Mr.  Dicky  Trent.  You  never  made  a  parade 
of  helping  me  over  a  footlog  before.  Somebody's  example 
has  been  beneficial."  Why  should  I  stand  on  ceremony 
with  a  person  with  whom  I  have  made  mudpies  in  my  time  ? 
Upon  this  remark,  however,  Dicky  saw  fit  to  scowl. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Ruth,  that  Mr.  Beville  of  yours 
is  going  too  far. " 

"Please  understand  that  he  is  not  my  *Mr.  Beville*.  I 
won't  stand  for  such  a  responsibility. " 

"Oh!"  sniffed  Dicky,  "you  expect  me  to  believe 
that?" 

"I  don't  csLve  whether  you  believe  it  or  not.  All  I  ask  is, 
don't  be  ill-natured  and  disagreeable.  Aren't  the  two 
coming  a  suflSciently  horrid  example  of  crossness  to  drive 
anybody  to  amiability?  I  have  been  scowled  at  enough 
for  one  day.    So  make  up  your  mind  at  once  to  be  nice. " 

"I'll  make  it  up  at  once,"  Dicky  quickly  responded; 
"I'll  be  good  as  pie.  Yes,  I  will,  Ruth.  Only  one  thing 
I  will  say,  and  that  is,  that  I  have  no  intention  of  allowing 
myself  to  be  thrown  over  for  Blackstone. " 

"Thrown  over  for  Blackstone!"  the  full  extent  of 
Mr.  Dicky's  presumption  became  clear;  "You  take  a 
little  too  much  for  granted,  Mr.  Trent!*' 

"Ever  since  we  were  ten  years  old,"  (we  have  the  same 
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birthday)  Diclnr  attempts  to  assert;  ^'we  have  been  en- 
gaged, and  you  know  it " 

"'Ever  since  we  were  a  pack  of  geese  yoa  mean!"  I 
cried  angrily;  "I  wonder  why  it  occurs  to  you  to  resurrect 
that  absurdity  to-day  ?  I  have  heard  nothing  of  it  since 
dear  knows  when.  But  I  know.  It's  Blackstone's  bad 
example.  Just  because  he  chooses  to  enact  the  ranting 
Romeo  for  all  the  world  to  laugh  at,  you  are  stirred  to 
emulation.  You  have  to  imagine  that  you  are  grown  up 
and  must  have  sentimental  affairs. " 

"Well,  how  much  higher  do  you  want  me  to  grow  before 
I  shall  be  eligible  ?"  inquired  Dicky  pacifically;  I  do  like 
Dicky's  good  temper. 

"Not  another  inch,"  I  rewarded  him;  **five  feet  deven 
is  a  very  proper  height  Nobody  can  say  you  are  too  short; 
and  it  would  be  a  captious  critic  who  could  think  there  is 
an  inch  too  many. " 

Dicky  looked  very  self-satisfied.  "When  you  talk  that 
way  life  inmiediately  becomes  satisfactory. " 

"On  such  easy  terms  I  am  willing  to  make  it  satisfac- 
tory." 

We  had  arrived  at  our  resting  place  in  the  wood.  Our 
gloom-ridden  friends  were  not  long  in  appearing.  It  is  so 
ridiculous  to  come  to  a  picnic  to  sulk! — but  nothing  could 
placate  their  determined  moroseness;  not  even  the  de- 
lightful lunch  that  Malvina  and  I  presently  spread  by  the 
spring.  They  partook  of  it  with  all  the  appearance  of  two 
people  quarrelling  bitterly  with  their  bread  and  butter. 
I  cannot  say  that  Mai  looked  any  crosser  than  I  have  seen 
her  many  a  time,  but  Blackstone!  well,  he  really  did  look 
as  if  he  had  never  laughed  in  his  life  and  could  not  do  it, 
even  with  a  brave  effort.    Now  that  is  what  I  call  an  un- 
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fortunate  disposition,  as  tiresome  to  itself  as  to  other 
people.  The  poor  dear  is  so  deadly  serious.  Unless  his 
face  slandered  him,  he  would  have  dearly  loved  to  kill  poor 
Dicky  and  me  (who  were  trying  to  prove  that  one  comes  to 
a  picnic  to  enjoy  oneself)  and  to  bury  our  bones  under  the 
stones.  All  right;  you  may  call  that  exaggerated,  if  you 
like,  but  I  am  glad  that  he  was  not  licensed  to  deal  out 
the  penalty  for  our  offensive  cheerfulness,  or  I  should  have 
prepared  for  instant  execution.  His  Jovian  eyebrows  al- 
most met  over  the  cavernous,  black  eyes  that  had  turned 
red  with  a  wicked  flame.  If  Lawrence  Beville  did  not  look 
murderous  then,  I  don't  know  the  meaning  of  the 
word. 

Repulsion  and — ^hush! — ^fear  struck  right  into  my  dar- 
ing frivolity.  Without  stopping  to  think  of  anything  but 
an  instinctive  impulse  to  run,  I  hastily  scrambled  napkins, 
sandwiches,  everything,  into  my  basket  and  moved  off, 
all  in  a  minute.  Dicky  followed.  "Any  message  to  send  to 
town?"  I  called  back  as  a  last  bluff.  Not  for  worlds 
would  I  allow  Lawrence  Beville  to  suspect  that  he  can  in- 
fluence me  even  to  fear,  or  we  should  live  in  a  pretty  tor- 
nado !  Besides,  pride  rebels.  Not  a  word  did  our  amiable 
friends  answer.    Dicky  and  I  went  on. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "    he  wanted  to  know. 

"I  never  said  anything  was  the  matter. " 

"It  wasn't  necessary.  Can't  I  see!  Come  now,  own 
up. 

I  looked  back  cautiously.  Malvina  and  Blackstone 
were  coming  on,  too,  but  quite  out  of  hearing. 

"K  I  tell  you,  you'll  laugh,"  I  objected. 

"No,  I  won't!    'Pon  honor  I  won't,"  Dicky  promises 
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"Lawrence  Beville  was  furious." 

"Yes,  I  know  he  was, "says  Dicky,  "you  did  all  you 
could  to  make  him  so. " 

"If  I  did,  you  helped  all  you  could,  you  Dicky!" 

"Of  course  I  did  and  proud  of  it,"  Mr.  Dicky  avows; 
"you  're  afraid  of  the  fellow ! " 

Because  there  was  some  truth  in  this  was  no  reason  for 
hearing  it  patiently.  "Don't  you  say  that,  Dicky,"  I 
stormed,  "  I  wont  have  you  say  that ! " 

"I'll  punch  his  head  for  him!"  threatens  Dicky;  "but 
if  you  're  not  afraid  of  him  why  did  you  scuttle  oflF  like  a 
scared  rabbit?" 

"When  Lawrence  Beville  gets  as  angry  as  that — " 

"Well,  get  it  over." 

"  Do  you  know  what  I  see  in  his  eyes  ?  " 

"  Caesar,  no !  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  It 's  the  devil,  Dicky,  but  don 't  you  dare  to  laugh. " 

July  16 
I  expect  I  shall  never  hear  the  last  of  that  picnic.  It  is 
a  new  thing  for  me  to  be  held  strictly  accountable  for  all  I 
say  or  do.  Hitherto  it  has  all  been  bunched  as  "Ruth's 
doings"  and  indulgently  allowed  to  pass.  The  estimable 
Mr.  Blackstone,  however,  views  it  diflFerently,  without  the 
smallest  right  to  have  any  view  at  all.  Fancy  his  telling 
Ruth  one  day  that  she  is  his  idol;  only  to  turn  around  upon 
the  next  to  say,  with  savage  bitterness,  that  she  is  a  "heart- 
less flirt,  and  so  full  of  mischief,  that  she  is  happy  only 
when  she  is  worrying  someone  to  death!"  Is  not  that  a 
charming  figure  of  an  idol?  Why,  Lawrence  Beville 's 
idol  really  must  be  even  more  unsatisfactory  than  my 
graven  images  were.    But  I  enjoyed  this  advantage:  That, 
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having  been  duly  apprised  of  my  honors,  I  had,  what  my 
idols  never  had,  a  chance  of  self-defense.  I  had  no 
thought  of  suffering  such  a  characterization  in  nknce. 
Politely,  but  firmly,  I  drew  his  attention  to  the  utter  ab- 
surdity of  professing  to  adore  one  whom  he  could  place  so 
low  in  the  scale  of  manners  and  morals.  But  it  was  no  use. 
Then,  I  must  admit  that  impishness  took  possession  of  me. 
Thinks  J  to  myself:  ''Reason  won 't  do;  I'll  give  him  some- 
thing to  complain  of;  I'll  experiment."  The  demon  was 
knitting  up  his  brows  all  because  Ruth  was  supposed  to 
enjoy  teasing  him.  (Egotist!)  This  time  I  shall  have  to 
acknowledge  that  I  tried  to  work  upon  him;  but  who  would 
have  believed  that  I  should  succeed  ?  I  must  have  been 
meant  for  a  lion-tamer.  Gradually,  but  surely,  he  was 
soothed  into  amiability  and  pleasantness,  until  he  became 
quite  like  anyone  else. 

And  then  Malvina's  turn.  I  do  think,  if  I  may  iq>eak, 
that  if  I  have  no  tact,  and  no  power  to  adapt  myself  to 
other  people's  moods,  that  I  cannot  help  it;  and,  granted 
it's  a  genuine  deficiency,  it  immediately  becomes  the  duty 
of  all  people,  who  happily  possess  those  faculties,  to  have 
pity  on  me  and  adapt  themselves  to  my  moods.  But  fancy 
that  from  Mai ! 

"I  suppose,"  I  dared  to  say,  "that,  when  you  say  [that 
you  mean  one  must  be  pleasant  with  the  pleasant,  but  grum- 
py with  the  grumpy;  and  that  explains  why  you  were  to  all 
appearance  as  cross  as  Mr.  Beville  himself  when  you  were 
with  him. " 

And  then  there  was  an  explosion !  I  assure  you  that  its 
force  amazed  me;  there  was  really  no  excuse  for  getting  so 
mad.  She  had  been  saying  worse  things  to  me.  I  was 
almost  dazed  for  a  little.    Not  that,  when  Malvina  chooses 


TANTALUS  8S5 

to  be  disagreeable  and  rasping,  I  cannot  very  successfully 
imitate  her.  I  had  meant  the  remark  to  be  irritating,  as  it 
would  be  useless  to  deny;  but  I  never  dreamed  there  was 
so  much  concealed  gunpowder  as  the  result  disclosed. 

But  I  have  gotten  the  queerest  idea  into  my  head ! 

I  keep  all  my  politeness  for  Diclqr,  it  seems.  (I  wonder 
what  Dicky  would  say  to  that  ?)  I  pamper  him  and  cajole 
him ;  and  it  is  a  pity  that  he  does  not  reciprocate.  The  too 
obvious  extent  of  my  devotion  and  infatuation  almost 
reach  the  pitiful! — and  wouldn't  Malvina  pity  me  a  lot 
if  that  were  true — but  for  once  Malvina 's  malice  missed 
fire.  There  was  not  enough  truth  in  the  taunt  to  make  it 
sting.  I  should  be  sure  enough  of  Dicky,  if  I  cared  to  be 
sure;  and  I  am  perfectly  conscious  of  having  no  particular 
devotion  to  display;  and  I  ought  to  know  better  than  Mai. 
This  time  it  was  she  who  lost  her  temper  and  not  I;  and  it 
was  that  amazing  and  unique  result  that  put  the  queer, 
queer  idea  into  my  head. 

July  20 

I  am  positively  appalled  at  the  evidence  that  is  piling  up 
against  me,  though  if  I  had  not  been  so  earnestly  assured 
to  the  contrary,  I  fear  that  I  should  have  felt  myself  the 
victim.  Such  is  human  egotism,  for  I  cannot  think  myself 
different  from  all  the  rest.  Next  door  used  to  be  my  second 
home;  now  I  never  go  next  door.  I  should  as  soon  walk 
into  the  lion 's  den.  Aunty  says — ^and  believes — ^that  it  is 
all  pure  contrariness;  and  I  suppose  I  have  in  my  time  been 
contrary  enough  to  give  ground  for  such  a  belief. 

Poor  Aunty  has  been  completely  blindfolded.  Black- 
stone  is  Senator  BeviUe's  son;  he  is  fabulously  rich  and  he 
can  talk  very  prettily,  and  even  very  convincingly,  when  he 
is  not  putting  in  his  time,  glowering  at  me.    These  things 
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influence  her  judgment  more  than  she  knows.  But  (joI- 
conda,  and  Bonanza,  and  the  Klondike,  could  not  gild 
Lawrence  Beville  for  me.  The  long  and  the  short  of  it  is, 
that  I  hate  him!  Aunty  has  always  been  the  kindest  of 
aunts,  and  she  thinks  that  her  efforts  are  all  for  my  own 
good ;  and  so  does  Uncle  think  it  is  all  for  my  own  good, 
when  he  scolds  me  for  being  childish  and  unreascMiable; 
and  tells  me  that  I  ought  to  stop  to  think. 

Thank  goodness  Mother  and  Alicia  are  so  stanchly  upon 
my  side.  There  is  the  material  all  lying  at  hand,  ready 
for  a  lovely  family  blowup.  Fortunately,  Mother  and 
Alicia  resemble  each  other  in  the  beautiful  serenity  of  their 
tempers,  which  enables  them  to  go  straight  forward  to  do 
the  right  thing  in  spite  of  opposition,  yet  without  bickering. 
As  for  my  father — well,  he  has  always  wanted  to  show  suit- 
ors the  door;  he  has  barely  reconciled  himself  to  Alicia's 
engagement  to  Horace  Rivers.  He'd  give  short  shrift  in- 
deed to  anybody  who  interviewed  him  with  r^ard  to  me. 
Oh,  I  have  a  beautifully  devoted  family,  who  show  so  little 
readiness  to  part  with  me,  that  I  should  be  an  ingrate  to 
wish  to  leave  them. 

For  me,  I  consider  Blackstone's  allied  devotion  half 
the  stubbomess  of  the  spoiled  child,  denied  a  coveted  toy. 
Does  one  glower  at  the  object  of  one's  devotion  ?  To  me 
that  does  not  seem  a  thoroughly  sane  method  of  expressing 
one 's  partiality.  I  don 't  glower  at  Dicky,  nor  Dicky  at  me, 
and  we  are  mutually  devoted.  At  present  we  find  excite- 
ment and  spiteful  joy  in  dodging  Blackstone,  who  presents 
himself  in  the  light  of  an  almost  unavoidable  accident.  How 
he  manages  to  be  in  so  many  places  is  an  interesting  riddle. 

Blackstone's  jealousy  is  singularly  undiscriminating. 
It  seems  almost  the  limit  of  absurdity  to  say  that  he  is 
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jealous  even  of  Malvina;  but  why  else  should  he  assail  her 
with  the  savage  bitterness  that  marked  his  attack  this  even- 
ing ?  Now,  I  never  can  quite  define  my  feelings  towards 
Malvina;  they  are  mixed  up  beyond  my  disentanglement. 
I  have  no  special  leaning  that  must  plead  for  her.  But  when 
Blackstone  undertook  to  call  her  deceitful,  then  I  did  have 
to  take  up  for  her.  Malvina  never  hesitates  to  say  the  most 
disagreeable  things  straight  to  one's  face,  so  that  one  sees 
and  knows  the  worst  of  her.  If  that  does  not  clear  her  of 
the  other  charge,  pray  what  should  ?  I  took  pains  to  place 
all  this  before  Lawrence  BeviUe,  but,  as  usual,  he  was  im- 
pervious. Then,  it  turned  out  that  it  was  altogether  on  my 
account  that  he  condemned  her;  for  himself  he  did  not  care 
what  she  said.  Did  I  not  find  her  vicious  attacks  almost 
more  than  I  could  bear  ?  It  was  all  he  could  do  to  stand 
them  for  me.  Now,  is  not  that  the  queerest  thing  you  ever 
heard  of? 

July  21 

Better  Dicky;  oh,  yes;  far  better  my  darling,  irresponsible 
one,who  is  as  frivolous  as  I  am  myself;  and  whose  jealousies 
though  frequent,  are  as  innocuous  and  as  evanescent  as  are 
all  his  other  manifestations. 

It  was  three  hours  ago  that  I  came  up  stairs,  escaping  a 
room  full  of  company.  It  was  not  my  company  and  I  was 
tired  of  it;  but  neither  was  it  strictly  speaking,  Alicia's,  yet 
she  stayed.  It  is  beautiful  to  be  self-effacing  like  Alicia;  or 
a  wingless,  terrestial  angel  like  my  mother.  I  cannot  see 
how  I  ever  came  to  be  related  to  them.  Mother  is  the  su- 
preme type  of  motherhood.  Her  patience,  her  beautiful 
kindness  and  sympathy  for  all  children,  even  unfortunate, 
unattractive  ones,  her  heavenly  charity,  her  generosity  of 
judgment  are  beyond  all  comparison.     I  never  in  my  life 
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heard  my  mother  even  speak  hnpatientty  to  a  chikl.  And 
she  can  be  amazingly  considerate  of  grown-up  bores,  too. 
Alicia  is  the  best  kind  of  a  girl,  and  something  like  her. 
They  can  be  in  the  .same  room  with  Dicky 's  mother  and 
not  even  want  to  do  something  desperate.  But  I  would  a 
great  deal  rather  be  sandpapered  at  once,  and  be  done  with 
it,  than  have  to  be  in  Mrs.  Trent's  neighborhood  and  have 
to  endure  her  talking  at  me.  If  she  were  to  say  outright: 
"You  worthless  little  wretch,  who  are  you,  that  you  think 
yourself  good  enough  for  my  incomparable  Dicky  ?"  then 
we  should  know  just  where  we  were  and  could  take  meas- 
ures accordingly.  I  should  have  the  satisfaction  of  offend- 
ing her  bitterly  by  replying:  "Madame,  whoever  may  crave 
ownership  of  your  Dicky,  it  is  not  I!"  and  I  am  pretty  sure 
as  nearly  as  I  can  tell  without  absolutely  testing  it,  that  it  is 
the  gospel  truth.  Of  course  Dicky  has  been  my  own  prop- 
erty for  some  time,  errand  boy,  general  factotum  and  utility 
man;  and  I  might  miss  him  a  good  deal  if  somebody  were 
to  abstract  him  suddenly.  But  I  think  that,  for  the  sake  of 
showing  Mrs.  Trent  that  I  don 't  care  a  cent  for  her  Dicdcy 
when  she  thinks  him  a  matchless  treasure,  I  could  almost 
tell  him  today  to  go  'way  and  never  come  back.  Almost 
I  'spect  I  am  something  of  a  dog  in  the  manger. 

But  how  can  one  defend  oneself  against  something  that 
is  not  outspoken,  but  only  roundaboutly  intimated  ?  Only 
a  perfect  self-control  and  stolidity,  like  that  of  a  red  Indian 
(or  Malvinn)  could  cope  successfully  with  Mrs.  Trent  wh^i 
she  undertakes  to  make  it  clear  how  unworthy  I  am  of  my 
honors.  And  perfect  composure  I  have  not  imder  provoca- 
tion; more  particularly  when  it  takes  the  form  of  an  ap- 
parent belief  in  my  abject  devotion  to  Dicky.  It  may  be 
that  if  it  were  true  I  should  not  mind  it  so  much. 
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T  think  that  mother  and  Alicia  were  both  relieved  of  a  great 
uneasiness  when  I  fled  the  field,  instead  of  stopping  to  indulge 
in  what  they  will  call  my  "besetting  sin"  of  impudence. 

That  was  a  bad  time,  however,  contrariness  being  ram- 
pant and  calling  for  vengeance,  to  look  out  of  my  window 
to  see  Dicky's  charming  self  below,  posing  for  a  Romeo. 
Dicky  looked  sweet  in  the  moonlight;  and  Dicky 's  mamma, 
in  the  parlor,  before  a  whole  roomful,  had  just  been  imply- 
ing her  reluctance  to  countenance  my  alleged  adoration  for 
her  treasure  (never  his  for  me;  that  she  disposed  of  by  the 
Podsnap  method)  I  think  I  should  have  been  ready  for 
translation  to  the  angel  choir  if  I  had  not  felt  like  "showing 
her"!  Anyhow,  Dicky  is  rather  a  pretty  boy — ^not  dis- 
tractingly  so  but  well  enough — ^and  I  never  did  enjoy  sulk- 
ing in  solitude.  Active  measures  are  always  more  to  my 
taste;  so  when  my  own  Romeo  said:  "Come  forth,  light  of 
my  eyes,  and  take  a  stroll  in  the  moonlight"  (or  something 
of  the  sort)  I  promptly  decided  that  revenge  and  inclination 
happily  led  in  the  same  direction.  And  under  the  emollient 
of  Dicky's  soft  words  I  even  began  at  once  to  feel  more 
amiable.  And  then  Dicky  had  to  begin  to  wax  eloquent 
upon  the  theme  of  that  hypothetical  engagement  of  ours, 
the  troth  we  plighted  at  ten;  and  his  alleged  rights  in  the 
premises.  He  makes  no  allowance  for  changes  in  one's 
views  and  tastes.  In  quite  a  grandiose  and  arch-bishoplike 
way  Mr.  Dicky  attempted  to  prove  that  in  repudiating  that 
bond  I  should  be  guilty  of  perjurj .  He  also,  by  the  way, 
gave  me  the  superfluous  information  that  he  likes  Black- 
stone  less  and  less,  and  he  wants  him  to  keep  away,  on  pen- 
alty of — dear  knows  what  Dicky  is  going  to  do  with  Black- 
stone  in  case  he  does  not  keep  away.  In  neither  of  these 
announcements  was  there  anything  new  or  remarkable. 
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The  only  really  noteworthy  developement  was  Dicky's 
assumption  of  the  right  to  order  my  acquaintances. 

"What  in  the  world  do  you  want  ?"  I  argued,  "I've  told 
you  that  I  am  fond  of  you,  and  that  ought  to  be  enough.  I 
think  it  a  great  deal  to  say." 

"It's  nothing,  nothing!"  says  Dicky  vehemently;  then 
apparently  recollects  himself;  "It's  something  of  course, 
but  not  what  I  want.  Have  you  any  heart  ?  Sometimes, 
I  fairly  believe  you  haven't!  That  what  takes  a  fellow  so 
is  only  on  the  surface. " 

"Just  a  sort  of  sticky  flypaper?  And  I  suppose"  I 
said,  "all  this  is  because  I  told  you  that  I  am  fond  of  you, 
but  that  I  wouldn't  be  engaged;  and  that  my  father  would 
be  sure  to  throw  you  over  the  fence  if  you  suggested  such 
a  thing.    I  do  not  want  to  see  you  thrown  over  the  fence." 

"  I  'd  cheerfully  take  the  risk, "  says  bold  Dicky. 

My  patience  was  all  gone.  "All  right  then,  give  me  your 
old  ring!" 

Twice  before  had  Mr.  Dicky  oflFered  me  that  token;  but 
at  this  moment  instead  of  responding  properly  and  grace- 
fully to  the  call  for  it,  he  only  braced  himself  up  to  be  sulky 
and  dignified.  But  Dicky  is  not  built  for  heroics.  He 
only  looked  like  a  particularly  cross  little  boy. 

So  that  rejected  circlet  was  not  to  be  handed  over  upon 
demand,  was  it  not  ?  I  stopped  in  "the  footpathway  "  and 
took  a  view  of  Mr.  Trent  in  the  moonlight.  He  was  as 
fierce  and  determined  as  he  knew  how  to  be.  One  good 
look  and  then  I  said :  "  Give  it  up ! "  Curiosity  proved  too 
much  for  his  laborious  dignity.  A  brief  struggle;  then  he 
asked  stiffly: 

"Give  up  what?" 

"  Give  up  trying  to  be  gloomily  grand  and  Blackstonian." 
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"  Don 't  say  I  am  like  that  fellow ! " 

"I  didn  't,  Dicky  dear;  and  I  shouldn  't  be  with  you  if  you 
were.  I  said,  stop  trying  to  be.  You  are  trying  on  his 
game  of  glaring  people  into  a  state  of  subjection.  When  I 
ask  you  for  the  ring  you  Ve  been  offering  me  for  a  week, 
why  don 't  you  hurry  up  and  give  it  to  me  ?  " 

"Because  I  don 't  like  the  way  you  ask  for  it. " 

"The  idea  of  my  having  to  ask  for  it !  And  did  I  call  his 
nice  new  ring  old,  and  insult  him,  the  poor  dear  ?  Well,  its 
a  shame!  No  wonder  he's  getting  to  be  as  crotchety  as 
Blackstone  himself. " 

Dicky  gritted  his  teeth.     "  Ruth — ^you —  " 

"Oh,  call  names  if  you  like,  but  if  you  must  scold  here, 
please  do  it  in  an  undertone.  Scolding  in  an  undertone  is 
a  fine  art.  It  consists  in  making  blistering  words  do  the 
work  of  the  mere  rudeness  of  a  raised  voice. " 

"Ruth  you — "  begins  Dicky  again. 

"Oh,  yes;  I  know  I  am  Ruth;  and  I  know  that  I  am  an 
irresponsible  kitten;  that  I  have  claws  and  that  I  scratch. 
Don 't  bother  with  those  established  facts,  Dicky;  I  know 
them  by  heart.  All  I  have  to  say  is,  if  you  are  to  develop 
into  the  sort  of  person  who  tells  unpleasant  truths — " 

"But  good  gracious!"  exclaims  the  badgered  Dicky," I 
didn 't  say  it !  you  said  it  yourself. " 

"  Just  to  prevent  you  from  doing  it, "  I  told  him  in  paren- 
thesis; then  went  on  as  if  I  had  not  been  interrupted;  "Why 
in  that  case  you  will  not  have  another  chance  fiOon  to  com- 
plain of  my  saying  I  am  fond  of  you. " 

"Don't  say  that  Ruth,"  Dicky  ui^ged,  looking  unpleas- 
antly in  earnest;  I  do  not  want  him  to  be  in  earnest  or  to 
show  it;  it  makes  me  uncomfortable;  "don't  say  it.  You 
hurt  me  when  vou  do,  more  than  vou  think.    As  to  'sookl- 


842  TANTALUS 

ing*  or  'calling  names',  I'd  never  do  it  in  the  world.  But 
your  mdi£Ference  makes  me  wild,  sometimes,  and  I  hardly 
know  what  I  am  saying.  Here  is  the  ring.  You  11  make 
me  the  happiest  fellow  in  the  world  if  you  will  take  it  with 
all  it  means. " 

And  I  foolishly  accepted  that  symbol  of  bondage.  Polly! 
Folly!  what  made  me  do  it  ?  I  feel  as  if  I  had  put  a  rope 
around  my  neck.  I  flung  it  there  upon  my  desk  when  I 
came  home,  and  there  let  it  lie. 

July  24 

Malvina  got  it  all  out  of  me  today.  When  she  chooses  to 
be  ingratiating  I  am  the  merest  wax  in  her  hands.  I  may 
resolve  with  all  my  might  to  keep  everything  to  myself,  but 
let  her  apply  her  art  and  I  am  surely  beguiled  along  the  way 
until  all  I  know  she  knows  too.  She  got  it  all  out  of  me  to- 
day; and  being  mistress  of  my  affairs,  her  sweetish  manner 
disappeared.  She  began  her  more  usual  task  of  applying 
the  pepper.  I  am  smarting  yet.  I  told  her  that  I  had  taken 
Dicky's  ring:  thereby  ratifying  that  ridiculous  engagement 
of  ours;  and  that  I  knew  that  in  doing  it  I  had  been  an  im- 
pulsive simpleton.  That  I  had  been  fairly  aching  with 
repentance  ever  since.  I  told  her  how  I  hated  Lawrence 
Beville,  and  of  my  Aunt's  provoking  partiality  and  parti- 
sanship for  him.  Oh,  I  unbosomed  myself  finely.  What- 
ever made  me  do  it  ?    I  must  have  been  hypnotized ! 

Malvina  is  a  thoroughly  artistic  discomforter.  She  never 
fails  to  touch  the  quick.  I  was  not  to  mind.  The  storm 
that  looked  so  tremendous  to  my  inexperience  was  the  mere- 
est  tempest  in  the  teapot.  I  was  not  to  worry  myself  about 
Dicky.  His  wounds  were  too  evidently  but  skin-deep. 
Dicky  was  a  hopeless  worshipper  of  pretty  girls — and  to 
some  tastes  I  was  that — but,  so  far  as  he  was  concerned, 
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one  generally  did  quite  as  well  as  another.  It  was  a  waste 
of  time  to  concern  oneself  with  sympathy  for  Dicky  because, 
before  one  knows  it,  he  is  more  than  likely  to  be  fluttering 
away  to  the  next  flower.  As  for  Lawrence  Seville,  if  she 
had  not  witnessed  the  game,  she  would  never  have  be- 
lieved that  I  had  in  me  so  much  finesse,  so  much  brilliancy 
of  strategy.  It  was  a  positive  stroke  of  genius  to  discover  so 
early  the  method  of  a  slightly  overdone  indiflPerence  as  the 
sure  quickener  of  the  devotion  of  such  a  spoiled  young  man. 
She  thought  that  I  was  likely  to  land  my  di£Scult  fish  with 
great  eclat.  Mai's  jeering  laugh  finished  me.  It  is  abso- 
lutely indescribable.  It  sneers  at  one,  it  accuses  one,  it 
taunts  one  all  in  a  breath. 

I  fairly  bounded  up  and  stamped  my  foot  in  a  fury.  I 
could  have  eaten  her!  To  be  accused  of  angling  for  Law- 
rence Beville  with  calculating  skill  and  foresight!  Yet,  I 
know  I  was  a  fool  to  give  way. 

"You  viper,  you !  You  creeping,  crawling  snake !  You 
get  into  my  confidence  and  then  you  say  things  like  that! 
You  know  it  isn  't  true !    You  know  it !  '* 

Much  good  that  did !  I  rushed  out,  slamming  the  door 
till  the  house  quaked  from  top  to  bottom.  I  don 't  know 
what  would  have  become  of  me  without  some  outlet  for  my 
ebullient  feelings.  I  even  told  Dicky  all  about  it  later. 
(Now  Ruth !)  I  mean  I  told  him  all  except  that  part  about 
Blackstone.  That,  I  shall  have  to  admit,  was  more  than 
I  could  stand  for,  even  to  Dicky.  How  could  I  forsee  what 
daft  notion  Dicky  might  take  up  ?  That  kind  of  poison 
works  queerly  sometimes  upon  jealousy. 

August  1 

Blackstone  is  away.  Senator  Beville  (Gliick  auf !)  sent 
him  a  summons  too  imperative  to  be  disregarded  even  by 
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Mr.  Lawrence  Self-will.  Alicia  is  away  visiting  in  the  &m- 
ily  of  her  affianced ;  and  I  have  been  told  that  Malvina,  too, 
has  gone  out  of  town  for  a  week. 

Dicky  has  lately  spent  most  of  his  time  upon  our  veranda. 
This  young  man  is  supposed,  though  one  would  taever  dream 
it,  in  suDMner  when  school  does  not  keep  to  occupy  himself 
as  a  salesman  in  his  father 's  bookstore.  It  cannot  be,  how- 
ever, that  all  the  books  he  sells  will  add  very  greatly  to  the 
family  income.  It  seems  to  me  that  Mr.  Dicky  is  seldom 
at  his  post. 

He  strolls  around  to  make  a  morning  call;  he  casually 
drops  in  after  lunch;  in  the  evening,  whoever  else  may,  or 
may  not  be  there — and  there  are  generally  many,  our  house 
is  ever  a  favorite  rendezvous — Dicky  is  sure  to  appear.  If 
he  did  not  come  one  would  have  to  send  a  messenger  to  ask 
"was  his  illness  dangerous?"  He  is  a  sociable  person,  is 
Dicky;  not  that  I  blame  him  for  that;  he  is  also  an  idle  per- 
son ;  but  neither  do  I  blame  him  for  that.  But  that  is  where 
Dicky  is  different  from  me.  Dicky  has,  without  a  moment 's 
warning,  developed  serious  views  of  life;  but  I  must  do  him 
the  justice  to  mention,  that  the  person  to  whom  he  wishes  to 
apply  them  is,  not  himself,  but  me.  I  believe  that  reform, 
like  charity,  ought  to  begin  at  home.  For  Dicky,  who  at 
that  moment  should  have  been  drumming  up  Saturday 
night 's  trade,  to  undertake  to  coach  me  as  to  my  mission  in 
life,  certainly  required  a  gigantic  cheek. 

Mr.  Dicky,  under  the  tutelage  of  a  particularly  unlucky 
star,  suggested  that  my  careless,  butterfly  existence  should 
now  be  terminated  by  a  large,  round,  black  period  over 
which  there  could  be  no  jumping.  He  believes,  does  my 
own  dear  Dicky,  that  the  auspicious  moment  has  arrived  for 
Ruth,  the  do-less,  care-free  and  happy,  to  apply  her  energies 
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to  the  cultivation  of  domestic  graces  and  accomplishments; 
and  he  presumed  to  tell  me  so,  whom  nobody  ever  presumed 
to  tell  so  before.     I  am  to  leam  to  cook,  it  seems. 

"Well, "  I  observed  equably,  "even  though  cooking  be  a 
desirable  accomplishment,  which  hypothesis  we  will  admit, 
will  you  kindly  explain  why  I  am  to  leam ;  or  in  what  way — 
do  pardon  me  Dicky ! — ^my  possessing  or  not  possessing  that 
art  is  your  affair?" 

Dicky's  look  of  sentimental  reproach  made  me  burst  out 
laughing.     "  Some  day  in  our  little  home —  " 

"  Don 't  you  talk  to  me  about  *  little  homes ' ! " 

"But  Ruth— " 

"  Do  not  say  anything  to  me  about  *  little  homes ' !  I  have 
a  home  that  suits  me  perfectly  well,  and  nearly  everything 
I  want.  I  have  only  enough  left  to  wish  for  to  save  life  from 
becoming  monotonous.  I  should  like  you  or  anybody  else 
who  can,  to  give  me  a  really  good  reason  for  leaving  it. 
Nobody  in  it  ever  asks  me  to  cook,  you  horrid,  unromantic 
Dicky!  But  I  shan't  hold  spite.  I'll  do  you  a  good  turn. 
If  you  are  looking  for  a  cook  and  housemaid,  I  can  recom- 
mend Sarah  Ann.  She 's  very  good  Not  equal  to  dear, 
good,  old  May  Toby,  who  can  out-cook  the  most  blatant 
French  cook  alive  and  make  no  noise  about  it;  but  still,  I 
can  conscientiously  reconunend  Sarah  as  likely  to  do 
well. 

"I  don't  appreciate  such  jokes,"  announced  Dicky 
stiffly. 

"  Joke  ?  Joke,  indeed !  and  so  you  reject  my  lovely  Sarah, 
do  you?" 

"You  are  angry!"  was  Dicky's  remarkable  discovery; 
"what  has  put  you  out  so  suddenly?" 

"You  have." 
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"Don't  be  cross,  Ruth,"  jirheedles  Dicky,  "I  never 
dreamed  of  oflFending  you ! " 

''You  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  say  that  I  require  any 
alteration  or  improvement. " 

"Nobody  is  perfect, "  says  sententious  Dicky. 

"You  have  been  deceiving  me,  Dicky — ^horribly !  I  never 
would  have  believed  you  such  a  humbug.  For  weeks 
you  have  been  giving  me  to  understand  that  I  am  abso- 
lutely perfect.  You  know  you  have.  And  now,  wh^i  my 
self-satisfaction  is  getting  well  established,  you  want  to  take 
it  all  back  like  a  grudging  *  Injun  giver '. " 

"I  don 't  take  back  a  word  of  it.  I  stand  by  every  word 
of  it,  only — " 

"Don't  say  'only'.  Either  I  am  all  I  ought  to  be,  in 
which  case  no  change  is  needed ;  or  else  you  have  been  feed- 
ing me  on  fiction;  and  that  being  so  you  had  better  take- 
back  your  ring.     Here !  you  can  have  it. " 

"  You  won 't  let  a  fellow  say  a  word ! "  growls  the  affronted 
Dicky. 

"Of  course  I  will  not.  Do  you  think  I  will  be  engaged  to 
a  person  who  does  not  talk  to  me  nicely  ?  " 

"Don't  I  talk  'nicely '  enough  ?"  demands  Dicky;  "what 
in  the  world  have  I  said  that  was  so  much  out  of  the  way  ? 
I  cannot  remember  anything  so  very  insulting.  I  only 
wanted — " 

"Oh,  do  not,  I  beg,  begin  all  over  again!  You  are  trying 
to  be  Blackstonian. " 

That  is  the  particular  rod  I  keep  in  pickle  for  Mr.  Dicky 
when  he  proves  recalcitrant.  To  compare  him  with  Law- 
rence Beville  always  puts  him  into  a  fine  rage,  as  it  did  now. 
TNTiat  wouldn  't  he  ha^-e  given  to  swear!  There  was  violent 
objuigation  in  cN-er}*  line  and  feature.    However,  aodal 
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conventions  restrained  him.  He  merely  flung  himself 
furiously  oflf  the  porch,  and  in  a  moment  slammed  the  gate 
as  hard  as  I  slammed  Malvina's  door;  but  to  the  disad- 
vantage that  it  did  not  make  nearly  so  satisfactory  a  con- 
cussion. 

August  S 

Nearly  everybody  is  away.  Even  my  father  and  mother 
are  away  today  at  Montfort.  That  leaving  my  insignifi- 
cance as  sole  representative  of  the  family,  Sarah  Ann  ap- 
plied to  me  for  leave  of  absence.  She  thought  May  Toby 
and  I  could  get  on  alone.  With  dignity  and  urbanity  I 
bestowed  upon  her  the  boon,  as  if  I  were  used  to  doing  such 
stunts  every  day;  though  Sarah  knew,  and  I  knew,  that 
Mamma  had  expected  her  to  stay;  and  Sarah  had  deliber- 
ately waited  to  get  it  out  of  me.  But  that  was  no  matter. 
May  Toby  and  I  liked  to  have  the  place  all  to  ourselves. 

There  being  no  one  at  hand  to  ask  inconvenient  ques- 
tions, I  began  my  reign  by  the  complete  reorganization  of 
my  own  room.  This  particular  matter  of  rearrangement 
is  one  upon  which  Papa  and  I  do  not  agree.  It  is  true  that 
he  generally  resigns  himself  to  let  me  have  my  own  way — 
to  my  utter  ruination  as  Alicia  declares  in  her  spasms  of  re- 
form— but  it  appears  to  be  such  a  painful  process  with  him, 
that  one  cannot  half  enjoy  the  upheaval,  when  Papa  is  here 
to  put  in  his  head  to  say  plaintively:  "Ruth,  are  you  trying 
to  bring  the  house  down  about  our  ears  ?  "  Papa 's  idea  is, 
that  a  piece  of  furniture,  once  placed  in  a  position,  should 
become  a  fixture,  so  that  after  fifty  years  one  might  go  in 
the  dark  and  find  it  unerringly.  But  mine  is,  that  it  is  most 
interesting  when  peripatetic;  and  that  to  change  the  location 
of  every  article  every  few  weeks,  gives  life  variety.  Today 
there  was  no  one  to  interfere,  or  to  be  made  unhappy,  and 
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I  left  not  one  stone  upon  another.  Every  stick  of  furniture 
occupies  a  different  place  from  that  it  adorned  yesterday. 
To  be  sure,  I  fell  over  several  things  in  the  dark,  when  I 
came  up  this  evening,  but  that  need  bother  nobody  but 
myself. 

My  good,  old  May  Toby  came  to  see  what  was  going  on. 
Perhaps  she,  too,  secretly  thought  the  roof  in  danger.  But 
I  forthwith  captured  her,  and  made  her  sit  down  to  admire; 
a  thing  she  did  in  that  whole-hearted  uncritical  way  that  is 
so  satisfactory. 

Having  carried  through  this  desirable  revolution,  I  betook 
myself  to  the  garret,  where  I  have  a  hidden,  unsuspected 
studio  to  which  only  dreams,  splendid  dreams !  are  admitted. 
There  securely  "cached  "  I  have  a  portfolio  full  of  wonder- 
ful pictures  that  nobody — nobody — ever  sees.  I  could  not 
have  anybody  jumping  on  those  pictures,  the  very  darlings 
of  my  heart,  saying:  "This  callow  artist  is  far  too  ambi- 
tious"; snuffing  out  my  daring  attempts  with  a  cannon,  as 
it  were.  No;  I  keep  them  to  myself.  I  suppose  I  may 
take  all  sorts  of  great  subjects,  if  I  like  ?  I  suppose  I  may 
dream  over  them,  and  pretend  about  them,  if  it  pleases  me  ? 
And  even  if  I  choose  to  be  in  my  own  fancy  a  Royal  Academ- 
ician, it  is  no  one 's  affair  but  mine,  is  it  ?  There  are  many 
advantages  to  be  found  in  being  artist,  public  and  critic  all 
in  one.    It  saves  all  sorts  of  jars  and  shocks. 

It  was  a  peaceful,  quiet  day.  Only  the  sky,  the  tops  of 
the  trees,  and  a  small  portion  of  the  lawn  are  visible  from 
my  retreat.  Nobody  came  to  see  me  but  Tige  and  some 
pigeons.  Tige  lay  on  a  cushion  and  purred  companionably; 
never  making  a  motion  to  go  after  the  pigeons  when  I  fed 
them  on  the  window-sill,  as  I  always  do.  To  be  sure,  I 
gave  him  at  the  same  time  some  scraps  of  meat  that  I  had 
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brought  up  for  the  purpose;  but  Tige  knows  just  the  same 
that  he  dare  not  so  much  as  look  at  the  birds  when  I  am 
there. 

August  4 

Dicky  is  a  forgiving  dear.  He  had  evidently  blown  off 
all  his  steam.  He  displayed  a  whole-souled  willingness  to 
forget  not  only  his  anger,  but  that  he  had  ever  been  angry, 
or  had  had  anything  to  be  angry  at.  What  was  there,  in 
such  discouraging  circumstances,  left  for  one  to  do,  but 'to 
forget  the  feud  and  let  the  clouds  roll  by?  Dicky  has  a 
provokingly  good  temper.     I  wish  he  had  not. 

The  first  white  flag  was  shown  this  afternoon.  From  my 
own  special  nest,  up  in  the  tree,  in  the  meadow,  I  saw  him. 
I  knew  well,  that  he  was  looking  for  me.  Someone  had 
told  him  that  I  was  down  in  the  meadow,  but  none  could 
tell  him  the  secret  of  my  hiding-place,  because  no  one 
knows  it  to  tell.  It  is  so  delightful  and  mediaeval  to  have  a 
hidden  sanctuary  in  the  castle  walls,  whither  the  most  deter- 
mined enemy  cannot  track  one.  My  castle  walls  are  green, 
but  they  are  stout  oak  for  all  that;  and  I  built  them  with  an 
infinite  trouble.  I  think  it  was  a  freshet,  that  once  mad- 
dened this  generally  peaceful  stream,  that  partly  under- 
mined this  oak  and  tilted  it  into  the  embrace  of  the  other 
two,  that  between  them  uphold  it.  At  any  rate,  the  larger 
boughs  of  the  three  interlock  to  make  a  roomy  and  com- 
fortable seat. 

.  I  discovered  this  provision  of  nature  for  somebody's 
sylvan  comfort,  and  instantly  staked  my  claim.  I  think  I 
must  have  been  working  for  months,  by  times,  to  inter- 
weave the  smaller  branches  and  flexible  twigs  to  make  a 
perfect  screen.  I  twisted,  interlaced,  and  tied  them  into  a 
good  substitute  for  a  wall;  and  two  summers  since  have 
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completed  and  perfected  my  work.  Now  I  must  keep 
trimming  and  shaping  it.  The  path  by  which  I  attain  my 
stronghold  is  not  its  most  agreeable  feature.  I  must  crawl 
up  a  slanting  trunk,  but  once  through  the  aperture,  veiled 
with  loose  twigs  and  in  the  nest,  then  all  is  delight,  that  does 
away  with  everything  else.    I  defy  anyone  to  find  me. 

As  to  disclosing  my  charming  secret,  wild  horses  could 
not  drag  it  from  me.  It  is  true  that  I  was  driven  to  con- 
fessing to  Mother  and  Alicia  that  I  owned  such  an  eyry,  but 
they  consented  to  a  parley,  and  I  ratified  a  treaty.  They 
were  to  make  no  eflFort  to  find,  or  penetrate  it,  if  I  would 
promise  that,  whenever  Xicia  should  come  to  the  gate,  be- 
tween the  lawn  and  the  meadow,  and  call,  "Ruth,  Mother 
wants  you  truly,"  I  should  appear  without  undue  delay. 
I  made  a  point  of  that  form  of  words.  Perhaps  I  was 
young  then.  At  any  rate,  it  is  the  enchanter 's  formula  that 
works  the  trick  of  reappearance. 

I  had  donned  my  leafy  gown  of  brown  and  green,  and 
my  leafy  hat  that  helps  to  blend  me  with  the  trees,  as  forest 
creature  must  blend  to  be  safe;  and,  with  a  cushion,  a 
book,  a  sketch-book  and  other  resources  of  comfort  and 
interest,  had  ensconced  myself  in  my  nest,  when  what 
should  I  hear  but  Dicky's  voice,  disturbing  my  peace  and 
solitude;  and  what  should  I  see,  through  my  loop-hole  of 
observation,  but  Dicky,  evidently  on  discovery  bent. 

Dicky  was  out  in  the  broad  sunshine,  and  my  perspective 
at  that  distance  embraced  a  good-sized  circle  with  the  un- 
welcome searcher  near  the  center.  I,  on  the  contrary,  was 
mixed  with  the  green  shadows  at  the  smaller  end  of  a  leafy 
funnel.  I  was  careful  to  hold  still  and  I  had  a  coat  of  invis- 
ibility. Up  and  down  did  Dicky  stroll,  looking  very  dis- 
consolate, until  at  last  evidently  disgusted,  he  disappeared. 
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But  he  appeared  this  evening  as  if  nothing  had  ever  oc- 
curred, and  it  was  impossible  to  remind  him  that  the  veiy 
last  time  I  saw  him  he  had  not  said  good«bye»  but  only 
wickedly  slammed  the  gate.  Peace  had  been  declared  by 
the  simple  but  efficacious  process  of  passing  over  the  hostili- 
ties as  if  they  had  never  been.  True,  there  were  some  other 
people  on  the  porch,  and  the  moment  was  not  exactly  oppor- 
tune for  a  reheating;  but  I  know  Dicky.  His  idea  was, 
"least  said,  soonest  mended/'  It  was  a  pretly  good  one, 
too.  Silence  is  such  a  great,  roomy  place  in  which  to  take 
refuge. 

August  9. 

It  is  some  time  since  I  had  a  certain  notion  put  into  my 
head  to  abide  there  and  grow — and  grow.  At  first  sight  it 
seemed  the  wildest  oflFshoot  of  fancy.  Why  Malvina,  of  all 
unlikely  people,  should  take  it  into  her  head  to  like  Dicky 
is  one  of  the  unfathomable  mysteries  of  life.  But  she  doc^, 
and  the  fancy  even  goes  deep.  No  wonder  our  ancestors 
believed  that  the  gods  were  ever  on  the  watch  for  chances  to 
make  it  perversely  unpleasant  for  mortals.  Things  do  hap- 
pen so  contrarily;  and  surely  this  outdoes  anything  one 
could  have  imagimed  in  the  way  of  contrariety. 

I  could  resign  Dicky  without  too  much  pain,  though  I  am 
a  dog  in  the  manger;  but  even  if  I  were  so  complaisant, 
would  Dicky  consent  to  be  handed  around  like  a  parcel  ? 
I  am  sure  I  can  never  tell  whether  I  love  or  hate  Malvina; 
my  feelings  seem  to  balance  between  the  two,  inclining  now 
one  way,  now  the  other.  Dicky  would  be  a  fine  gift  to  a 
person  one  hates ;  and  I  doubt  if  he  could  thrive  on  a  regimen 
of  pepper.  It  might  spoil  his  nice,  amiable  temper,  and 
that  would  be  a  pity. 
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August  14 

Where  was  my  guardian  angel  today  that  I  went  unde- 
terred and  unwatched  to  my  castle  ?  Or  did  my  guardian 
lead  me  thither  by  design,  that,  though  it  stung  me,  I  might 
be  warned  ?  Malvina  and  Dicky  appeared  after  I  had  been 
there  some  little  time;  but  if  I  would  not  take  Dicky  into  my 
confidence,  is  it  conceivable  that  I  should  do  Mai  that  fo^Dr  ? 
Anyone  will  admit  that  it  was  not  likely,  and  that,  in  emu- 
lating Brer  Fox  and  "lying  low",  I  did  only  what  was  to  be 
expected.  The  two  halted  on  the  bank  of  the  creek,  just 
below  my  castle  walls;  and  there  was  I,  in  durance  .vile,  if 
ever  anybody  found  herself  in  that  hateful  predicament! 
They  looked  around  them  for  a  mom^it,  then  sat  down 
upon  the  bank,  quite  unconscious  of  my  presence  ten  feet  or 
so  above  them. 

"I  cannot  see  where  Ruth  gets  to,"  says  Dicky;  ''they 
tell  a  person  she  is  down  here,  but  there  is  no  finding  her. " 

''Oh,  Ruth  4oves  to  be  mysterious,"  Malvina  rejoins; 
"no  doubt  she  is  hiding  some  place  for  the  pleasure  of 
being  looked  for. " 

Let  no  one  imagine  that  that  in  any  way  disturbed  me. 
It  sounded  perfectly  natural — ^from  Malvina. 

"Well,  "says  Dicky  (for  which  bless  him!)»  "she  is  weD 
worth  looking  for,  don 't  you  think  ?  ** 

Malvina  laughed  disagreeably.  "  I  know  that  you  think 
so. "  She  looked  at  Dicky  as  if  he  were  the  object  of  her 
fondest  commiseration.     "  Poor  Dicky ! "  she  pities. 

"Why  'poor  Dicky*  ?"  inquired  the  object  of  her  scdid- 
tude  coolly;  "I  don't  know  of  anything  the  matter  with 
me. 

Malvina  evid^itly  did,  however,  and  it  made  her  s^ 
deqply.    "Of  course  you  don  ^    H  you  did,  nothing  would 
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be  the  matter.    But  I  have  no  wish  to  destroy  your  fool's 
paradise. " 

Oh,  had  she  not  ? 

"Thank  you,"  answers  Dicky,  very  dignified,  "but  I  do 
not  particularly  desire  to  live  in  a  'fool's  paradise'.  Per- 
haps you  will  be  good  enough  to  explain  yourself. " 

"I  know  better,"  replies  Malvina,  aping  unwillingness, 
while  fully  intending  to  gratify  him  before  she  was  through; 
"if  I  were  to  do  you  that  good  tum,I  should  be  the  first  person 
you  would  turn  upon  and  rend,  instead  of  your  deluder. " 

"My  deluder?"  says  Dicky,  walking  as  usual  promptly 
on  to  the  tanglefoot;  (Dicky  is  so  provokingly  unwary). 
"Who  may  it  be  who  wears  that  extraordinary  title  ?  Look 
here,  Mai;  you  have  been  indulging  in  these  dark  sayings 
ever  since  we  started.  I  think  that  I  have  a  right  to  ask]|an 
explanation. " 

"You  are  blind  as  a  bat,  Dicky.  Circe  has  you  com- 
pletely in  her  toils.  It  is  hardly  worth  while  to  try  to  save 
you." 

"Circe?"  inquires  Dicky  with  unruffled  composure; 
"who  IS  the  lady  ?    I  don 't  think  I  know  her  ? " 

"Oh,  don 't  you  ?"  Malvina  jeers. 

"I  wonder  if  you  can  mean  Ruth  ?"  Dicky  pretends,  the 
mischief  that  is  in  him  coming  to  the  fore;  "she  is  the  only 
person  I  know  of  sujBSciently  fascinating  to  deserve  such  a 
title.  But  I  suppose  you  cannot  mean  Ruth,  because, 
when  it's  all  in,  you  are  supposed  to  be  at  least  a  kind  of  a 
friend  of  hers,  and  that  doesn  't  sound  friendly. " 

"Friendly?"  sniffs  Mai,  "friendly?  We're  friends  in  a 
way.  But  what  is  the  use  of  talking  to  you  about  that? 
Ruth  might  be  twice  the  giggling  mischief-lover  that  she  is, 
and  her  wax-doll  prettiness  would  blind  you  to  it  all. " 
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"  Is  Ruth  'a  giggling  mischief-lover*  ?** 

"Is  she!" 

"And  a  mere  •  wax-doir  ?" 

Malvina  condescended  no  answer,  but  a  glance  measured 
oceans  of  scorn,  at  once  for  the  deluded  and  the  delusion. 

"Well, "  says  Dicky,  "I  think  it  will  be  hardly  fair  to  go 
on  without  telling  you  that  Ruth  and  I  are  engaged. " 

Mai  laughed  with  a  note  of  contempt.  "  I  am  well  aware 
of  that  fact.  Among  other  failings,  Ruth  possesses  that  of 
telling  a  great  deal  more  than  she  should. " 

False,  Mai,  all  false !  You  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  you 
screwed  and  twisted  it  out  of  me  with  all  the  malignant  skill 
that  is  in  you.  Don 't  I  know  well  what  a  simpleton  I  was 
for  yielding?  But  all  the  same,  of  my  own  will,  I  should 
never  have  told  you. 

"  If  she  did  tell  you,  I  see  no  harm  in  it " 

"Harm  ?  Who  says  there  was  any  harm  in  that  ?  But 
you  do  not  in  the  least  realize  where  you  stand.  Are  you 
deluded  to  the  extent  of  believing  that  Ruth  regards  the 
engagement  with  any  seriousness?  Circe  is  not  content 
with  one  string  to  her  bow.  She  amuses  herself  with 
you,  but  in  the  end  it  is  Lawrence  Beville  that  she  will 
accept. " 

The  mischief  and  gratified  vanity  that  had  been  dancing 
in  Dicky  *s  eyes  vanished  in  a  flash.  Malvina's  interest  in 
his  welfare  had  been  accepted  as  a  tribute  to  his  conceit: 
but  it  was  one  thing  to  smirk  over  that  and  quite  another 
to  swallow  a  similar  dose  on  one's  own  account,  was  it  not 
Did^?    I  never  liked  him  so  little! 

"You  have  no  right  to  say  so!"  says  Diclgr  indignantly 
quick  to  acquit  me  of  such  bad  taste. 

"I  have  a  right  to  say  anything  I  like,  and  I  always  shall; 
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and  this  happens  to  be  the  truth.  Does  Ruth  show  you 
such  devotion  ?  Do  you  foolishly  think  that  your  chances 
amount  to  anything,  beside  Lawrence  Seville 's  money  and 
family  importance?  Bah!  Mrs.  Percival  is  bent  on  the 
match,  and  Ruth,  after  a  suitable  parade  of  unwillingness, 
to  enhance  her  own  value,  will  take  him  in  the  end.  '* 

"Ruth  hates  Lawrence  Seville." 

"Oh,  Ruth  can  make  you  believe  anything  she  likes. 
You  are  really  too  docile. " 

Dicky  was  now  as  thoroughly  angry  and  wrought  up,  as 
Mai 's  victims  were  bound  to  be.  He  got  upon  his  feet,  and 
after  a  moment's  silence  which  did  represent  some  self- 
control  on  his  part,  he  said :  "Shall  we  go  ? " 

"Oh,  certainly.    I  see  no  prospect  of  finding  Ruth.  *' 

Dicky  returned  a  contemptuous  stare.  "  Do  you  want  to 
find  her  ?  "    I  never  heard  him  speak  so  bitterly. 

"We  came  for  that  purpose,  I  believe;  and  you  do.  '* 

Dicky  said  nothing,  but  took  the  initiative  in  starting. 
I  think  it  to  Dicky 's  credit  that  he  so  far  held  his  very  evi- 
dent impatience  and  anger  in  check,  as  to  go  back  with  his 
tormentor  as  he  had  come. 

I  felt  guilty;  guilty  and  horrid;  a  mean  eavesdropper.  It 
was,  however,  a  good  thing  for  Dicky  that  fate  did  not  make 
him  the  bearer  of  that  tale.  Only  the  testimony  of  my  own 
ears  would  have  convinced  me;  and  if  Dicky  had  tried  to 
tell  me — ^as  of  course  he  will  sooner  or  later — I  fear  Dicky 
would  have  got  a  flea  in  his  ear. 

I  shed  a  few  tears  in  Malvina  's  memory,  before  I  was  able 
to  brace  up.  Then  I  made  a  plan.  I  must  prevent  her 
finding  out  that  my  eyes  have  been  so  eflFectually  opened. 
I  shall  use  a  little  diplomacy.  Of  course  I  shall  never 
again  be  upon  free  and  easy  squabbling  terms  with  her;  but 
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all  the  same,  I  shall  make  point  of  going  to  call  at  the  earli- 
est possible  time,  just  as  soon  as  I  can  screw  my  courage  up 
to  the  sticking  place.  It  was  a  mighty  bitter  hour  I  spent 
in  my  leiafy  retreat,  before  I  ventured  down  and  started 
home. 

August  19 

Defeated !  and  forced  to  own  it!  and  all  through  sheer  lack 
of  nerve.  Malvina  would  have  been  able  to  do  it.  and  that 
is  one  reason  why  I  am  so  especially  provoked  that  my  de- 
termination just — would — not — hold — out!  Determina- 
tion indeed !  I  ought  to  say  indetermination,  if  there  is,  such 
a  word.     If  there  is  not  there  ought  to  be.     It 's  needed. 

I  put  on  my  very  best  gown  today,  my  newest  flowery 
lawn,  all  laces  and  furbelows  and  frills;  and  my  "Sunday" 
hat;  and,  in  pursuance  of  my  plan  of  calling  on  Mai  as  if 
nothing  had  happened,  started  out  with  a  resolution  that 
impelled  me  for  two  blocks,  and  then  gave  out.  Not  an- 
other step  would  it  budge  me,  prod  it  as  I  might  with  jeer 
and  epithet.  AH  that  I  could  do,  upon  such  an  ignominious 
failure,  was  to  come  home  and  hide  myself,  in  the  shrub- 
bery at  the  foot  of  the  lawn,  to  consider  the  matter  in  soli- 
tude. 

It  is  nearly  a  week  since  that  day,  and  Malvina,  in  a 
note  I  received  today,  mentions  and  wonders  at  the  un- 
heard-of fact  that  in  all  that  time  we  have  not  met.  She 
even  mildly  bewails  it.  I  had  kindly  meant  to  allay,  by 
my  visit,  the  painful  hunger  she  must  have  suflFered  from, 
in  that  long  separation;  but  I  fear  that  she  must  make  up 
her  mind  to  endure  it,  after  all. 

Dicky's  Gordon  setter.  Beauty,  came  tearing  down  the 
path,  wild  with  delight.  Beauty  is  a  particular  friend  of 
mine,  and  I  trusted  him  that  he  was  not  a  hypocrite  in 
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pretendiqg  to  be  so  glad  to  see  me.  I  did  not  scold  him 
when  he  pawed  all  over  my  rufSes.  What  is  a  best  gown 
compared  with  a  true  friend  ? 

But  I  was  not  at  all  glad  to  behold  Dicky,  who  followed 
closely,  and  I  was  altogether  too  glum  to  make  any  polite 
pretenses.  He  looked  serious.  "I  haven't  seen  you  for 
a  week, "  he  remarked. 

I  had  nothing  to  say.     He  had  not, 

"I  tried  more  than  once  to  see  you,  but  you  were  always 
away,  or  were  said  to  be.  But  today  I  bethought  me  to 
call  in  Beauty 's  services.  '* 

"  Go  'way.  Beauty,  you  horrid  tattler,  to  track  and  spy  on 
one!" 

"Beauty  is  like  me,"  Dicky  reproached,  "he  was  anx- 
ious to  find  you;  but  it  was  a  labor  of  love,  not  a  desire  to 
spy.     Why  are  you  angry  with  me  ?  " 

"I  am  not." 

"Well,  then  why  do  you  look  at  me  so;  and  why  have  you 
avoided  me  ?  "  he  naturally  inquires. 

"Why  take  it  for  granted  that  I  have  avoided  you  ?  Why 
not  conclude,  like  the  writer  of  that  note,  that  a  series  of 
accidents  have  been  to  blame  ?  " 

Unthinking,  indeed,  was  the  impulse  that  made  me  fling 
him  Mai 's  note,  which  to  insure  my  own  confusion,  I  had 
had  the  misfortune  to  bring  with  me  in  my  chatelaine.  I 
instantly  sought  to  repair  my  blunder  by  snatching  to  re- 
cover it;  but  Dicky  caught,  and,  in  a  moment,  had  read  the 
effusion.  Suspicion  and  eagerness  flashed  into  his  eyes;  a 
flush  crossed  his  face.  I  viciously  tore  the  note  to  bits, 
when  he  returned  it;  attempting  so  to  evade  his  searching 
look. 

"A  possible  explanation  has  more  than  once  occurred  to 
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me,"  he  began;  then  abruptly:  "Where  were  you  last 
Thursday  afternoon  ?  " 

It  was  not  Dicky 's  affair  where  I  was.  But  I  meditated 
a  bit,  to  gain  time.  I  am  not  used  to  conducting  a  trouble- 
some campaign  of  concealment.  It  is  so  mudi  easier  to 
tell  things  right  along,  as  they  happen.  I  shall  always  have 
a  respect  for  plotters  after  this.  It  takes  skill  to  keep  all 
the  threads  in  hand  for  a  really  finished  design.  Here  was 
I,  all  in  a  mess  with  my  carefully  concocted  scheme,  on  the 
first  move.     *  *  Last  Thursday  afternoon  ?  " 

"Yes,  where  were  you  ?" 

"You  really  must  not  put  such  a  strain  upon  my  memoiy. 
I  was  somewhere  upon  this  disagreeable  sphere,  and  that 
must  do  you." 

"Since  when  has  it  been  so  disagreeable  ?" 

"Since—" 

"Last  Thursday  afternoon  ?** 

"Dicky,  I  begin  to  suspect  you.  I  believe  that  you  have 
killed  your  dearest  foe — and  you  fear  that  I  witnessed  the 
evil  deed. " 

But  Dicky,  who  had  all  along  inclined  to  a  portentous 
solemnity,  made  no  answer.  Looking  deeply  meditative, 
he  worked  at  digging  a  hole  among  the  pine  needles  with  a 
•  stick,  as  if  he  now  prepared  the  burial  of  that  vanquished 
foe.  For  full  five  minutes  did  that  interesting  occupation 
engross  him.  Then  he  threw  away  his  stick;  straightening 
up  with  an  alarming  air  of  determination.  Dicky  had 
been  taking  very  serious  counsel  with  Dicky.  Hear  the 
result. 

"I  never  can  comer  you,  I  know;  but  I  came  here  this 
afternoon  bent  on  two  things. "  A  long  pause:  I  wondered 
if  he  was  afraid  to  go  on.     I  think  yet  he  was.     But  it  was 
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surely  not  my  part  to  help  him  out.     Bye  and  bye  he  began 
again.     "First,  Ruth,  I  want  to  know —  " 

"Well,  what  do  you  so  want  to  know  ?" 

"It  is  not,"  Dicky  stumbled,  "that  I  do  not  trust  you 
but — but  don 't  be  angry,  Ruth. — ^Has  Mr.  Beville  any 
claim  upon  you?'* 

After  all,  with  all  her  imagined  cleverness  and  diplomacy 
Malvina  was  a  clumsy  plotter  enough  to  have  put  Dicky  up 
to  that.  Though  it  is  quite  possible  that,  in  spite  of  all 
I  have  said — and  I  have  said  a  great  deal — she  does  stiD 
imagine  that  I  take  a  secret  interest  in  Lawrence  Beville. 

But  my  conscience  is  so  perfectly  blameless  upon  that 
point,  that  the  question  could  in  no  way  discompose  me. 
"In  other  words,  am  I  a  fraud  and  a  pretender?  Have  I 
been  telling  whole  rafts  of  fibs  ?  Enough  to  sink  a  ship  ? 
Thank  you  very  much,  Dicky.  The  implication  is  flatter- 
mg. 

"I  did  not  mean  to  accuse  you  of  fibbing,  or —  " 

"Oh,  well  then,  if  you  are  not  making  any  accusation 
but  only  manufacturing  conversation,  then  of  course,  I 
have  nothing  to  be  oflFended  at  and  nothing  to  deny.  Pray 
go  ahead,  Mr.  Trent,  with  your  profoundly  interesting  re- 
marks.    I  am  all  attention. " 

"Then,"  Dicky  incautiously  persisted,  "Mr.  Beville  has 
no  claim  upon  you.  He  has  no  reason  to  believe  that  you 
might  eventually —  " 

Quotation  marks  for  sure!  The  very  imprint  of  Mal- 
vina !  "  Dicky,  I  warn  you,  you  are  trying  my  patience  hard !  ** 

But  Malvina  had  thoroughly  poisoned  his  mind.  Dear 
knows  how  many  times  she  had  repeated  the  dose  in  her 
anxiety  to  save  poor  Dicky  whole.  Not  so  easily  could  that 
unpleasant  tincture  be  washed  away. 
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*'Ruth,*'  pleads  the  squirming  victim,  "do  satisfy  me, 
Don 't  dance  around  the  subject,  and  tantalize  me  so  cruelly. 
Tell  me  it  was  a  lie, "  he  winds  up  by  way  of  giving  himself 
thoroughly  away. 

"A  lie  ?    Then  someone  told  it!" 

Dicky  colored.  *'  Am  I  to  have  no  answer  ? "  he  evaded ; 
but  Dicky  *s  transparent  secret  being  mine,  it  did  not  matter. 
But  I  was  tired  of  it  all  and  readyto  change  the  subject. 

**Come  on,  Dicky, "  says  I,  jumping  up  and  brushing  the 
pine-needles  off  my  hitherto  cherished  gown,  "come  on! 
liet  us  say,  'Hence,  loathed  melancholy!'  I  am  cheerful 
again.  When  I  say  I  am  going  to  stand  by  you,  you  can 
bank  on  that.  So  let  us  go  somewhere,  and  find  something 
lively  and  amusing  to  do;  that  is,  if  that  wretched  Beauty  of 
yours  has  not  totally  ruined  my  best  dress  tracking  his  paws 
all  over  it. " 

Beauty,  lying  close  by,  opened  his  eyes  and  cocked  up 
his  ears:  then  began  to  look  offended,  poor  dear  dog. 

"  Beauty  understands,  wu  see.  He  has  not  spoiled  your 
dress  in  the  k^ast.  YiHi  look  fit  for  anything,  and  as  lovely 
as  a  cherub.  Now,  then,  you  want  to  go  somewhere.  What 
do  >x>u  say  to  Mai vina  's  ?  ** 

**  Call  on  Mai  ?  I  won  *t  think  of  it !  I  wonder  you  dare 
to  suggest  it!"'  It  was  Dii4wy*s  knowing  grin  that  first 
showed  me  the  trap  I  had  fallen  into.  I  sti^pped,  feeling 
confused  and  silly.  It  was  a  little  bit  too  stupid  to  give 
one  *s  self  away  like  that* 

^^\ha!**  says  Dicky  the  artful,  ^*I  thought  I  coukl  catdi 
you*    You  ought  to  take  lessons  from  Mahrina.  ** 

^^  Thank  yvni  >*er}-  mui^  for  the  suggestion .  ** 

*^Xow  doa*t  be  miffed.  I  think  she  can  beat  you  aD  ImJ- 
low  at  not  :$avino:  the  thin^  she  never  meant  to  sav.  In  other 
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words,  she  is  a  plotter  and  a  schemer.  Sharp  as  the  old 
Nick  himself,  and  as  deceitful.  You  have  always  stuck  to 
it  that  because  she  says  vicious  things  right  to  one,  it  follows 
that  she  is  on  the  square.     Now  you  know  better. " 

"What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"Never  mind,  Ruthie.  We  both  know  what  I  mean.  I 
shan  't  ask  you  again  where  you  were  last  Thursday  after- 
noon, because  I  know.  They  said  you  were  down  in  the 
meadow,  and  that  is  where  you  were.  They've  told  me 
that,  time  and  again,  and  I  never  could  find  you.  Now  I 
know  that  you  have  some  sort  of  a  hiding-place,  and  I 
mean  to  find  it. " 

I  grasped  Dicky 's  arm.  "K  you  do,  I  shall  never  speak 
to  you  again  as  long  as  you  live !    Never. " 

"What,  is  it  so  desperate  as  all  that  ?" 

"Yes  it  IS,  Dicky.  If  I  admit  that  I  have  a  hiding-place 
you  have  got  to  promise  that  you  will  never  try  to  find  it. " 

"You  do  admit  it,  then  ?" 

"I  might  admit  it  on  the  terms  mentioned. " 

"Very  well,  Ruth;  I  hope  I  am  no  meddler.  I  will  promise 
never  to  try  to  find  it;  and  even  if  I  do  guess  about  where 
it  is,  I  will  never  investigate.  With  the  information  already 
mine,  I  have  a  fancy  it  would  not  take  me  long.  But  'hands 
off' is  my  motto." 

Dicky  really  is  a  dear,  and  so  I  told  him.  Why  not,  if 
the  simple  telling  made  my  own  Dicky  happy  ?  We  went 
up  to  the  house.  Light  was  streaming  across  the  porch 
from  the  parlor  windows,  and  inside  was  plainly  to  be  seen 
Malvina.  There  were  others,  besides  Alicia;  but  I  saw 
only  Malvina.  The  sight  of  her,  and  the  sound  of  her,  put 
me  into  a  frenzy  that  made  that  wretched  Dicky  laugh  so, 
that  I  found  it  necessary  to  express  a  very  different  opinion 
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of  him  from  the  one  immediately  forgoing.  He  said  I 
was  worse  than  an  April  day;  one  minute  sunshine,  the 
next  thunder.  But  it  blew  over  quickly.  He  repented; 
then  so  did  I. 

Go  in  to  encounter  Malvina,  however,  I  neither  could  nor 
would.  We  fled;  and  to  escape  the  detection  which  the 
creaking  of  the  gate  would  have  brought,  we  slipped  through 
the  gap  in  the  hedge  between  our  lawn  and  Uncle's;  that 
route  formerly  so  well  traveled,  now  well-nigh  deserted ;  and 
so  on,  out  the  Percival  gate.  But  we  would  have  let  the 
gate  creak,  had  we  known  what  was  in  store  for  us. 

I  turned  to  Dicky  in  the  electric  light  to  ask:  "Is  my  hat 
on  straight,  and  do  I  look  all  right  ?"  And  Dicky  had  had 
time  only  to  reply:  "Your  hat  is  as  right  as  a  trivet,  and  you 
look  lovely"  (which  was  very  agreeable  and  reassuring, 
though  do  you  know,  when  I  come  to  think  of  it, 
I  do  not  know  what  a  "trivet"  is).  We  both  saw  someone 
coming  up  the  street,  in  the  dusk,  under  the  trees.  Despite 
the  twilight,  I  knew  him.  He  had  a  valise  in  his  hand  and 
the  usual  scowl  upon  his  eyebrows;  and,  in  his  own  urbane 
way,  walked  by  without  the  slightest  reply  to  m  y  timorous 
greeting,  or  to  Dicky's  polite,  if  slightly  frosty  bow.  He 
looked  at  us  full,  but  I  suppose  the  sight  of  Dicky  was  too 
much  for  him.  I  know  that  the  sight  of  him  was  altogether 
too  much  for  7ne.  It  petrified  me.  I  was  frozen  as  stiff 
as  Dicky  sometimes  accuses  me  of  freezing  him.  I  wanted 
no  one  to  guess  that  I  am  afraid  of  Lawrence  Beville. 
It  humiliates  me;  but  the  shock  was  too  sudd^i. 

Mr.  Dicky  at  that  moment  was  feeling  inflated  and  self- 
important.  The  sight  of  his  rival  intensified  his  triumph. 
The  plainly-to-be-seen  drop  in  my  mercury  even  seemed  to 
afford  him  some  satisfaction. 


TANTALUS  ded 

**  Where  has  the  bird  of  evil  omen  flown  from?  "swaggers 
Mr.  Dicky ;  and  adds : "  You  're  af ra W  of  the  fellow ! " 

Well,  if  I  was  afraid  of  the  fellow;  if  some  subtle,  inner 
voice  had  warned  me  that,  in  one  of  those  black  rages  into 
which  he  falls  so  easily,  Lawrence  Beville  is  capable  of  al- 
most anything,  I  really  could  not  allow  Dicky  to  say  such  a 
very  impertinent  thing.  I  am  afraid  I  stamped  my  foot  at 
him.     "Dicky  Trent,  how  dare  you  say  such  a  thing!" 

"Well,  you  look  it.  You  looked  half  scared  to  death  the 
minute  you  recognized  him. " 

"It — it  was  so  unexpected.  And  at  least  I  was  extremely 
sorry  to  see  him.  You  must  admit  that  he  looked  ready 
to  do  something  dreadful  to  us  both. " 

"What  of  that  ?"  boasts  the  intrepid  one,  "I'll  knock  the 
fellow  down  if  he  needs  it. " 

I  did  not  damp  Dicky 's  noble  enthusiasm  for  the  fray  by 
expressing  my  fear  that,  in  a  contest  of  muscle  between 
them,  he  might  not  come  out  ahead.  The  guardian  spirits 
that  used  to  see  to  it,  that  the  knight  with  the  better  cause 
should  win,  seem  to  have  gone  out  of  business,  in  favor  of 
the  bigger  biceps.  Now  Dicky  is  dear,  and  ought  to  win, 
but  I  am  pretty  sure  that  he  would  not. 

However,  he  meant  well,  and  his  spirit  was  fine  to  see. 
The  proper  thing  to  do  was  to  applaud  his  leonine  courage; 
and  I  did  it,  of  course.  That  is  not  cheating.  Don 't  you 
think  it !    That  is  what  you  call  "tact ". 

September  1 

My  enemy  stole  a  march  today.  Lured  into  forgetful- 
ness  by  a  book,  I  for  once  neglected  to  keep  guard.  It  was 
hb  shadow — strange  to  say,  no  blacker  than  the  average — 
lying  upon  my  page,  that  made  me  look  up.  I  was  in  the 
most  secluded  comer  of  the  porch,  hedged  in  by  the  honey- 
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suckle  vine;  but  the  gentleman  whose  company  I  hAve  takeil 
a  world  of  trouble  not  to  have  to  enjoy,  with  his  arms  folded 
upon  the  railing,  looked  in  the  square  opening. 

Pretty  soon  he  forsook  his  Napoleon-at-Waterloo  pose, 
doffed  his  'inky  cloak'  of  gloom  and  grandeur  and  came 
upon  the  porch ;  took  a  chair  and  sat  down.  Not  a  word  did 
Mr.  Lawrence  Beville  say,  but  only  stared ;  stared  silently, 
intently,  for  full  five  minutes,  as  if  he  were  taking  a  portrait, 
and  did  not  at  all  like  his  subject.    His  subject  reciprocated. 

"I  wonder,"  says  Mr.  Blackstone,  at  long,  long  last, 
"  if  you  are  worth  it. " 

That  was  a  dark  saying  indeed.  But  I  interpreted  it  as  a 
query  as  to  whether  I  really  deserved  his  devotion  or  not. 
Now,  I  had  never  put  in  any  sort  of  a  claim  to  his  devotion, 
never  had  craved  it,  as  I  had  tried  to  make  plain.  The 
overweening  vanity,  the  effrontery  of  such  a  remark  were 
both  amazing  and  amusing.  But  it  was  Lawrence  Beville, 
and  what  could  one  expect  ?  Certainly,  it  was  worth  while 
to  put  aside  every  personal  feeling  upon  the  subject  in  an 
effort  to  encourage  that  line  of  thought. 

"No,  of  course  I  am  not, "  says  I,  with  a  fervency  that  I 
hoped  would  carry  conviction.  I,  if  anybody,  ought  to 
know.  It  only  brought  a  queer  grin  to  his  face,  a  kind  of 
distortion  that  quickly  passed. 

"I  wonder  why, "  went  on  Mr.  Beville,  "I  cannot  get  you 
out  of  my  head.  I  would  if  I  could ;  it  irks  me  to  be  such  a 
slave.  But  the  thought  of  you  still  sticks.  I  simply  can- 
not throw  it  off.  Yet,  you  madden  me,  you  tantalize  me. 
I  get  no  happiness  out  of  it,  only  supreme  wretchedness. " 

I  could  not  deny  that  this  was  a  bad  state  of  affairs.  But 
I  did  not  see  my  way  clear  to  offer  either  condolence  or 
advioe;  so  said  nothing.    Whereupon  Mr.  Lawrence  Beville 
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burst  forth  violently:  "Are  you  utterly  heartless?  Have 
you  no  feeling  ?  Are  you  just  a  pretty,  soft-looking  creature 
with  no  heart  at  all,  in  reality  ?  " 

Same  old  story!  But  I  wonder  why  people  will  apply  to 
me  that  hated  adjective  "soft"  ?  There  must,  indeed,  be 
something  deceptive  about  my  appearance,  that  leads  them 
to  think  it  appropriate. 

I  shook  my  head.  "There  is  no  use  in  my  trying  to 
answer  that,  Mr.  Seville. " 

He  went  oflF  on  another  tack.  "Do  you  know  what  my 
father  wanted  with  me  ?  " 

"No,  of  course  I  do  not. " 

"He  had  been  told,  "  with  concentrated  bitterness," that 
I  was  making  a  fool  of  myself,  which  he  did  not  think  com- 
ported with  my  own,  or  my  family  dignity.  Neither  do  I 
think  it,  as  a  matter  of  fact.  But  he  made  the  mistake  of 
thinking  that  words  could  set  me  right.  He  remonstrated 
at  length.  Somebody  had  evidently  depicted  my  folly 
with  great  vividness.  Among  other  things  he  told  me  that, 
as  there  is  no  noticeable  scarcity  of  girls,  or  even  pretty, 
attractive  ones,  I  need  not  make  an  ass  of  myself  over 
one  whose  overt  scorn  makes  me  a  laughing  stock. 

"Of  course  there  are  plenty  of  girls,"  I  helped  the  argu- 
ment along  with  alacrity.  "Your  father  is  a  very  sensible 
man." 

"Why  do  you  treat  me  so?"  he  flared  suddenly.  "If 
I  saw  any  other  man  in  such  a  weak,  abject  state  of  mind, 
I  should  despise  him.  I  despise  myself.  I  do  not  believe 
you  can  love.  You  are  cold,  heartless;  a  mere  irrespon- 
sible kitten,  playing  with  hearts  as  if  they  were  rubb^  balls." 

It  was  a  very  uncivil  caricature — even  from  a'  man  im- 
agining himself  in  love;  and  they  generally  seem  to  think 
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themselves  entitled  to  that  sort  of  impertinence  as  a  set-off 
— and  I  began  to  giggle;  but  in  a  moment,  affected  in 
spite  of  myself,  for  I  did  not  want  to  sympathize  with 
Lawrence  Beville,  I  was  hmiting  a  handerkdiief  to  wipe 
away  a  few  stray  tears. 

I  had  better  maintained  my  reputation  for  hardness. 
Those  salty  tributes  to  his  eloquence  undid  me.  He 
thought  then  that  he  had  conquered,  and  all  with  one 
impulsive  movement  he  came  closer,  and  grasped  my  hand. 
But  none  of  that  for  me.  I  am  not  Van  Amburgh  to  put 
my  head  in  the  lion's  mouth;  besides,  it  was  an  imperti- 
nent liberty.  I  jerked  away  and  pushed  my  chair  back. 
Well,  I  certainly  had  done  it  now.  In  fear  and  trembling 
I  waited  for  the  storm  to  break. 

"Am  I  positively  loathsome  to  you  ?"  askes  Mr.  Law- 
rence Beville,  in  a  voice  strangled  in  his  throat.  Then  I 
took  a  resolution.  I  had  been  timorous,  but  now  it  was 
time  that  this  state  of  affairs  should  end. 

"Pray,  Mr.  Beville,"  I  urged,  "do  not  say  such  things. 
They  are  unpleasant  to  say,  and  unpleasant  to  hear.  Drop 
all  tliat;  don't  talk  about  yourself;  don't  talk  about  me. 
There  are  other  more  interesting  subjects  for  discussion. 
Find  them,  and  I  shall  be  ready  enough  to  be  friendly." 

All  in  vain!  He  clenched  his  teeth  as  if  he  were  biting 
something  hard.  "Ruth,"  says  he,  "will  you  marry  me  ? " 
much  in  the  same  tone  as  if  he  were  saying,  "Ruth,  will 
you  come  and  have  your  throat  cut  immediately?" 

When  a  person  chooses  to  offer  his  hand  and  heart  in 
such  an  aggressive  manner,  I  cannot  see  that  any  special 
politeness  is  due  in  answering;  so  I  merely  said  "no"  in 
a  tone  as  uncompromising  as  his  own. 

"Why  will  you  not?" 
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It  required  some  courage  to  tell  this  stormy  creature  the 
truth.     I  take  some  credit  to  myself  that  I  did  it. 

"Mr.  Beville,  I  would  rather  not  insist  on  unpleasant 
truths,  but  in  this  case  I  see  no  way  out  of  it.  We  had 
better  settle  this  matter  once  and  forever.  Suppose  there 
were  someone — ^you  did  not  like,  would  you  marry  that 
person  simply  for  being  urged?" 

"So  you  do  not  like  me,  Ruth?'* 

I  stole  a  look  at  him.  Blackstone's  hands  were  clenched 
with  force  upon  the  arms  of  his  chair.  He  was  dead  white. 
When  he  is  not  raging  and  attempting  to  bully  me,  I 
can  find  it  in  my  heart  to  pity  him  that  this  particular  de- 
lusion should  have  come  to  dethrone  his  common-sense 
and  self  command. 

"I  am  sorry  if  you  are  unhappy,"  I  ventured,  "if  I  have 
made  you  so.  I  am  sure  I  did  not  mean  to;  I  never  tried 
to  do  it.  And  now,  Mr.  Beville,  I  hope  you  will  pardon  me 
and  not  think  me  inhospitable  when  I  say  that  I  think  it 
will  be  better  if  we  meet  no  more." 

"Meet  no  more?" 

"There  is  always  one  question  upon  which  it  is  impos- 
sible that  we  should  ever  agree." 

"Is  there  no  possibility  that  we  might  come  to  an  agree- 
ment in  the  future?" 

"No,  Mr.  Beville,  never." 

"So,  Ruth,  this  is  my  final  dismissal,  is  it  ?" 

I  was  amazed  at  his  calmness.  Fury  seemed  to  have 
spent  itself. 

"If  you  choose  to  put  it  that  way." 

Blackstone  stood  looking  off , way  off,  I  don't  know  where. 
What  he  saw  he  did  not  like.  He  did  not  turn  to  meet  my 
eye,  but  began :  "As  we  are  to  meet  no  more,  will  you  not. 
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«nce — you  cannot  like  me — and  will  not  many  me,  will 
you  not  give  me  at  least  one  thing?*' 

"Iflcan.Mr.  Be^Tlle." 

Still  he  did  not  look  at  me.  ''Give  me  one  uninte^ 
nipted  afternoon  of  your  society.  Surely  that  is  not  a  gieal 
deal  to  ask  for  in  a  whole  lifetime." 

No;  it  did  not  appear  a  great  deal.  But  I  would  fai 
rather  have  refused.  Not  that  I  grudged  one  aftemooUj 
but  because  his  voice,  his  manner  were  so  strange,  and  he 
would  not  look  at  me.  At  last  he  slowly  turned  his  eyes 
my  way,  but  with  an  effort  And  why?  I  have  been 
wondering  why. 

"You  will  not  refuse  such  a  little  thing,  Ruth  ?" 

And  for  lack  of  moral  courage,  I  consented,  though 
instinct  fairly  shouted,  "No,  no,  no!" 

Still  that  queer  expression  on  his  face  as  he  stood;  then 
all  of  a  sudden  he  went  off  without  another  word. 

September  2 
I  shall  soon  be  done  with  Lawrence  Beville  and  all  the 
disturbance  he  has  caused;  but  there  is  to-morrow  before 
me,  and  it  is  stating  the  truth  mildly  to  say  that  I  wish  with 
all  my  heart  that  it  were  well  over.  K  it  were  not  that  I 
have  pledged  my  word,  and  that  a  back-down  would  be  a 
little  too  cowardly,  I  think  1  should  send  Mr.  Lawrence 
Beville  word  something  like  this:  "Please  excuse  me 
horn  giving  you  that  afternoon  you  covet.  Expressing 
myself  with  perfect  calnmess,  I  believe  that  I  should  prefer 
the  society  of  a  grizzly  bear  to  yours." 

And  yet,  I  am  sure  that,  if  I  were  to  tell  anybody  how 
'B^i^ly  I  f^  about  this,  one  and  all  would  laugh,  and 
ihink  it  only  my  usual  exaggerated  fashion  of  speaking. 
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So  I  intend  to  brace  up  my  courage  by  some  means,  and 
be  as  good  as  my  word.  But  I  shall  be  glad  when  the  day 
after  to-morrow  is  here. 

Aunty  says  that  Blackstone  has  spent  the  day  gathering 
up  his  effects  and  packing  them.  He  will  study  law  no 
more. 

I  hope  the  acute  stage  of  her  bemoaning  his  loss  will  not 
last  long.  Poor  Aunty!  All  her  own  children  died.  I 
suppose  that  is  why  she  was  so  quick  to  adopt  Lawrence. 

September  6 
I  am  still  here!  and  for  the  first  time  since  the  occur- 
rence I  have  my  room  to  myself.  I  feel  strange;  as  if  I  had 
suddenly  had  all  the  stiffening  taken  out  of  me,  or  as  if  my 
springs  were  broken.  When  I  crept  over  to  this  table, 
for  the  purpose  of  writing  it  down,  it  was  really  creeping. 

It  was  a  horrid,  horrid  experience,  and  I  have  taken  all 
this  time  to  recover  even  by  so  much.  I  have  not  even  had 
so  much  strength,  or  presence  of  mind  as  to  tell  several 
people  that  "I  told  them  so".  But  they  saved  me  the 
trouble,  and  did  it  themselves.  Aunty  begged  my  pardon 
quite  abjectly;  and  I  think  something  of  the  intense  heat 
of  Uncle's  indignation — 

He  came  that  day  as  appointed,  the  third  of  September. 
He  showed  the  very  limit  of  sartorial  splendor,  too,  as  I 
was  obliged  to  notice,  with  a  manner  to  match,  donned 
for  the  very  special  occasion.  So  calm  was  it,  so  cheerful, 
so  agreeable;  in  every  way  such  a  contrast  to  his  ordinary 
self  as  I  had  known  him  lately,  that,  with  a  positive  thrill 
of  relief,  I  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  come  to 
his  senses.  I  even  felt  mildly  sarcastic  over  his  apparent 
quick  recovery. 
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I  waited  for  him  on  the  porch,  where  he  helped  himself 
to  a  chair,  saying  with  wonderful  geniality:  "This  is  kind 
of  vou,  Ruth." 

For  the  better  part  of  an  hour  Mr.  Lawrence  Beville  re- 
mained there,  discoursing  easily,  in  an  impersonal  fashion, 
on  many  topics,  until  I  almost  forgot  who  he  was;  and  in  the 
natural,  casual  glances  with  which  he  from  time  to  time 
favored  me,  there  was  not  a  glimpse  of  the  hungry  devil 
that  used  to  live  in  them. 

So  I  forgot  that  I  had  dreaded  this  interview,  forgot  that 
I  had  feared  him;  utterly  forgot  all  wariness — ^as  I  was 
meant  to  do.  When,  after  that  interval,  he  said :  "Oh,  by 
the  way.  Miss  Allis  (a  handle  to  my  name  too,  for  almost 
the  first  time),  I  know  that  you  are  fond  of  flowers?" 
why  should  I  have  suspected  a  snare?  I  did  not  and 
answered,  "Yes." 

"Well,  down  in  the  meadow  this  morning  I  saw  some 
I  am  sure  you  would  like.  I  had  half  a  mind,"  says  he, 
"to  gather  them  then.  But  on  second  thoughts  I  resolved 
to  do  better  than  that — ^for  myself.  This  is  my  day,  you 
know,  and  I  want  to  gather  those  flowers  in  your  company. 
Will  you  consent  to  gratify  me?" 

Blackstone  asked  this  question  with  a  sort  of  airy,  self- 
rallying  smile,  as  if  he  deprecated  his  former  unreason, 
and  desired  to  erase  its  memory  by  very  pretty  behavior 
now ;  so  what  could  one  do  but  assent  ?  One  dare  not  stand  in 
the  way  of  a  fellow-creature's  repentance.  Of  course  I 
went  to  get  my  hat  (my  best  one;  wasn't  that  queer  ?)  and 
a  parasol,  and  we  set  out. 

The  meadow  was  still  velvety  green;  the  rains  had  kept 
it  so,  though  the  thickets  on  the  border  had  begun  to  wear 
the  colors  of  autumn.    As  we  were  entering  the  meadow. 
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I  saw  Dicky  afar  off,  but  it  seemed  the  thing  to  pretend 
not  to.     Dicky  is  too  impetuous. 

As  we  walked  along  the  path,  by  the  edge  of  the  meadow, 
Mr.  Seville  had  been  diligently  gathering  that  nosegay  we 
were  supposed  to  have  come  looking  for.  The  pretense 
hardly  sufficed.  That  was  a  beautiful  tangle  along  the 
fence,  rich  with  bronzes  and  cloudy  reds.  But  the  few 
scanty  asters,  and  the  sparse  spray  or  two  of  golden  rod, 
the  piece  of  orange  asclepias,  with  a  border  of  bright  leaves, 
did  not  seem  to  bear  out  the  promise  upon  which  we  had 
started  out.  He  carefully  tied  it  up,  however,  and  offered 
it  with  a  smile  that  confessed  its  inadequacy. 

"I  hope  that  you  like  plenty  of  color,  Miss  Ruth,"  he 
remarked. 

I  demurely  assured  him  that  I  did,  and  accepted  the 
offering  with  a  firm  intention  to  throw  it  away  whenever 
I  should  have  a  chance. 

There  was  a  boat  tied  fast  to  the  willow.  The  slow 
current  had  had  time  to  jam  it  close  against  the  bank.  "I 
wonder  whose  that  is?"  Lawrence  glanced  about  with  a 
lazy,  only , half -interested  air  of  inquiry.  He  did  it  well. 
Nevertheless,  there  ought  to  be  a  limit  to  anybody's  gulli- 
bility. A  boat  there,  where  there  had  never  been  a  boat 
before,  and  not  the  ghost  of  a  claimant  in  sight;  and  Miss 
Ruth  Allis,  who  had  prided  herself  on  being  the  only  per- 
son who  could  see  through  Lawrence  Beville,  accepted  the 
coincidence  without  any  demur.  I  shall  always  be  angry 
at  myself  that,  when  Lawrence  asked  me  if  I  did  not 
think  I  should  like  a  boat  ride — ^we  might  venture  to 
borrow  the  boat  he  thought! — I  walked  as  docilely  into 
the  trap  as  ever  did  a  wretched,  cheese-deluded  mouse. 
The  boat  was  a  beauty  and  tempted  me.    If  I  must  spend 
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the  afternoon  with  a  person  I  liked  so  little,  why  not, 
at  least,  get  so  much  out  of  it  ?  A  misstep,  indeed !  I  did 
not  even  hesitate. 

Seated,  Lawrence  planted  an  oar  against  the  bank,  and 
with  a  long,  strong  shove,  sent  the  craft  sliding  over  the 
water.  A  green  expanse  of  water,  deep  and  dark  in  the 
shadow  of  the  willows,  widened  between  me  and  safety ;  and 
in  the  quick,  fierce,  triumphant  look  he  Hashed  upon  me, 
I  but  too  surely  knew  it.  So  little  good,  in  the  end,  did 
all  my  instinctive,  unconquerable  distrust  of  Lawrence 
Seville  do  me,  that  I  was  fairly  caught  in  the  snare.  He 
said  not  a  word  and  I  needed  none.  I  saw  the  scheme  in 
a  Hash,  just  five  minutes  too  late. 

But  terrified  as  I  was,  do  you  think  I  forgot,  even  then, 
that  I  must  not  allow  Lawrence  BeviUe  to  guess  it?  If 
he  merely  aimed  to  frighten  me,  calmness  was  worth  some- 
thing as  a  shield.  If  the  deadlier  threat  I  seemed  to  dis- 
cern were  really  there,  then  I  could  still  rob  him  of  some 
of  his  triumph  by  hiding  my  fear. 

What  a  lot  of  trouble  it  must  have  given  him  to  wear 
that  mask  so  successfully  to  deceive  me!  It  was  ofif  now, 
at  all  events.  He  was  insolent  with  triumph.  I  verily 
believe  he  thought  that  he  had  found  an  irresistible  argu- 
ment at  last.  The  boat  began  slowly  to  drift  as  he  rested 
on  his  oars. 

"Poor  little  Ruth!"  says  the  crocodile  softly,  even  com- 
miseratingly,  as  if  what  he  was  doing  were  none  of  his  own 
choice  but  forced  upon  him;  "you  are  frightened;  you 
guess;  but  there  is  still  a  way  out." 

I  could  hold  myself  still,  I  hoped  even  to  control  my 
voice;  but  I  could  not  keep  the  color  in  my  face.  I  had 
felt  it  going.    "Mr.  BeviUe^  there  is  at  least  one  favor  you 
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can  do  me.  Please  shed  no  hypocritical,  crocodUe 
tears." 

''Ah!  you  are  a  plucky  little  creature.  I  have  always 
known  it.  It  is  one  of  your  many  charms  that,  in  spite  of 
your  feminine  softness  and  daintiness,  you  have  so  much 
pluck,  so  much  'sand '.  But  life  is  sweet,  and  I  tell  you 
there  is  a  way  out.  Say  you  will  marry  me,  and  you 
shall  land  upon  the  instant.    I  will  trust  your  word.'* 

"You  will  never  have  it." 

"Don't  say  that,  Ruth,  "  this  queer  inexplicable  monster 
urged,  "you  do  not  realize  the  situation.  You  delude  your- 
self into  thinking  that  it  is  merely  a  threat,  that,  in  the  end, 
I  shall  relent.  But  I  shall  never  relent.  You  have  tried  me  too 
far.  No,  no,  Ruth;  you  must  face  the  truth.  I  cannot 
see  you  marry  some  other  man.  The  thought  kills  me! 
I  cannot  exist  in  the  same  universe  with  the  man  you  love. 
No,  Ruth;  you  must  marry  me;  or  young,  beautiful,  charm- 
ing, you  must  die  today. " 

Do  you  think  that  that  made  me  like  him  any  better? 
I  had  hated  Lawrence  Beville  before,  but  it  was  all  as  noth- 
ing to  the  passion  of  hatred  that  fairly  shook  me  now. 
Thank  goodness  it  stiffened  me!  "Very  well,  I  shall  die 
then." 

He  took  a  handerkchief  from  his  pocket,  and  rubbed  it 
over  his  ashen  face,  that  stood  full  of  beads. 

"Ruth,  Ruth,  yield,  for  God's  sake,"  he  cried.  "You 
don't  know  what  you  are  doing.  You  are  sending  me  to 
Hell!    Don't  be  so  cruel!" 

"Mr.  Beville,  I  am  not  hard,  I  am  not  cruel.  I  am  not 
about  to  do  a  murder;  you  are.  Then  do  not  ask  pity  from 
me.  If  you  are  going  to  Hell,  you  are  sending  youwdf 
Uieie/' 
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"No  one  else  shall  have  you!  You  told  me  that  you 
were  engaged  to  Trent.  It  was  the  last  straw."  He  took 
a  revolver  from  his  pocket.  "See;  yesterday  I  had 
bought  this.  If  you  had  not  promised  to  come  with  me 
today,  I — I — should  have  done  it  then.  But  I  hated  to 
mar  your  beauty.  Water  will  be  kinder."  (Good 
gracious,  as  if  one  would  care  then!) 

Lawrence  tossed  the  pistol  overboard.  With  a  series 
of  flashing  curves  it  disappeared  under  the  surface.  But, 
if  he  had  known  that  the  sight  of  the  thing  was  really  more 
trying  than  all  that  had  gone  before,  he  would  have  retained 
it,  I  am  as  much  afraid  of  firearms  as  a  darky  is  of  a  hoo- 
doo.    It  amounts  to  an  abject  superstition. 

"Save  yourself;  save  me.  Promise  that  you  will  go 
straight  to  the  Rectory  with  me,  to  be  married.  You  shall 
never  repent  it,  I  swear." 

"I  am  not  of  age,  and  Mr.  Hotaling  knows  it." 

He  thought  I  was  wavering.  He  said  eagerly:  "To 
the  Methodist  Parsonage,  then.     Or  to  Montfort." 

And,  for  a  Uttle,  I  was  wavering.  Life  was  a  precious 
possession.  I  found  how  one  clings  to  it.  But,  thank 
goodness  I  did  not,  after  all,  buy  it  at  such  a  price  to  hate 
it,  and  my  own  cowardice,  for  all  the  rest  of  it.  Thank 
goodness  for  the  stubbornness  of  which  I  have  heard  so 
much.  Nobody  need  cast  it  up  to  me  again,  for  that  is 
all  that  saved  me  from  a  hateful  fate.  I  could  not  yield. 
I  must  die  then.  But  I  felt  so  trapped,  helpless,  that 
sudden  rage  welled  up.  In  a  moment  I  was  regardless 
of  consequences,  wild,  uplifted.  I  must  die;  but  first 
Lawrence  Beville  should  hear  the  truth,  as  he  had  never 
heard  it  before  in  all  his  ruinously  pampered  life. 

"I  will  not.     I  hate  you.     I  always  have.     Instinct 
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warned  me  against  you,  and  now,  too  late,  I  know  why. 
To  look  into  your  soul,  as  you  have  laid  it  bare,  into  your 
cruel,  wicked  heart,  is  like  looking  into  Pandemonium. 
I  shudder  at  you!"  He  put  up  his  hands  as  if  to  ward  it 
oflF,  but  I  was  frantic,  and  went  on.  "Put  me  into  my 
grave,  if  it  will  do  you  any  good.  I  would  a  thousand  times 
rather  be  there  than  married  to  you." 

"Don't,  Ruth,  don't." 

"  Go  ahead,  and  get  it  over.  If  it  is  the  last  word  I  shall 
ever  speak,  I  hate  you !  I  shall  die  saying  it !  You  monster 
of  treachery!" 

I  had  let  loose  his  evil  spirit  for  sure !  The  blood  sprang 
darker  and  darker  to  his  face.  One  of  his  black  rages,  in 
which  all  self-control  seems  to  leave  him  to  the  absolute 
possession  of  the  evil  one,  came  over  him,  like  the  rush  of  a 
torrent. 

"You  have  made  it  easy  now!"  he  ground  out  between 
his  teeth;  and,  in  a  moment  he  had  overturned  the  boat. 
I  had  a  confused  sense  of  people  shouting  on  the  bank  in 
those  few,  fleeting  instants  of  terror,  while  I  looked  death 
in  the  face,  a  period  that  was  mercifully  shortened.  Sensa- 
tion quickly  lapsed  into  a  flowery  heaven  where  fright  and 
pain  were  forgotten. 

As  to  what  happened  then,  I  of  course,  knew  nothing. 
But  luckily — or  perhaps  unluckily,  who  knows  ? — ^for  me, 
Dicky  had  followed.  It  may  have  been  mere  jealousy,  but 
it  resembled  a  happy  prescience,  since  by  that  means  did 
he  appear  upon  the  spot  to  fish  me  out.  None  too  soon, 
either.  They  all  thought  it  was  up  with  Ruth,  for  a  time. 
The  place  had  seemed  bare  of  people,  but  Dicky's  shouts — 
it  was  Dicky  who  was  shouting  "murder,  murder,  help ! " — 
brought  people  flying  from  every  direction,  else  Lawrence 
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Beville,  with  nobody  but  Dicky  to  oppose  him,  might  still 
have  attained  his  object  of  putting  me  out  of  the  way  for 
good — by  way  of  proving  the  strength  of  his  love.  As  it 
was,  he  quickly  saw  that  it  was  all  up;  and  as  anidous, 
apparently,  to  save  his  own  life  as  he  had  been  to  extinguish 
mine,  he  dived  under  the  water  and  came  up  on  the  fur- 
ther side;  whence  he  promptly  disappeared. 

It  was  well  he  did  so.  Dicky  had  been  close  enough  to 
see  that  not  accident,  but  deliberate  purpose,  had  been 
responsible  for  the  overturning  of  the  boat;  and  in  his  rage 
he  did  what  I  would  have  given  much  to  prevent,  that  is, 
he  gave  it  away.  It  is  bad  enough  to  have  been  the 
object  of  such  a  murderous  attempt;  to  have  come  within 
an  ace  of  drowning — Oh,  shall  I  ever,  ever  be  able  to  forget 
it! — but  in  addition,  I  shall  now  be  subjected  to  the 
mortification  of  being  pointed  out  as  the  heroine  of  a  melo- 
drama. It  would  have  been  a  tragedy,  if  it  had  succeeded; 
but  as  it  is,  it  is  only  ridiculous.  Of  course,  I  would  not 
say  such  a  word  to  Dicky;  though  it  might,  perhaps,  do 
him  good,  as  I  fear  he  is  in  a  fair  way  to  have  his  head 
turned,  with  all  the  fuss  that  is  made  over  him. 

I  was  back  in  my  own  room  without  the  faintest  notion 
how  I  got  there,  when  I  came  completely  to  myself,  and 
knew  that  I  had  returned  to  life,  after  seeming  to  have  left 
it  for  good.  Since  then,  I  have  been  struggling  with  an 
indescribable,  haunting  horror  that  I  cannot  get  rid  of. 
I  thought  I  had  not  any  nerves,  but  now  I  am  all  nerves. 
I  have  been  crying,  and  crying,  until  I  know  I  have  driven 
everybody  nearly  crazy,  though  they  have  been  too  angeli- 
cally considerate  to  mention  it.  It  was  so  horribly  cruel, 
cruel  of  Lawrence  Beville!  Dicky  admits  now  that  I 
was  right  in  fancying  that  I  saw  the  devil  peeping  out  of 
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his  eyes.  Dicky  threatens  deadly  retaliation,  but  I  tell  him 
that  I  need  no  vengeance  upon  my  foe,  other  than  that 
which  Senator  Beville  will  mete  out  when  he  receives  the 
letter  that  Judge  Percival — 

It  was  the  last  page  in  the  book,  the  last  word  on  the 
page  and  the  second  volume  was  missing!  Julian  closed  the 
book.  How  still  everything  was.  Even  the  wind  blew 
but  softly  and  fitfully;  the  monotonous  ripple  of  the  water 
was  dulled  by  the  closely  shut  up  walls.  Dr.  Paul  seemed 
to  sleep;  but  things  are  not  what  they  seem.  When  Julian 
looked  at  his  watch,  the  mentor,  whom  he  had  disobeyed, 
was  quietly  engaged  in  the  same  action.  The  extent  of 
Mr.  Carroll's  infraction  of  rules  was  plain. 

The  extreme  quiet  of  the  culprit's  movements,  as  if 
the  meanness  of  disturbing  another  persons  slumbers  were 
abhorrent  to  him,  gave  the  covert  observer  some 
amusement.  He  doubted  the  genuineness  of  so  much 
respect  for  his  own  supposed  somnolence. 
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*'Axxl  so  your  follies  fight  against  yourself." 

But  retribution  came,  as  it  sometimes  wiD,  quick 
upon  the  heels  of  the  oflFense.  Julian's  nerves  were 
high-strung.  Whether,  in  the  face  of  a  terrible  revelation, 
which  shook  and  tortured  them,  they  had  vibrated  too 
heavily,  thus  leading  to  his  downfall;  or  whether  eye- 
strain alone  was  responsible,  he  awoke  at  dawn  to  find 
himself  in  the  clutches  of  his  enemy.  A  veritable  fiend 
was  hammering  at  his  head,  already  heated  red-hot,  as 
if  meditating  nothing  less  than  his  destruction.  Well 
did  the  unfortunate  know  that  demon  of  pain!  But,  on 
first  recognition,  his  smarting  conscience  led  him  to  resolve 
that,  rather  than  confess,  in  the  circumstances,  he  would 
endure  in  stubborn  silence. 

But  his  patience  did  not  long  stand  the  strain.  Increas- 
ing illness  soon  demolished  the  last  scrap  of  it;  leaving 
only  his  wretchedness  and  the  helpless,  useless  anger  with 
which  he  always  met  this  affliction.  The  angrier  he  grew, 
the  more  he  inwardly  raged,  the  harder  did  the  demon 
pound  to  fit  the  red-hot  cap  to  his  throbbing  head.  Julian 
turned  and,  giving  up  the  fight,  fiung  himself  back  with 
a  groan.     It  brought  him  aid. 

Dr.  Paul  said  nothing  when  he  came  to  the  sick  man^s 
side.  Not  a  word  was  needed.  He  was  too  familiar 
with  the  symptoms  to  be  in  any  doubt.    He  merely  set  to 
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work  to  improve  the  state  of  the  makeshift  couch,  much 
rumpled  by  uneasy  tossing;  and  to  give  the  soothing  dose 
so  greatly  demanded.  "Now,"  he  said  quietly,  "I  shall 
not  disturb  you  again  until  another  is  due;  but  I  shall  be 
just  outside  the  door,  where  you  can  call  me  if  you  need 
me. 

With  that  he  did  go  out,  leaving  Julian  in  sole  possession 
of  the  dimness  and  quietude  of  the  hut.  So  it  happened, 
that  all  that  day,  which  they  had  expected  to  see  them 
well  upon  their  journey,  Julian  was  lying  low,  enduring 
what  he  was  accustomed  to  compare  with  "the  torment 
of  the  damned";  though  likely  enough  that  was  an  exag- 
geration. To  Dr.  Paul  there  accrued  solitude  in  the  peace- 
ful depths  of  the  woods;  quite  undisturbed  until,  towards 
nightfall,  Jim  came  in  a  wagon,  ready  to  take  back  articles 
lent  to  fit  up  the  temporary  camp.  This  arrangement, 
was  of  course,  upset.  Julian  slept  at  last,  worn  out;  and 
late  as  the  hour  was,  there  could  be  no  thought  of  going 
on  that  night.  They  must  stay  over  till  next  day.  As  Dr. 
Paul  saw  to  it,  however,  that  Jim  did  not  go  unrecom- 
pensed  for  his  extra  trouble,  he  felt  it  no  hardship. 

It  was  six  o'clock  when  a  stir  in  the  hut  announced  the 
patient's  (impatient  would  have  been  a  more  descriptive 
word  applied  to  the  person  called  by  courtesy  the  other 
thing)  awakening.  Dr.  Paul  found  him  risen;  no  longer 
a  frantic,  wild-eyed  suflFerer,  bristling  like  a  porcupine 
with  sharp  words,  but  a  man  restored,  though  still  languid 
in  the  reaction. 

"Why  don't  you  say  *I  told  you  so*  ?"  was  the  question 
put  by  a  guilty  conscience.  To  which  his  physician  replied 
dryly,  that  it  seemed  unnecessary  for  both  to  say  it;  adding, 
however,  some  kindly    felicitations    on    his    restoration. 
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''You  shall  have  a  cup  of  strong,  hot  caf6  noir  at  once  as 
a  tonic,"  he  said,  "and  the  orders  are  that  you  remain 
quiet  until  you  get  it." 

"As  to  oflFering  my  help,"  responded  the  limp  Julian, 
"at  best  it  would  not  be  worth  much,  and  just  now  so  little, 
that  I  never  should  have  the  face  to  mention  it.  But 
don't  you  intend  to  say  one  word  of  moral  reproof  when 
you   have  such  an   unexampled   chance?" 

"Not  a  word." 

"Too  full  for  utterance,  eh?  When  you  have  come 
out  so  far  ahead,  when  all  your  predictions,  not  to  say 
croakings,  have  been  so  signally  fulfilled,  do  you  mean 
to  say  that  you  will  forego  the  perquisites  of  a  successful 
prophet,  that  you  will  absolutely  refrain  from  gloating  over 
me?" 

"At  present  you  appear  to  be  in  a  sufficiently  meek  and 
contrite  state.  No  further  admonition  is  needed  to  bring 
vou  to  repentance.  So,  what  will  you?  I  shall  reserve 
fire." 

By  noon  next  day  they  were  clear  of  the  mountains; 
and  in  the  afternoon  reached  a  small  village,  where  they 
found  a  post-office.  It  occupied  only  a  comer  of  a  general 
store,  which  smelled  of  many  and  divers  things;  of  salt- 
fish  and  brown  sugar;  of  coffee  and  cheese;  of  dry  goods 
and  calicos,  reeking  of  the  dyepot. 

Julian  bought  several  sheets  of  brown  paper  in  which 
to  envelope  that  bone  of  contention  he  was  now  anxious 
to  get  off  his  hands.  He  begged  mucilage  with  which  to 
seal  the  packet;  and  after,  a  pen  and  ink  for  the  addressing. 
With  the  pen  on  the  verge  of  the  paper  he  took  a  canny, 
second  thought;  shoving  package  and  pen  across  the 
counter  with  a  request  to  the  clerk  that  he  would  write 
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the  address.  This  the  clerk  did  in  a  neat  and  severely 
legible  hand,  which,  internally,  he  compared  with  great 
complacence  with  the  hasty  scrawl  placed  by  Mr.  Carroll 
on  a  paper-bag.  Post-haste  writing  for  many  years  had 
not  tended  to  make  for  clearness  or  regularity  in  Mr. 
Carroll's  script.  A  gentlemen  who  wrote  like  that,  thought 
the  clerk,  demanding  interpretation,  would  need  some^one 
to  address  his  correspondence  for  him.  "This '11  be 
letter-rates,"  warned  the  scribe,  the  packet  ready.  "Cer- 
tainly," Julian  responded;  he  reflected;  "and  you  may 
give  me — ^yes — I  will  take  one-centers;  they  will  look  so 
much  more.  What  an  imposing  show,"  he  remarked, 
when  at  last  the  valuable  consignment  lay  ready;  "I 
think  the  one-centers  a  genuine  inspiration." 

"You  wish  to  emphasize  the  obligation?" 

"I  do.  I  desire  that  her  ladyship  shall  appreciate  the 
ofiFering  thus  laid  upon  her  shrine.  It  ought  to  be  a  lesson 
to  her  to  be  less  careless  in  flinging  her  property  about. 
To  my  thinking,  the  young  person  has  reason  to  thank  her 
stars  that  she  receives  no  severer  penalty  than  the  publi- 
cation of  her  reminiscences  to  a  public  of  one.  Now  I 
have  saved  my  skin,  and  may  postpone  my  start  to  Ultima 
Thule  indefinitely.  Speed  its  journey."  He  tossed  it 
across  the  counter  to  consign  it  to  the  mail.  "Notice," 
pursued  Mr.  Carroll,  "the  skill  with  which  I  have  avoided 
incriminating  myself.  The  book  is  oflF  our  hands  and 
there  is  not  a  scrap  of  evidence,  not  so  much  as  the  stroke 
of  a  pen,  against  either  of  us. " 

"Either  of  us!" 

"Yes,  as  I  said,"  Mr.  Carroll  calmly  continued  as  they 
went  out  into  the  village  street,  "not  a  scrap  of  evidence  to 
connect  either  of  us  with  the  affair. "  They  walked  along  in 
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silence  for  a  while,  each  brooding  on  his  special  thoughts. 
Victor  at  last  broke  the  spell. 

"  Do  you  think  of  stopping  at  the  inn  here,  or  will  you  go 
on? ''he  asked. 

The  hostlery  spoken  of  stood  at  the  end  of  the  straggling 
village  street.  Dust  lay  deep  upon  the  road,  that  here  took  a 
zigzag,  to  pierce  between  two  rows  of  houses.  Dust  pow- 
dered, too,  with  heavy  grey,  the  stubby  grass  on  the  two 
margins  of  the  road,  through  each  of  which  strayed  an 
erratic  little  foot  path,  trodden  of  hard  earth. 

"It  is  referred  to  me  for  decision,  is  it  ?** 

"It  comes  within  your  privilege.  ** 

"Dear  me,"  said  Julian  with  sarcasm,  "how  it  does 
delight  me  to  hear,  or  see  you  play  at  being  docile  and  yield- 
ing, especially  since  I  know  you  so  well.  All  right;  since 
mine  is  the  casting  vote,  we  stop.  We  have  walked  twelve 
or  fifteen  miles  and  I  am  tired;  and  doubtless  you,  too,  if 
you  will  admit  it. " 

"At  least,  I  accept  your  decision  with  pleasure.  ** 


CHAPTER  XLH 

''Some  say  thy  grace  is  youth  and  gentle  sport" 

Like  this,  over  dusty  roads,  margined  with  growing  crops 
ran  their  itinerary  for  the  month  that  followed.  Fruit  trees 
bloomed  gloriously,  and  faded ;  dandelions  spread  acres  of 
gold ;  then  turned  hoary  and  blew  their  gossamer  locks  on 
every  breeze;  the  tall  grain  rolled  emerald  waves  over  hill 
and  hollow.  Julian  was  bent  on  finding  the  last  atom  of 
amusement  and  pleasure,  pursuing  them  in  his  own  fashion. 
But  one  thing  Dr.  Paul  quickly  discovered :  that  Mr.  Car- 
roll had  forsaken  chance  as  a  guide.  He  was  moving  with 
some  definite,  if  unconfessed  purpose  in  view. 

Perhaps  Julian  knew  that  Dr.  Paul's  unconsciousness  of 
his  game  was  not  so  perfect  as  it  appeared;  likely  he  sus- 
pected retaliation  for  his  efforts  to  mislead,  or  to  excite 
curiosity.  Or,  perhaps,  the  truth  was  he  only  wanted  a 
good  opening  to  confess.  But  if  he  did  he  got  no  help. 
So  it  went;  Julian  led;  Dr.  Paul  was  content  to  go,  without 
asking  whither. 

At  last,  one  day  in  June,  they  stood  upon  a  rise,  looking 
down  upon  a  town ;  only  a  small  town,  set  thick  with  trees, 
above  whose  masses  roofs  and  spires  caught  the  flashes  of 
the  westering  sun.  Enfolding  the  town  was  the  blue  and 
silver  arc  of  a  stream;  that  at  times  lost  itself  under  border- 
ing trees;  but  often  showed  clear  to  flash  back  the  colours  of 
the  sky. 
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They  stopped  in  the  shade  of  an  oak.  Julian  perched 
himself  on  the  fence,  sighing,  as  it  might  be  with  weariness, 
or  with  relief,  or  with  the  satisfaction  of  an  achievement. 

"The  creek!"  he  murmured,  "and  the  willows,  beneath 
which  the  water  is  dark  and  green;  the  interspersing  of 
di£Perent  growth.  And  *  there  it  broadens  to  a  pond  *.  We 
are  safe  to  cross  the  stream  about  here.  It  encircles  the 
whole  town.  We  shall  miss  nothing."  His  sotto  voce 
soliloquy  ended,  he  said  to  Dr.  Paul:  "Shall  we  go  down 
this  slope,  across  that  meadow,  to  try  to  reach  the 
bridge?" 

Dr.  Paul  made  no  move.  "Why  should  we  forsake  the 
highway  for  the  doubtful  footing  below  ?  It  is  over-green 
in  the  meadow.  It  must  be  a  swamp.  Why  is  it  so  necessary 
to  get  into  the  swamp  ?  " 

Though  Dr.  Paul  looked  so  serious,  Julian  surveyed  him 
with  renascent  suspicion.  "  Do  you  know  the  name  of  yon- 
der town  ?  "  he  demanded  bluntly. 

"You  have  been  so  remiss  in  your  duty  as  cicerone, that 
you  have  not  told  me  the  name. " 

"I  always  hesitate  to  give  what  may  be  stale  infor- 
mation. " 

"In  the  line  of  duty  you  should  take  that  risk. " 

Julian  burst  into  a  laugh.  "I  see  through  you  now! 
As  I  have  been  more  than  suspecting,  a  deceiver;  Splaying 
possum '  all  this  time.  It  is  plain  enough,  though  all  along, 
I  have  not  known  exactly  what  to  make  of  you.  Nicely  you 
have  kept  me  guessing.  You  know  the  name  of  the  town  as 
well  as  I  do. " 

"At  any  rate,  why  do  you  particularly  wish  to  cross  thai 
bridge,  instead  of  keeping  to  the  highway  which  will  bring 
us  sooner  to  the  town  ?    I  cannot  see  the  advantage  of  it.  '* 
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But  in  answer  Mr.  Carroll  slipped  down  on  the  other  side 
of  the  fence.  "  I  wish  to  cross  the  bridge, "  said  he,"  because 
I  want  to  get  to  the  other  side.  Bridges  are  so  obviously 
made  to  be  crossed  that  the  mere  sight  of  one  sets  me  wild  to 
go  over. " 

Having  circled  over  rising  ground  to  reach  their  goal 
they  were  not  long  in  getting  across.  Over  the  bridge,  the 
path  was  plainly  marked,  trodden  through  the  turf  and  fol- 
lowing the  creek  in  happy  indirection.  Those  who  had 
laid  it  out  through  a  succession  of  summers  appeared  to 
have  had  time  to  linger  in  the  pleasant  places.  Pleasant 
places,  indeed,  they  were.  There  was  the  sheen  and  sparkle 
of  the  water;  the  swish  of  its  sweeping  current  that  swayed 
dipping  boughs  and  rustled  bordering  grasses;  there  was  the 
leafiness  and  shade  of  trees  set  in  dimpled,  cushioned  banks. 
Thickets  of  wild  roses  and  thorny  berry  bushes  alternated 
with  emerald  turf  kept  close-mowed  by  diligent  cattle. 
Fence  after  fence  they  scaled,  half  a  dozen  six-foot  barriers, 
before  Mr.  Carroll 's  eagerly-seeking  eyes  rested  at  last  on 
what  he  hunted  for.  He  alone  hunted  for  it,  as  Dr.  Paul 
knew  nothing  of  its  existence. 

Julian  stopped  with  the  exclamation:  "It  is  the  very 
place!"  The  "very  place"  showed  three  trees.  Two 
stood  upright,  but  the  third,  partly  dragged  from  its  earlier 
roothold,  lay  tilted  in  the  embrace  of  the  other  two.  The 
foliage  of  the  tree  was  matted  inextricably.  Mr.  Carroll,  to 
reward  his  enterprise,  had  found  the  castle  in  the  oak,  but 
as  luck  would  have  it,  there,  as  it  were,  upon  the  drawbridge, 
was  the  owner — ^and  he  with  the  incriminating  words  upon 
his  lips !  He  could  only  hope  that  they  had  not  been  heard ; 
or,  if  heard,  that  they  had  not  been  understood.  Why  need 
they  apply  to  that  unlucky  book,  what  should  connect  him 
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out  of  all  the  world,  with  its  finding  and  return  ? — though 
between  himself  and  his  late  antagonist  the  recognition  was 
prompt. 

If  mischief  on  the  bank,  being  at  the  disadvantage  of 
having,  by  his  impulsive  speech,  given  himself  away,  was 
slightly  self-conscious  and  embarrassed,  mischief  on  the 
tree  was  candidly,  smilingly,  gleefully  self-possessed  in  the 
instant 's  play  of  the  glancing  foils  from  eye  to  eye. 

Dr.  Paul  cut  off  by  a  high  group  of  shrubbery,  beheld 
Julian 's  pantomine  without  its  explanation,  but  a  step  or 
two  forward  quickly  revealed  it.  Dr.  Paul  emerged  from 
behind  the  green  screen  and  in  a  twinkling  all  was  changed. 
Julian  saw  it;  saw  it,  as  must  be  confessed,  with  a  quick, 
vicious  stab  of  jealousy.  Was  it  admiration,  or  only  sur- 
prise, upon  the  face  of  the  woodland  sprite  ?  Julian  ad- 
mired Dr.  Paul  himself,  and  was  the  readier  to  credit  the 
admiration;  the  more  especially  as  there  followed  the  much 
more  striking  tribute  of  a  rising  blush. 

So,  it  was  not  always  the  teasing  sprite,  the  scornful 
*Lady  Disdain'  scarcely  deigning  notice!  And  could  Dr. 
Paul  capture  without  eflFort  what  Julian  schemed  for  in 
vain?  It  probably  mattered  to  no  one  but  himself  that 
Julian  found  himself,  for  the  moment,  looking  askance  at 
the  friend  who  had.  apparently,  stepped  without  intention, 
without  wish,  into  the  place  Julian  had  intended  to  pre- 
empt. 

It  was  but  for  an  instant  that  Victor  halted;  but  the  brief 
period  was  still  long  enough  to  imprint  upon  the  vital  sub- 
stance a  swift  photograph,  colored  in  the  very  tints  of  de- 
light, of  bright,  vernal  youth  embowered  in  oak  leaves,  rosy 
smiling  as  Aurora. 

The  slanting  trunk  did  well  enough  for  a  throne,  fittingly 
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adorned  with  the  emeralds  of  its  own  foliage;  and  a  wreath 
of  leaves  and  ruby  berries,  answered  nicely  for  a  crown, 
although  its  foundation  was  the  commonplace  one  of  a 
straw-hat.  It  was  not  the  careless  mischief  that  had  looked 
from  that  eight-foot  height  upon  Julian  Carroll,  that  now 
rested  eyes  on  Victor  Paul,  as  nobody  discerned  so  quickly 
as  Julian. 

Dr.  Paul  bared  his  head  and  passed  on,  thus  forcing 
ahead  the  lingering  Julian. 

They  were  hardly  out  of  earshot  when  Julian,  forgetting 
his  flash  of  jealousy  in  the  exultation  of  an  especially  fav- 
ored showman,  burst  forth.  "There !  Is  not  that  a  genuine 
eighteen-carat  beauty?"  he  demanded,  as  one  whose  rap- 
tures, hitherto  coldly  received,  have  now  been  vindi- 
cated. 

"  Being,  I  suppose,  *  Lady  Disdain '  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course,  man !  there  couldn  't  be  two !  .Is  that  all 
you  have  to  say?" 

"I  have  to  say  that  considering  how  many  miles  we  have 
traveled  to  meet  this  denouement — " 

Mr.  Carroll  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  conclusion.  "And 
his  pulses  never  stirred,"  he  groaned,  "now  do  I  believe 
you  to  be  the  glacial  phenomenon  you  call  yourself;  Polar 
ice  compressed  into  human  shape.  Nobody  else  could 
have  seen  that  and  remained  cold. 

But  Victor  Paul  had  seen  a  vision;  and  the  brightness 
of  it  was  like  summer  after  snow,  light  casting  out  darkness. 
No  expectation  had  heralded  it  to  one  given  over  t6  hope- 
lessness, and  self-devoted  to  the  penalty  of  solitude. 
Nevertheless,  it  came  to  fill  the  empty  spaces.  That  lode- 
star image  of  joyous  eflFervescent  youth,  care-free  and  un- 
acquainted with  the  world,  if  it  showed  by  its  light  the  bare- 
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ness  of  his  life,  could  also  depict  it  filled  to  every'cranny,  as 
it  might  be.  But,  if  he  entertained  the  visitant  with  a  cor- 
dial welcome,  he  was  not  Julian  to  proclaim  its  entry. 

And  Julian,  unconscious,  meandered  on.  "I  am  glad, 
after  all, "  Mr.  Carroll  decided,  "that  you  turn  out  to  be  as 
adamantine  as  you  boasted;  that  you  can  look  on  Hebe's 
self  unmoved.  I  should — I  am  frank  you  see — ^I 
should  dread  you  as  a  rival.  Now  I  shall  have  it  all  to  my- 
self." 

But  it  was  too  much.  Little  as  he  was  guilty  of  malign 
intention,  Julian  gloated  over  another's  starvation,  he  who 
needed  not  bread.  Did  not  Victor  feel  enough  the  bind 
of  his  chains  that  Julian  must  make  them  a  subject  of  per- 
sonal felicitation  ? 

"You  do  well  to  congratulate  yourself  upon  your  happy 
estate,"  said  Dr.  Paul,  "the  opportunity  is  clearly 
yours." 

The  other,  with  his  characteristic  quickness,  felt  the 
sudden  frost.  He  was  not  to  blame,  either,  that  he  had  no 
idea  what  had  precipitated  it.  Often  as  he  had  indulged 
in  gibes  of  that  sort,  it  was  now,  for  the  first  time,  that  Dr. 
Paul  gave  token  of  resenting  them.  On  they  went  in  a 
rather  stony  quiet.  After  a  Kttle  the  path  they  rapidly 
pursued  came  to  the  fringed  end  of  a  street  and  ended  on 
a  pavement.    They  had  reached  the  town. 

The  streets  were  charmingly  shaded  with  a  double  row 
of  trees.  Julian  halted  a  colored  man  and  brother,  asking: 
"Uncle,  can  you  show  us  to  the  'Grand  Hotel'?"  dis- 
closing thereby  an  unlooked  for  familiarity  with  the  place. 
The  hotel  was  not  far  oflF  and  they  were  soon  able  to  reward 
and  dismiss  their  guide. 

Julian's  second  act,  after  writing  his  own  and  his  oom- 
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panion's  name  in  the  register,  was  to  inquire  for  letters. 
Two  were  forthcoming,  addressed : 


MR.  JULIAN  CARROLL, 
Grand  Hotel. 

To  be  left  until  called  for. 


But  Dr.  Paul  was  little  surprised. 


CHAPTER   XLin 

"VlhoBe  lightest  word  would  harrow  up  thy  souL** 

They  were  shown  into  adjoining  and  conununicating 
rooms;  and  while  an  attendant  introduced  an  abundant 
supply  of  towels,  etc.,  JuUan,  establishing  himself  by  a 
window,  dipped  into  his  letters.  At  the  first  he  glanced 
quickly,  imbibing  its  contents,  soon  to  lay  it  aside.  The 
second  being  from  Elinor,  received,  as  was  proper,  a 
greater  share  of  attention.  It  could  not  be  affirmed,  how- 
ever, that  he  lingered  over  it;  and  when  he  recovered  and 
put  it  into  his  pocket,  there  was  something  like  a  scowl 
upon  his  brow. 

A  distinct  shade  of  restraint  had  crept  into  Elinor 's  letters. 
She  no  longer  wrote  with  the  joyous  freedom  of  the  first. 
Julian  felt  and  resented  this  without  realizing  that  it  was 
the  direct  outcome  of  the  same  tendency  in  his  own  letters. 
Mabel's  insidious  poison,  which  she  had  diligently  made 
opportunities  to  reinstill,  had  worked  eflFectually.  Irri- 
tation, distrust,  deeply  tinctured  his  thoughts;  and  he  felt 
just  as  injured,  just  as  ill-requited  in  Elinor's  suspected 
gradual  defection  as  if  his  own  fancy  had  never  been 
vagrant. 

He  heard  Dr.  Paul  moving  about  the  adjoining  room; 
and  roused  himself  from  his  meditations  of  displeasure  to 
make  haste  to  refresh  himself  with  a  bath  and  fresh  ^v 
ments. 
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"When  you  are  ready,  "he  called  at  last,  "I  should  like 
to  consult  you.  We  shall  have  nearly  an  hour  before 
supper  time. " 

Dr.  Paul  soon  appeared. 

"Allow  me  to  oflFer  you  a  chaur,*'  said  Julian,  who 
already  occupied  one  by  the  large  double  window  over- 
looking the  street.  "A  consultation  is  in  order.  In  short 
I  have  a  suggestion  to  make.  We  have  been  tramping 
pretty  industriously  for  some  weeks;  what  say  you  to  a 
halt,  a  rest?  These  are  not  such  bad  quarters  we  have 
strayed  into.  I  rather  like  them.  We  might,"  with 
deliberation,  "go  in  for  society. " 

"* Society'  is  occasionally  hard  to  please.  Will  it, 
think  you,  take  two  'tramps'  to  its  bosom  without  intro- 
duction?" 

"Admire  my  forethought,"  returned  Carroll  with  an 
ingenious  air;  he  lifted  the  letter  he  had  placed  on  a  table 
close  by  and  taking  from  it  two  enclosures,  handed  them 
to  the  objector.  The  outer  one  was  a  piece  of  paper 
wrapped  around  an  envelope  addressed  to 

JUDGE  W.  F.  PERCIVAIi. 

Dr.  Paul  spread  out  the  sheet  and  read : 

Dear  Carroll: 

I  hasten  to  comply  with  the  request  contained  in  yours 
of  recent  date,  just  received  at  six  p.  m.  That  is  prompt 
enough  to  suit  you  I  hope  ?  What  is  up  ?  I  know  you 
well  and  feel,  therefore,  that  I  ought  not  to  send  this  with- 
out a  warning  attached  to  beware  the  old  boy's  niece. 
She  was  only  a  kid  when  I  saw  her  last  but  they  say  she  has 
grown  up  to  be  absolutely  fatal  to  the  beholder  and  thereby 
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hangs  a  tale  too  long  to  be  told  here.  So  if  by  any  chance 
that  may  be  your  game,  give  it  up.  I  should  hate  to  have 
you  come  to  grief  by  my  connivance.  She  will  be  one  too 
many  for  a  susceptible  person.  In  any  case  don't  say 
I  did  not  warn  you. 

Yours  etc.» 

T.  G.  Bland. 

"Tommy's  a  fool,**  remarked  the  ungrateful  Carroll, 
as  Dr.  Paul  handed  the  document  back  with  the  enclosure 
unexamined;  "and  cheap  hot  air  is  his  specialty.  He  had 
to  blow  oflF  a  little.  It  is  a  somewhat  queer  coincidence, 
but  no  sooner  did  I  see  the  name  of  this  town  than  I  remem- 
bered this  fellow  on  'The  Thunderbolt'  staflF  who  has 
over  and  over  again  assured  me  that  he  knows  everybody 
in  it.  So,  behold  this  letter  of  introduction  which  must 
make  way  with  the  only  objection  you  have  oflFered.  ** 

Dr.  Paul  laughed  a  little.  "I  imagine  my  objections 
would  count  for  very  little  in  any  case.  It  is  all  cut  and 
dried,  I  perceive.  My  duty  as  consultee  is  merely  to 
acquiesce,  is  it  not  ?  " 

Julian  joined  whole-heartedly  in  the  laugh  at  himself 
and  his  schemes.  "What  in  the  world  is  an  idle  man  to 
do  if  he  cannot  indulge  in  the  pleasures  of  the  chase  ?  ** 

"Do  you  expect  one  to  approve  an  amusement  that  takes 
no  account  of  the  possible  feeling  of  the  quarry  ?  " 

"No,  Don  Quixote,  I  do  not  expect  it.  But  do  not 
worry.  The  quarry  is  uncommonly  able  to  take  caie  of 
herself.  She  is  armed  and  woe  to  the  vanquished.  Your 
forebodings  should  be  for  my  peace  of  mind.  Oh,"  in 
response  to  a  prohibitory  gesture,  "I  shall  not  betray  fads 
acquired  by  unfair  means;  especially  as  I  have  not  alto- 
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gether  lost  faith  in  your  boasted  immunity.  I  should 
otherwise,  despite  protest,  do  my  fraternal  duty  by  putting 
you  on  your  guard  against  the  enchantress  Tommy  speaks 
of." 

Jarred  as  he  was  by  the  tone  of  this  speech.  Dr.  Paul 
replied  without  apparent  heat:  "I  am  obliged  to  tell  you 
that  your  remarks  strike  me  as  farcical.  The  deliberate 
avowed  sportsman  denouncing  his  prey. 

"She  is  not  to  any  extent  my  prey,  since  she  had 
signally  the  best  of  it  in  our  only  encounter.  I  am  none 
too  good  to  long  for  vengeance. " 

"Still  I  fail  to  understand  your  vengeful  feelings  in  this 
connection.  I  could  better  comprehend  them  if  they  were 
far  diflFerent. " 

"Well,"  said  Julian,  "how  do  you  know  that  all  my 
threats  of  vengeance  are  not  simply  a  mask  for — diflferent 
and  warmer  feelings  ?  And  take  care,  Mr.  Immune,  take 
care :  I  do  not  like  the  sound  of  that.  You  can  see  what 
might  be  far  too  well. " 

"Well,  at  present  I  accept  your  ruling. " 

"You  were  bound  to,"  said  Julian,  "you  are  after  all 
only  a  pawn  in  the  game  fate  has  been  engineering  on  the 
board  since  the  day  we  started. " 

"Fate  somewhat  assisted  bv  Julian  Carroll. " 

"When  fate  needed  a  shove  in  the  right  direction,  I 
gave  it  of  course.     We  stay  here  then  ?  " 

"So  be  it, "said  Victor,  "but  I  must  remind  you  that  we 
are  ill-equipped  for  a  social  campaign.  Do  you  intend  to 
order  your  apparel  shipped,  or  will  the  tailor  whose  shop 
I  saw  across  the  way  satisfy  the  requirements  of  the  fas- 
tidious Mr.  Carroll  ? " 

"The  afore-mentioned  does  not  plead  guilty  to    the 
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adjective.  The  local  garments  shall  do.  Needs  must. 
And  as  for  Dr.  Paul,  well.  Dr.  Paul 's  greater  fastidiousness 
will  also  have  to  be  satisfied  with  the  local  sartorial  at- 
tempts. " 

"Probably  he  will  be  able  to  resign  himself  with  no  diffi- 
culty.    But  why  this  embargo  ?  '* 

"Embargo?  Well— because — because — "  but  Julian 
was  floundering  so  oddly  that  Dr.  Paul  was  aroused  to 
question. 

"Julian,  what  does  this  mean?  Be  kind  enough  to 
explain?*' 

"Of  course,  of  course,  I  meant  to  explain — but  later — " 

"If  there  is  something  under  all  this  let  me  have  it  now, 
I  beg." 

Then  Julian  summoned  strength  to  deal  an  ugly  stab. 
"I — did  not  intend  to  keep  it  from  you — only  to  postpone 
it  for  a  bit.  But  since  you  demand  it  you  shall  have  it  now. 
Take  this  and  read  it  for  yourself. " 

There  was  a  "Thunderbolt"  upon  the  table.  Julian 
rapidly  folded  it  to  give  prominence  to  a  certain  part  and 
gave  it  across.  There  was  compassion  in  his  regard;  but 
he  quickly  turned  to  look  down  into  the  street.  He  must 
not  watch  to  see  the  humiliation  overtake  Victor  Paul. 

If  Julian's  eyes  were  to  the  street,  his  thoughts  surely 
were  not.  He  saw  nothing,  so  deeply  was  his  interest 
centered  upon  that  he  tried  not  to  look  on.  But  anxiety 
fairly  constrained  him  at  last.  If  Dr.  Paul's  face  was 
ashen  to  betray  him,  he  met  Julian's  eager,  sympathetic 
eyes  with  undiminished  pride  and  steadiness.  Surely,  he 
was  not  such  a  poor  observer  as  to  miss  the  sympathy,  to 
mistake  it  for  aught  else;  but  pride  beaten  down  is  not 
always  discriminating  in  its  reprisals. 
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"Do you  now  repent  of  your  bargain?*'  was  his  bitter 
demand. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it ! "  cried  Julian  in  all  hcmest  simplicity. 

But  Victor  went  on.  "  You  will  remember  that  I  warned 
you  against  the  association,  told  you  it  could  only  bring 
you  disrepute.  After  this,  will  you  still  cling  to  the  folly 
of  a  partnership  with  only  discredit  in  it  ?  In  all  honor  you 
are  absolved.    Will  you  be  wise  ?  " 

"Nonsense!"  Julian  met  the  tirade  with  blunt  scorn; 
"Come,  Victor,  be  fair.  I  know  how  you  must  feel  this,  that  it 
must  make  you  cruelly  sore,  but  don 't  turn  me  down  on 
account  of  it,  as  if  I  were  in  sympathy  with  the  person  whose 
proceedings  that  paragraph  records.  Don't  let  us  hear 
more  of  broken  partnership.  In  spiiit,  it  denies  our 
agreement,  it  treats  me  unfairly.  You  promised  to  rely 
upon  my  fraternity. " 

"I  do,  I  will." 

"Very  well,  then;  there  is  a  more  important  matter  to 
consider.  However  little  it  may  please  you  to  hear  it,  I 
must  say  it.  It  is  the  name;  it  is  no  longer  safe.  It  leaves 
a  plain  trail.  You  must  consent  to  change  it.  Thank 
goodness  that  I  found  that  paper  at  once.  It  is  three 
week's  old.  Nobody  can  read  that  register.  All  along 
I  have  made  it  my  business  to  register  and  to  write  so  that 
nobody  on  earth  could  make  anything  of  either  name. 
They  have  looked  as  I  wrote  them,  like  the  signatures  of 
Chinese  potentates.  You  refused  to  take  precautions  for 
yourself,  so  I  have  tried  to  do  it  for  you.  You  did  not 
suspect  me,  did  you  ?" 

"No;  though  this  confession  explains  much  I  have  been 
at  a  loss  to  understand.     And  as  to  the  name — " 

"As  to  the  name,  for  mercy's  sake  listen  to  me.  Don't 
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make  my  eflForts  useless  through  sheer  stubbomess.  The 
only  person  who  knows  that  we  are  together  has  been 
warned  to  silence — and  is  to  be  depended  on.  To 
change  the  name  will  make  you  safe,  though  it  may  be 
disagreeable  to  do  it. " 

"You  take  my  objection,  my  stubbomess,  on  thb  ques- 
tion for  granted  before  I  have  spoken,  Julian;  you  have  not 
given  me  a  chance  to  speak.  I  see  the  advisability  of 
what  you  suggest;  though  it  is  still  a  question  whether  it 
will  make  all  safe.  I  doubt  if  the  knowledge  that  we  are 
together  is  limited  to  one  person.  But  to  change  the*name 
will  be  easy.  That  I  use  at  present  is  only  my  Christian 
name — or  part  of  it — ^and  he — ^my  enemy,  will  recognize 
it,  plainly  did  recognize  it,  at  sight  But  let  it  be  so:" 
he  wrote  something  on  the  margin  of  the  newspaper 
and  gave  it  to  Julian.  "I  am  entitled  to  use  that, 
though  the  fact  has  been  lost  sight  of  for  so  long  that  it 
has  well  nigh  been  foi^tten. " 

"  But  are  you  sure  the  enemy —  '* 

"I  shall  be  safe  to  use  it,  I  think;  and  it  has  the  recom- 
mendation of  being,  in  a  sense,  my  own.  Therefore,  I 
prefer  it.  It  is  merely  a  half  forgotten  branch — but  such 
details  cannot  possibly  be  interesting  to  you.  Suffice  it 
that  I  may  use  it  *' 

Julian  was  not  so  sure  of  his  lack  of  interest  in  the  matter, 
but  he  only  said:  "Very  well;  from  this  time  on  I  shall  be 
Dr.  di  Cesnola-ing  you  at  every  opportunity,  for  practise 
and  to  give  prominence  to  the  name.  ** 

"Now  if  ever/*said  Dr.  di  Cesnola,"!  must  put  you  in 
possession  of  the  tnith,  if  tou  will  listen.  ** 

Julian  did  not  trouble  to  give  words  to  his  very  evidait 
willingness.    Victor  b^an  with  hesitatioQ  and  rductance. 
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but  if  Julian  were  to  hear  his  version  first,  now  must  the 
disclosure  be  made.  No  one  could  tell,  after  this,  how 
soon  he  who  would  tell  it  very  differently,  might  come  upon 
the  man  whom  he  so  diligently  sought.  At  best  it  was  of 
such  nature  that  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  despite  protestations,  still 
dreaded  its  effects  upon  the  hearer;  but  he  began. 


CHAPTER  XUV 

*'A]]d  poise  the  cause  in  justice'  equal  scale." 

Dr.  Paul's  voice  stopped;  nor  did  he  for  the  moment 
venture  to  look  at  him,  his  judge  to  be.  The  tale  was  told, 
the  evidence  in;  and  there  remained  but  the  verdict  to  be 
pronounced.  Did  Victor  Paul  still  repose  no  faith  in 
Julian's  oft-sworn  fealty,  that  he  awaited  judgment  in 
such  grievous  suspense  ?  How  could  he,  conscious  of  so 
vital  an  error,  expect  aught  but  condemnation.  It  was  the 
judge  within  himself  that  trembled  with  the  expectation 
of  an  echo  of  his  own  opinion. 

What  he  heard  was  not,  in  essence,  new  to  Julian.  But 
guesswork,  patched  together  from  mere  hints  here  and 
there,  was  another  thing  from  this  narrative  palpitating 
with  fierce,  elemental  emotion.  Victor  Paul  had  been  in 
Julian 's  mind  upon  a  height.  Could  he,  telling  this  stoiy 
of  himself,  of  raging  passion  and  revenge,  remain  despite  it, 
aloft  in  Julian 's  esteem  ?  Partiality  pled  for  the  teller  but 
still  the  story,  vivid  by  vibrant  word  and  tone,  did  bring  a 
shock  to  the  hearer.  Frivolous  as  Julian  was  at  times, 
irritating  as  were  some  of  his  propensities,  he  by  nature 
turned  to  things  good.  For  a  few  moments  it  seemed  that 
he  had  nothing  to  say;  neither  comment  nor  criticism 
reprobation  nor  condonation.  Only  silence.  Victor  en- 
tered no  plea  for  lenience,  did  not  argue  the  case,  save  as  he 
had  told  it.  If  that  did  not  speak  for  him,  nothing  could. 
But  oh,  that  silence !    How  it  burned ! 
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But  while  Victor  gathered  fortitude  to  bear  this  possible 
penalty  of  Julian's  repulsion,  Julian  was  undergoing  a 
characteristic  mutation.  Had  Dr.  Paul  unconsciously 
swept  the  listener  into  the  current  of  his  own  mind,  forcing 
upon  him  his  own  view  of  what  he  told  ?  Had  he,  as  often 
before,  dominated  him,  this  time  to  his  own  loss,  in  giving 
him  the  color  of  his  own  aversion  ?  If  it  were  so,  Julian 
came  suddenly  from  the  mental  thraldom  restoring  Victor 
Paul  to  his  former  place. 

"Oh,  confound  it,"  exclaimed  Carroll,  "don't  think  me, 
don 't  make  me  out  a  self-righteous  prig.  I  am  not  going 
to  set  myself  up  as  a  Solomon  to  decide  the  case.  I  really 
guessed  essentially  this  before  and  it  makes  not  a  particle 
of  difference  in  my  personal  regard.  One  thing  amiss  in 
one's  life  is  not  to  condemn  one  totally  and  forever,  or 
where  should  we  all  be  ?  Life  could  not  be  worked  on  that 
plan,  if  we  shall  any  of  us  have  any  show.  You  have  done 
much  to  wipe  out  the  adverse  score.  I  know  your  life  in 
that  desperate  human  desert  where  I  found  you,  and  I  take 
my  stand  on  that.  And  if  you  have  a  battle  to  come  for 
liberty— or — or — life — ^your  own  self  will  not  fight  with 
more  vim  than  I ! " 

With  some  of  that  warm  impulsiveness  native  to  his  race 
and  temperament,  though  long  submerged  beneath  an  ar- 
tificial coldness,  Victor  grasped  Julian's  hand.  "Julian, 
you  revive  me,  you  give  me  life  again  when  I  was  dying! 
You  cannot  know  what  this  means  to  me !  I  have  so  feared, 
so  unspeakably  dreaded  your  verdict,  your  just  verdict! 
You  hate,  you  are  repelled  by  the  sin;  but  I  would  not 
have  it  otherwise.  It  is  just.  That  you  can  still  pardon 
and  not  forsake  the  sinner,  is  all  I  could  ever  have  asked. " 


Chapter  xlv 

*'His  own  opinion  is  his  law."* 

It  was  eight  o  'dock,  and  twilight,  neariy  dark. 

Julian  rose  from  the  window  and  switched  on  the  light* 

''What  do  you  think  of  these  duds  for  an  evening  call  ?" 
he  inquired;  ''I  am  consumed  with  such  an  ardent  desire 
to  make  the  acquaintance  of  Judge  Percival  that  I  think 
of  presenting  my  credentials  without  an  hour's  delay.  I 
hardly  think  I  could  bear  to  defer  the  joy  till  another  day; 
but  still  if,  on  due  reflection,  you  think  my  apparel  not 
suitable,  not  fine  enough  for  the  great  occasion,  I  shall  bow 
humbly  to  your  opinion.  I  don 't  want  to  make  any  cardi- 
nal mistake — and  clothes  count  for  a  heap  with  some 
people,  as  I  have  had  to  learn. " 

"Painful  lesson!  Well,  you  look  pretty  tidy,"  replied 
Victor,  giving  the  important  matter  the  close  attention  it 
deserved;  "your  collar  and  tie  are  spotless  perfection.  I 
am  able  to  discern  no  dust,  no  disrepair  of  travel.  Yes;  if 
mine  is  the  say-so,  I  think  you  will  do. " 

"Gliick  auf!"  he  added,  and  Julian  had  started  upon 
his  social  quest. 

"Yes;  success  attend  you!"  murmured  Victor,  left  alone, 
"I  can  say  it  with  a  good  conscience,  for  I  must  in  any  case 
count  as  a  cipher. " 

The  moon  marked  a  diagonal  streak  upon  the  floor 
through  Julian's  window.    It  was  Julian's  room,  not  his 
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own,  that  he  occupied.  Below  unhurried  crowds  paced  the 
streets,  enjoying  the  summer  night.  Shops  were  closed. 
There  were  only  the  people  and  the  flooding  silver  light, ' 
with  the  great  pale  dome  above.  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  too,  went 
down  into  the  street  to  become  one  of  those  who  were  enjoy- 
ing that  leisurely  pacing  when  day's  heat  and  toil  were 
replaced  by  evening's  rest  and  coolness.  For  a  moment 
he  stood  at  the  intersection  of  the  streets.  There  were 
four  long  vistas  from  which  to  choose  a  course.  Perhaps 
he  did  not  consciously  choose,  for  how  was  he  to  know,  in 
a  strange  town,  whither  one  or  the  other  might  lead  ?  He 
did  at  least  know  from  which  direction  they  had  come  to 
arrive  at  the  hotel  from  the  meadows  through  which  they 
had  entered  the  town.  Was  it  the  familiarity  of  that  route 
above  the  others  that  attracted  his  footsteps  ?  In  that  way 
did  he  turn,  unconscious  of  the  eyes  upon  him,  a  notable 
stranger.  How  long  was  it  since  he  had  started  out  alone 
upon  an  objectless  walk,  whose  life  had  been  so  crowded 
with  work  ?    Too  long,  long  ago  to  tell. 

The  streets  were  unlighted  save  by  the  moon.  It  was 
considered  a  wise  economy  to  let  Luna  when  on  duty,  attend 
to  the  work  at  other  times  allotted  to  the  dynamos.  The 
thickly  clustered  business  portion  of  the  little  town  was 
quickly  left  behind,  giving  way  to  the  parts  devoted  mostly 
to  residences.  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  coming  to  the  street  by 
which  he  and  Julian  had  found  their  way  into  town,  crossed 
it  at  right  angles,  to  take  his  way  along  a  line  of  dwellings 
set  apart,  each  in  its  own  flower-bedecked,  tree-shaded 
lawn,  inhabited  apparently  only  by  lightly  flitting  figures 
at  once  pleasant  to  sight  and ,  as  one  might  have  thought,  en- 
tirely harmless  in  intent.  But  it  was  half  way  along  this  block 
that  the  stroller  was  subject  to  what  at  first  sight  resembled  a 
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violent  assault.  A  gate  burst  open  to  let  through  four 
figures  blown  at  a  frantic  speed.  But  while  three  kept  on  to 
collide  with  and  instantly  to  use  the  pedestrian  as  a  screen 
behind  which  to  take  refuge,  the  fourth  caught  short  and 
stopped  by  surprise,  remained  poised  in  the  gateway;  and 
Victor  knew  that  what  he  had  dimly  been  seeking  for,  un- 
consciously, unadmittedly,  he  had  found,  the  bright  magnet 
of  his  vision.  The  recognition  was  mutual;  and  as  for 
Miss  Allis,  as  she  was  frozen  in  her  tracks,  a  charming 
statue  of  dismay,  her  thought  came:  "Oh,  why  does  his 
royal  highness  always  happen  by  when  I  am  doing  some- 
thing particularly  undignified ! " 

The  criticism,  however,  was  solely  her  own.  Dr.  di 
Cesnola  had  no  thought  of  it.  And  thus  assauhed  upon 
the  highway,  what  could  he  do  but  stop  short,  unless  he 
would  become  a  Juggernaut  for  too  confiding  infancy? 
The  three  whom  Ruth  pursued  had  quickly  seen  the  advan- 
tage of  putting  the  obliging  stranger  between  themselves 
and  their  pursuer;  and  had  they  but  known  it,  in  their 
childish  guile,  the  bulwark  was  an  insurmountable  one. 
Fate  had  indeed  befriended  them. 

"Ho,  Aunt  Ruth!"  jeered  the  biggest  one,  the  boy,  from 
his  vantage  ground,  "don't  you  wish  you  could  catch  us, 
though?" 

Aunt  Ruth  shook  her  head  reprovingly.  "Bobby,  1  am 
ashamed  of  you !  You  are  stopping  the  gentleman. "  Then 
to  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  a  not  unwilling  victim:  "Will  you  pardon 
us,  please  ?    We  have  all  forgotten  how  to  behave !  *' 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  was  in  no  hurry  to  accord  pardon  for  the 
stopping  and  to  huny  on.  Hurry?  Where  to  in  Heaven's 
name! 

He  leaned  over  and  spoke  softly  to  the  triumphant  fugi- 
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tives:  "And  what  will  your  Aunt  do  with  you  if  she  catch 
you  ?     Is  she  very  severe  ?  " 

But  now  that  the  stranger  who  had  so  opportunely  served 
as  a  barrier,  staving  off  capture,  had  acquired  an  individ- 
uality with  speech,  infancy  coming  to  its  senses,  shrank 
abashed ;  and  all  too  soon,  alas,  a  governess  appeared  to  drag 
them  off  into  strict  custody. 

It  was  now,  perhaps,  in  order  for  Miss  Allis  to  withdraw; 
or  failing  that  on  the  part  of  a  spoiled  young  person  accus- 
tomed to  do  as  she  pleased,  for  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  realizing 
his  accidency  upon  the  scene,  to  take  his  leave  and  go  his 
way.  There  was,  however,  between  them,  with  no  sort 
of  a  consultation  to  account  for  it,  a  singular  unanimity  in 
ignoring  the  obvious  course.  This  was  not,  it  may  as  well 
be  confessed  at  once,  a  course  of  treatment  suitable  on  the 
girl 's  part  for  every  stranger,  nor  likely  always  to  be  safe. 
But  Ruth,  heedless,  impulsive,  as  she  might  be  called, 
possessed  fine  intuitions  that  had  not  failed  to  guide  her 
aright.  She  still  stood  in  the  gateway,  her  hand  resting 
upon  the  gate. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  but  you  are  Dr.  di  Cesnola?  If 
— ^you  are  looking  for  your  friend,  I  can  tell  you  where  to 
find  him.  Mr.  Carroll  is  next  door  with  my  uncle.  Judge 
Percival.  My  uncle  and  Mr.  Carroll  are  pleased  with 
each  other  I  assure  you. " 

Crafty  Ruth!  did  not  this  familiarity  with  names  and 
associations  constitute  something  like  a  pass  to  acquaint- 
anceship? Dr.  di  Cesnola  swapped  knowledge  for 
knowledge,  replying:  "Thank  you,  Miss  Allis;  but  I  am  not 
looking  for  my  friend. " 

It  was  not  until  later  that  Ruth  found  time  to  be  sur- 
prised at  this  aptness  with  her  name.     Her  thoughts  were 
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otherwise  directed.  "Mr.  Carroll"  she  volunteered, 
"brought  a  letter  from  Tommy  Bland — but  of  course  you 
know  that !  I  used  to  play  with  Tommy.  Who  would  ever 
have  supposed  that  he  would  grow  up  into  a  journalist 
engaged  in  moulding  public  opinion  and  all  the  other  fine 
things  journalists  do,  or  think  they  do.  Mr.  Carroll  is  a 
newspaper  man  too.  And  I  suppose  he  too  is  engaged  in 
moulding  public  opinion  ?" 

But  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  in  spite  of  the  invitation  of  a  pair  of 
dancing  eyes  could  not  be  guilty  of  making  a  joke  of  Mr. 
Carroll  *3  pretensions,  professional  or  otherwise.  He  neither 
assented  to  nor  denied  his  friend 's  influence,  content  with 
answering:  "  Yes;  Mr.  Carroll  is  a  newspaper  man. " 

But  fate  was  evidently  of  the  opinion  tiiat  this  unconven- 
tional acquaintance  had  progressed  far  enough  and  Alicia 
was  her  agent.  Alicia's  voice  was  heard  beyond  in  the 
darkness  calling  "Ruth,  Ruth ! " 

Ruth  shook  her  head,  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  gave 
other  tokens  of  impatience;  but  finally  yielded  to  coercion 
so  far  as  to  answer:  "Yes,  'Licia."  "I  have  been  out 
of  sight,"  she  explained,  "for  at  least  five  minutes,  so  of 
course  they  think — " 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  was  at  an  utter  loss  to  account  for  the 
sudden  stop,  the  vivid  rush  of  color,  the  leaping  question 
in  her  eyes.  But  Ruth  had  bethought  herself  of  the  unex- 
plained familiarity  with  her  name;  and  of  the  book  lost  and 
strangely  returned  without  a  word  of  whence  or  by  whom. 
She  had  always  vaguely  connected  Julian  with  the  service. 
Had  Julian,  or  worse,  had  Dr.  di  Cesnola  made  himself 
acquainted  with  that  wretched  derelict?  That  Julian 
should  have  absorbed  its  contents  was  disagreeable  enough 
to  think  of,  but  if  Dr.  di  Cesnola — 
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But  Dr.  di  Cesnola  did  not  falter  under  the  searchlight. 
Hetooafteramomentbethought  himself  of  the  book,  with 
which,  through  Julian,  he  must  also  be  connected  in  case 
Julian's  agency  in  its  return  be  suspected.  Fortunately 
conscience  was  at  ease.  He  made  no  sign.  It  was  not  for 
him  to  bring  up  such  a  question.  As  for  the  special  reason 
for  Ruth's  brief  show  of  confusion  in  the  contents  of  the 
book  it^lf ,  he  was,  of  course,  ignorant. 

"Pardon  me  for  detaining  you,"  he  said,  and  took  his 
leave. 


CHAPTER  XLVn 

*'You  ftre  a  little,  by  your  good  favor,  too  sharp.** 

Julian  had  not  returned  when  Dr.  di  Cesnola  reached 
the  hotel.  Victor  set  the  door  wide  open  between  the  two 
rooms  and  paced  their  length,  until  his  companion  came  in, 
most  excellently  pleased  with  his  preliminary  invasion  of 
society.  Society  in  the  person  of  Judge  Percival  had 
treated  Mr.  Carroll  passing  well. 

"For  a  first  call  I  fear  I  made  it  imconscionably  long. 
But  such  a  charming  old  gentleman  and  such  ideal  hospital- 
ity!  I  could  feel  ashamed  of  myself  for  the  double  motive 
that  prompted  me  to  seek  him  out.  But  then  I  make 
amends  in  my  appreciation  of  him  for  himself  alone.  I  am 
sorry  you  did  not  go  with  me.  In  spite  of  your  tempera- 
mental unsociability  you  would  have  been  bound  to  enjoy 
the  experience. " 

Dr.  di  (Cesnola  passed  the  latter  allegation  as  undeserving 
of  refutation.  But  he  had  his  own  statement  to  introduce 
about  which  he  had  enough  self-consciousness  to  seek  a 
roundabout  path  by  preference.  Still  he  knew  that  to 
escape  the  charge  of  dissimulation  if  or  when  Julian 
should  discover  that  he  too  had  been  abroad,  he  must  now 
openly  acknowledge  it. 

"Mr.  Carroll  and  his  new  acquaintance,"  said  Victor  in 
the  sarcastic  tone  that  was  rather  too  habitual,  "appear  to 
have  become  members  of  a  mutual  admiration  society. " 
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Mr.  Carroll,  with  a  just-struck  match  in  hand,  stopped 
and  stared,  till  the  flame  began  to  find  the  flesh,  when  he 
flung  it  away  with  an  impatient  growl. 

"There  is  something  behind  this!"  he  cried,  for  Victor 
was  tantalizingly  silent  before  his  repeated  questions, 
**  which  I  must  get  at.  Now  then !  am  I  to  tear  it  from  you 
by  actual  violence,  or  will  you  give  it  up  without  ?  How 
do  you  know  that  the  admiration  is  mutual?  I  have 
confessed  my  own,  to  be  sure;  but  when  did  you 
have  access  to  Judge  Percival  to  ascertain  his 
opinion?" 

"I  never  did,  I  can  assure  you.  That  gentleman  and  I 
are  strangers. " 

Julian  reviewed  possibilities  and  came  to  a  rapid 
conclusion.  "Then — then  you  have  seen  the  niece? 
Is  it  true.  Dr.  P — Dr.  di  Cesnola,  that  you  have  seen 
the  niece?    Not  here!    You  have  been  out  ?  " 

The  slightly  offensive  tone  lashed  Victor  into  gravity. 
"Well,  Mr.  Carroll,  suppose  that,  quite  by  accident,  I 
*have  seen  the  niece '  ?  " 

Mr.  Carroll 's  temper  blazed  on  the  instant,  before  the 
match-flame  of  a  jealous  twinge.  "Accident! "  he  sneered ; 
"you  declined  to  go  with  me,  but  no  sooner  am  I  out  of 
sight,  than  you  go  upon  a  private  expedition.  And  I 
believed  in  your  straight-forwardness  as  I  believe  in  my 
own  life!" 

Victor  Paul 's  temper  had  been  his  ruin;  he  made  a  heroic 
effort  to  hold  it  under  in  face  of  these  taunts.  "Pray  re- 
member," he  said  icily,  "that  I  need  not  have  told  you  at 
all,  or  even  allowed  you  to  find  it  out. " 

"Except  that  you  feared  I  should  find  it  out!"  rejoined 
Julian  scornfully.    Julian's  anger  was  but  a  flare  that 
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could  fly  up  and  presently  die  out  with  no  great  dAmage 
done,  save  for  the  havoc  of  his  hasty  tongue.  Not  so  Victor 
Paul,  in  whom  swelling  rage  contended  with  the  tenor  of 
memory.  It  brought  him  to  his  feet,  drove  him  to  escape, 
now,  instantly,  while  there  was  time.  He  made  swiftly  for 
the  door  of  his  own  room,  but  his  baiter,  bereft  of  sense, 
was  there  before  him  and  stood  between. 

*'No,  you  shall  not  escape  me!  we  must  have  it  out  here 
and  now!" 

For  a  moment  flaming  fury  shot  from  Victor's  eyes. 
But  he  had,  after  all,  learned  his  long,  hard  lesson. 
What  better  proof  than  the  fact  that  hard  as  he  was 
tried,  he  uttered  not  a  word.  Passion  died;  but  it  died 
hard.  Victor  took  the  monster  in  his  grip  and  by  main 
force  choked  out  its  baneful  life.  This  was  no  easy  victoiy 
over  the  bosom  fiend  that  had  cost  him  so  much.  But  his 
reward  came,  a  revelation.  The  fiend  could  no  longer 
control  him.  Dread  was  now  but  a  reminiscence,  not  a 
present  factor.  The  curse  was  oflF  him.  He  crossed  the 
room,  taking  his  chair  again. 

"The  prisoner  is  at  the  bar,  Mr.  Carroll;  proceed  with 
your  indictment. " 

Julian  felt  slightly  ashamed,  but  was  not  yet  cooled 
enough  to  quit.  "You  once  promised  me, *'  he  said  at  last, 
"in  such  a  matter  to  get  out  of  my  way.  *' 

"Pardon  the  contradiction,  but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
made  no  such  promise. " 

"If  I  remember  rightly,"  persisted  the  ireful  Julian, 
"you  did." 

"I  am  obliged  to  inform  you  that  you  do  not  remember 
rightly." 

"Does  this  mean,"   Julian   demanded   with  reviving 


TANTALUS  409 

bitterness,  "that  you  have  gone  down  at  first  shot,  a  boaster 
defeated,  the  victim  of  a  flirt  ?  " 

"Stop!"  said  Dr.  di  Cesnola  sternly;  "berate  me  if  you 
like  or  as  you  like;  I  shall  be  able  to  bear  it.  Say  what  you 
like  to  me  or  of  me,  but  mention  no  one  else. " 

"Chivalrous  and  noble  scruples!"  sneered  the  frantic 
Julian;  but  did  not  venture  to  disregard  them  for  all.  The 
unexpectedness  of  the  situation  he  had  toiled  to  bring  about 
was  not  easy  to  be  reconciled  to;  and  the  fact  that  he  knew 
he  was  making  himself  ridiculous  could  only  add  to  his 
heat,  though  he  knew  well  enough  that  bye  and  bye,  anger 
gone,  he  would  be  very  much  ashamed.  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
answered  not  a  word. 

"At  any  rate,"  Julian  resumed,  "why  do  you  get  in  my 
way?  Is  anybody  in  the  neighborhood  an)i;hing  to  you 
that  you  should  interfere  with  my  game  ?  You  have  told 
me  so  often  that  you  are  immune  that  I  have  taken  you  at 
your  own  valuation.  Admit  the  provokingness  of  this 
development  in  the  face  of  all  that  has  gone  before. " 

"  It  needs  nothing  that  has  gone  before  to  make  the  situa- 
tion provoking,"  said  Victor;  "I  find  it  sufficiently  so  of 
itself.  You  have  told  me,  for  your  part,  that  you  avoid 
absurdity.  This  evening,  contrary  to  your  custom,  you 
are  fairly  revelling  in  it. " 

Julian  burst  into  a  sudden  laugh.  "I  know  it,"  he  said 
shortly,  "but  that  as  much  as  anything  makes  it  hard  to 
forgive  your — duplicity.  Do  you  think,  I  enjoy  the  sen- 
sation of  making  a  fool  of  myself  ?  " 

"I  can  only  advise  you,  then — ^to  refrain  from  the  opera- 
tion. And  I  admit  no  justification  for  your  extraordinary 
course.  Suppose  that  I  did  go  out  after  you  left;  suppose 
that  accident,  purest  accident,  brought  me  what  design 
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failed  to  procure  for  you.  That  does  not  make  out  your 
case  or  prove  my  duplicity. " 

"  You  are  a  fine  pleader.     But  it  does  not  satisfy  me. " 

"I  pass  over  what  looks  like  an  insinuation  of  bad  faith, 
to  tell  you  to  fall  back,  for  your  satisfaction,  on  my  temper- 
amental frigidity — was  that  what  you  called  it  ?  At  any 
rate,  as  you  profess  to  abhor  absurdity,  do  not  insist  on 
quarrelling  over  what  belongs  to  neither  of  us.  If  it  were 
only  ridiculous  one  might  better  endure  it;  but  it  is  worse. 
I  want  you  to  understand  that  this  is  the  last  word  I  shall 
say  on  the  subject. " 

"That  is  a  very  high  and  mighty  stand  to  take  and  a 
clever  way  out,  but —  " 

"The  discussion  is  closed.  May  the  prisoner  at  the  bar 
retire?" 

The  prosecutor  deigned  no  answer. 

"I  think,"  said  the  defendant,  "that  I  shall  say  good- 
night, always  providing  that  I  have  your  permission  to 
withdraw. " 

"Don 't  rub  it  in, "  rejoined  Mr.  Carroll. 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  closed  the  intervening  door  emphasizing 
the  disagreement.  They  were  not  accustomed  so  to  do. 
Victor  had  managed  to  retain  patience  throughout  most  of 
Julian's  vicious  attack  upon  his  honor  and  good-faith. 
But  at  present  he  distinctly  desired  to  see  no  more  of  the 
aggressor.  He  stood  by  his  own  window  gazing  unseeingly 
into  the  street,  moonlit  and  now  deserted.  A  big  clock 
somewhere  was  booming  the  hour.  He  might  resolve  to  be 
strong  against  Julian 's  provocations;  he  might  maintain  the 
appearance;  but  it  was  impossible  to  escape  anger.  It  was 
with  deep  resentment  that  he  viewed  the  dispute. 

"Have  I  been  guilty  of  any  deception,  of  hypocrisy?" 
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he  thought,  "to  give  ground  for  this  outbreak  ?  But  no !  I 
cannot  acknowledge  that  I  have  been.  As  to  the  happen- 
ing with  which  he  quarrelled,  I  could  no  more  have  for- 
seen  it  than  Julian  could — even  if  I  were  not  a  free  agent 
— even  if  I  must  account  for  my  actions.  And  certainly, 
my  sentiments  on  that  or  any  subject  are  my  own — not  his 
to  object  to,  to  criticise,  to  rule  out,  to  demand  an  account- 
ing for.  And  he  knows  my  position.  Ungenerous,  Julian, 
ungenerous ! " 

Unfortunately  for  his  peace,  Julian  arrived  at  much  the 
same  conclusion  in  the  following  half  hour  during  which  he 
cooled .  Not  an  ember  was  left  in  the  ashes  of  his  petty  anger 
to  warm  him  up  withal.  The  outbreak  had  been  ridiculous 
enough,  as  he  stingingly  felt,  but  it  was  worse  in  that  it  had 
been  mean,  mean  and  ungenerous.  So  short  a  time  after 
the  hearing  of  a  tragic  tale,  the  painful  story  of  Victor  Paul  *s 
ruin,  to  which  he  had  accorded  so  genuine  a  sympathy,  to 
insult  him  with  such  taunts,  such  accusations!  Jealousy, 
all  jealousy,  that  had  not  even  the  justification  of  a  superior 
right,orof  any  right  at  all.  He  had  a  letter  to  Elinor  which 
he  had  forgotten  to  mail.  Apparently  he  diligently  studied 
the  superscription;  but  in  reality  it  was  sufficing  to  recall 
some  of  Elinor's  words.  How  had  she  known  him  so  well, 
better  than  he  knew  himself?  For  he  could  no  longer 
resent  the  charge  of  inconstancy. 


CHAPTER  XLVra 

"May  you  be  happy  in  your  wish." 

Launched  under  the  auspices  of  so  prominent  a  citizen 
as  Judge  Percival,  Mr.Carroll  's  social  career  progressed  bril- 
liantly, and  greatly  to  his  satisfaction.  Society  accepting 
him  fix>m  the  judge's  hands  soon  took  him  for  himself. 
Nor  was  Dr.  di  Cesnola  left  behind.  That  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
should  be  received  and  valued  in  no  way  surprised  Julian; 
but  that  he  should  take  so  kindly  to  the  frivolous  game 
did  surprise  an  observer  used  to  thinking  him  gravity  itself: 
and  who  knew  what  was  hanging  over  the  man  who  ap- 
peared taken  up  withthe  daily  round.  With  the  name  had  he 
also  changed  nature,  that  gloom  and  austerity  should  have 
been  so  completely  thrown  oflF  ?  Julian  could  only  marvel; 
still  unable  to  realize  how  long  abstinence,  how  even  the 
precariousncss  of  his  standing,  could  impart  zest  to  this  ex- 
perience, for  Victor  Paul. 

Alicia  adhered  firmly  to  her  newly-devised  programme  of 
taking  care  of  her  heedless  younger  sister;  attempting  to 
introduce  seriousness  and  system  into  her  days.  She 
had  apparently  adopted  a  view  somewhat  like  that  once 
daringly  enunciated  by  Dicky,  that  Ruth  might,  perhaps, 
be  doing  well  to  put  off  the  butterfly  to  become  the  busy 
befe.  Alicia  herself  being  a  bee  of  the  busiest  sort,  naturally 
saw  no  hardship  in  the  condition,  seeing  it  rather  as  one  to 
be  desired. 
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Alicia's  homilies  upon  the  beauty  and  duty  of  usefulness 
were  eloquent  but  their  hearer  received  them  either  with 
gibes  or  burst  of  temper. 

"Alicia,  "exclaimed  she  crossly,  "you  are  too  depressing. 
You  are  piling  tons  and  tons  upon  me  and  I  am  utterly 
crushed.  I  have  not  a  whole  bone  in  my  body  this  minute. 
Can 't  you  stop  being  moral  and  improving  for  a  little  while 
until  I  recover  a  bit  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes;  I  have  said  my  say  for  the  present.  To 
change  the  subject,  let  me  see  the  piece  of  work  you  were 
at  when  I  came  in,  that  went  behind  the  wardrobe  with  such 
dispatch. " 

Confusion  and  self-consciousness  painted  bright  carmine 
upon  the  cheeks  of  the  artist  at  this  demand.  Alicia  got  only 
a  sidelong  glance. 

"What  ?"  she  laughed  merrily,  "at  this  late  day  am  I  to 
be  shut  out  ?  But  concealment  is  vain.  T  saw  enough  to 
recognize  the  subject,  so  you  may  as  well  let  me  see  it." 

It  was  after  a  great  deal  of  hesitation  that  the  canvas 
came  forth.  Ruth  set  the  picture  upon  the  easel  and  re- 
tired modestly  to  the  background. 

But  the  subject  was  too  fascinating.  As  Alicia  stood 
looking  at  it,  Ruth  stole  insensibly  nearer.  Alicia  saw  that 
face  over  her  shoulder  and  the  tale  it  plainly  told  was  not 
lost  upon  the  astute  elder  sister. 

"A  good  likeness  and  very  characteristic;  considering 
that  it  was  painted  from  memory,  remarkably  so.   You  evi- 
dently have  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  features  well  imprinted  upon  ' 
your  memory,  my  little  sister. " 

"Well,  they  are  worth  remembering,"  rejoined  Ruth 
brusquely.  It  was  not  a  matter  upon  which  she  could — as 
yet — be  expansive. 
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"He  is  quite  good-looking,"  remarked  Alicia  with  a 
quiet  gleam  of  mischief. 

"* Good-looking':"  cried  the  artist  with  heavy  scomfiil 
emphasis;  ** 'good-looking' !" 

"Why,  don't  you  agree  with  me?"  Alicia  blandly  in- 
quired. 

"Dr.  di  Cesnola  is  so  much  more  than  that,  the  use  of 
such  a  word  is  absurd.  Go  overhaul  your  dictionary, 
'Licia,  do;  and  hunt  up  a  few  superlatives.  You  need 
them." 

"  I  think  I  need  only  call  upon  you.  This  time,  my  dear, 
you  have  a  foeman  worthy  of  your  steel.  Only  take  my 
advice  and  do  not  trifle  with  him.  The  treatment  would 
not  suit  him,  I  am  sure. " 

"Alicia,"  Ruth  passionately  exclaimed,  "you  may 
believe  it  or  not,  as  you  will,  but  I  have  never  really  trifled 
with  anybody,  though  I  do  get  credit  for  being  such  a 
wholesale  flirt.  It  is  unfair.  I  am  paying  the  penalty  for 
another  person 's  sins.  I  suppose  I  am  not  obliged  to  like 
people  whether  I  will  or  no ! " 

"  How  about  Dicky  ?  "  asked  Alicia  dryly. 

Ruth  stamped  her  foot.  "The  idea  of  accusing  me  of 
trifling  with  a  trifler!  I  suppose  I  shall  marry  Dicky  in  the 
end  and  spend  the  rest  of  my  days  wishing  myself  dead. " 

"You  are  certainly  looking  forward  to  a  delightful  pros- 
pect." 

"Am  I  not!  Dicky  is  so  limited.  I  don't  say  he  isn't 
nice  within  those  limits;  but  he  lives  in  a  well.  He  cannot 
see  two  yards  before  his  face  in  any  direction.  He  is  com- 
monplace, unambitious,  unoriginal;  incapable  of  realizing 
any  ambition  if  he  had  it.     I  hate  a  man  like  that. " 

"I  should  think  Dicky  disposed  of. " 
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"But  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  Dr.  di  Cesnola  is  different.  He 
lives  on  a  mountain  top.  His  outlook  takes  in  the  world. 
One  feels  that  he  could  do  anything." 

"And  you  would  not  object  to  dwelling  on  the  mountain 
top  with  him, "  suggested  Alicia  quietly. 

The  soft,  level  tone  did  not  disturb  the  musing  Ruth. 
No !  she  would  not  refuse  that  dwelling.  There  was  a  trem- 
bling misty  smile  irradiating  her  face.  Alicia,  as  ever, 
was  quick  to  sympathize.  She  kissed  her,  saying:  "Ruth, 
I  truly  hope  and  pray  that  the  happiness  you  crave  may  be 
yours.     One  may  trust  Dr.  di  Cesnola. " 

But  Ruth  recovered  with  a  shock.  "Alicia,"  she  said 
sharply,  "don't  encourage  me  in  this!  You  generally  tiy 
to  cure  my  follies.  If  you  give  me  up,  I  am  lost. "  She 
twined  her  arms  around  her  declared  mainstay,  resting  her 
head  upon  the  faithful  sister 's  bosom."  No,  donH  encourage 
me  'Licia;  it  is  bad  enough  as  it  is.  Who  am  I  that  a  per- 
son like  Dr.  di  Cesnola  should  like  me?"  Alicia  was 
obliged  to  smile  at  an  amazing  humility.  She  did  not  at- 
tempt to  say  anything  reassuring.  She  had,  indeed,  a  well- 
defined  belief  as  to  Dr.  di  Cesnola 's  liking,  but  it  was,  after 
all  too  possible  to  be  mistaken  and  she  dared  not  take  the 
risk  of  being  too  sure.  Let  him  perform  the  office  himself 
of  giving  Ruth  the  pleasing  assurance,  if  his  were  the 
wish.  ^ 

"Well,  dear,  I  don't  want  to  encouiage  you  in  anything 
to  your  injury.  So,  let  us  return  to  my  firstly.  Now  as  to 
this  portrait.  How  well  you  have  done  it.  There  is  life 
in  it,  real  life..  If  you  can  do  so  well  with  so  little  trouble, 
what  might  you  do  if  you  would  really  work.  Would  not 
the  reward  be  really  worth  it  ?  " 

"Oh,  bother,  *Licia!"  said  Huth^  interested  lu  the  per- 
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trait  from  other  than  the  artistic  point  of  view.  ''It  may 
be  impolite  to  mention  it  to  company,  but  you  bore  me. 
Haven't  you  improved  me  enough  for  one  day?** 

'"After  that  the  'company'  had  better  take  herself  off,'* 
said  Alicia  good-humoiedly. 


CHAPTER  XLIX 

"Ah,  while  you  live  tell  the  truth  and  shame  the  devil." 

It  was  not  in  the  end,  perhaps,  Julian's  fault  that  Elinor's 
letters  kept  on  growing  colder  and  colder,  even  though  it 
was  because  his  own  had  ceased  to  be  what  they  had  been. 
Nor  had  Ruth's  presence  and  Ruth's  attraction  anything 
to  do  with  it.  Julian  naturally  had  a  ready  pen;  and  was 
quite  capable  of  keeping  up  a  brisk  sacharrine  corres- 
pondence and  at  the  same  time  paying  devoted  devoirs  by 
word  of  mouth.  But  his  talents  were  going  to  waste. 
Here,  on  the  one  hand,  were  his  letters,  that  had  been  inau- 
gurated so  glowingly,  becoming  the  merest,  commonplace 
chronicle,  judiciously  edited  at  that;  and  the  devoirs  that 
he  would  fain  have  paid  received  with  a  merry  scepticism 
that  reduced  them  to  the  ignominious  estate  of  a  joke. 

Mabel  had  been  dosing  him;  and  it  was  not  to  be  ex- 
pected that  he  should  have  dreamed  of  the  impish  ingenuity 
expended  by  his  foe  in  getting  an  occasional  measure  of 
poison  enclosed  in  Elinor's -envelopes,  thereby  making  that 
unfortunate  appear  an  accomplice  when  she  was  innocent 
alike  in  action  and  intent.  Elinor  suffered  in  the  growing 
estrangement  which  she  could  in  no  way  understand  or  ex- 
plain, except  by  the  old  doubt  of  Julian's  constancy;  and 
over  which  she  could  only  agonize,  incapable  of  effort  to 
find  causes,  or  to  restore  the  former  happier  state.  So 
Elinor 's  letters  froze  up ;  and  Julian,  giving  heed  to  Mabel 's 
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hints  that  he  was  being  supplanted,  sulked  and  justified 
his  own  weak  faith. 

Ruth  had  an  attraction  for  him,  the  force  of  which  he 
had  never  exactly  measured.  At  times  it  waxed  rather  in- 
tense; and  it  might  have  reached  dimensions  to  be  reckoned 
with,  had  not  the  mortifying  truth  early  become  plain  that 
he  did  not  make  a  good  second  to  Dr.  di  Cesnola. 

Julian  told  himself  that  he  did  not  care  that  he  took  the 
lesser  place  with  Ruth,  perhaps  he  did  not;  but  at  times  his 
"don't  care  "took  the  slightly  contradictory  form  of  a 
dogged,  persistent  eflFort  to  recommend  himself.  But  that 
did  not  necessarily  prove  anything  but  stubbomess,  and 
his  constitutional  hunger  after  the  unattainable. 

His  feelings  towards  Dr.  di  Cesnola  might  be  said  to  be 
strangly  mingled.  Certainly  he  had  not  gone  back  on  Dr. 
Paul,  but  of  Dr.  Paul's  double  he  would  have  to  confess 
occasional  spasms  of  jealousy.  To  have  cornered  the 
game  for  another  person's  capture  was  not  an  exploit  to 
fill  any  sportsman  with  complacence.  It  could  not  be 
denied,  either,  that  the  fluctuations  of  his  manner  during 
this  period  had  suflBciently  betrayed  him.  He  had  not 
been  quite  unfair  enough  to  visit  Ruth's  scant  appreciation 
of  his  merits  upon  the  more  favored  individual;  neverthe- 
less, jealousy  is  a  grinding  experience,  not  conducive  to 
reason  or  justice.  It  would  have  been  diflicult,  however, 
openly  to  quarrel  with  one  so  determinedly  courteous  as  Dr. 
di  Cesnola.  Common  sense  as  well  as  common  civility 
kept  Mr.  Carroll  within  the  bounds  of  an  occasional  frosti- 
ness  or  spell  now  and  then,  of  biting  sarcasm.  And  all 
the  while  he  did  not  fail  to  call  himself  a  fool. 

The  penetrating  intentness  of  big  gaze  drew  the 
ireader,  sitting  opposite  him. 
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"You  have  not  spoken  a  word  for  an  hour,"  was  Mr. 
Carroll 's  way  out. 

"You  seemed  to  be  occupied  with  your  letters. " 

"Yes;  I  have  been  very  much  occupied  with  my  letters, " 
Julian  returned,  taking  Mabel's  latest  dose  and  tearing 
it  viciously  into  bits;  the  document  went  into  the  dust  heap, 
but  its  results  were  not  so  easily  rid  of;  "my  letters  are  of  a 
very  absorbing  character. " 

"Apparently. " 

"I  think  I  shall  go  and  mail  these  I  have  written,"  said 
Julian,  "they  will  catch  the  next  mail.  Have  you  any  you 
want  mailed?" 

"  Thank  you ;  none. " 

Julian  gathered  up  the  bunch.  He  had  been  a  little 
disingenuous  in  the  reason  for  the  sortie.  The  letters  were 
not  particularly  important.  When  they  had  been  safely 
deposited,  his  walk  did  not  end.  He  took  a  familiar  route 
and  at  Ruth's  gate  met  the  damsel  herself.  Ruth  was 
clothed  in  fleecy  lawn  and  lace  and  carried  a  white 
parasol :  a  get  up  which  Julain  instantly  decided  to  be  the 
most — no  one  of  the  most — ^fetching  things  he  had  ever 
beheld.  But  he  frequently  thought  that  of  Ruth's 
toilettes. 

He  received  a  welcoming  smile.  "I  am  going  away  for 
a  little  while,  but  Alicia  is  at  home  and  some  of  the  children. 
I  know  how  you  like  to  torment  the  Uttle  dears.  You  can 
go  in  if  you  wish  and  enjoy  yourself. " 

"I  would  rather  go  with  you  if  I  may; "  than  which,  be  it 
remarked  he  had  better  done  almost  anything. 

"Oh,  certainly  you  may  go  with  me, "  responded  the  lady 
graciously,  "I  shall  be  glad  to  have  company.  But  I  am 
not  going  any  place  interesting,  only  to  the  station.    You 
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see  they  always  send  me  on  errands  because  I  am  supposed 
to  be  young. " 

"  Only  supposed  to  be  ?  " 

" Certainly;  I  am  not  so  very  young.  I  am  getting  up  in 
years. " 

It  would  have  been  very  unwise  in  Julian  to  betray  his 
knowledge  of  her  years.  "If  you  are  as  old  as  you  look, 
you  are  at  the  sacharrine  age. " 

Ruth  chuckled  joyously.  "Tliere  is  one  thing  for  which 
I  have  a  particular  fondness,  as  I  see  you  have  observed 
^=— that  is  flattery,  especially  wholesale,  downright  flattery, 
I  suppose  that  is  served  up  in^'Thunderbolt'  style  ?*' 

** Certainly;  'The  Thunderbolt'  prides  itself  on  its  incor- 
ruptible honesty. " 

"All  right,  Mr.  Carroll;  you  may  be  sure  that  self-interest 
will  prevent  me  from  questioning  it — ^but  we  are  not  going 
down  that  street. " 

"  I  understood  that  we  are  going  to  the  station.  ** 

"Well,  so  we  are." 

"That  is  the  direct  route. " 

"Of  course  it  is,"  said  Ruth  in  a  voice  of  disparage- 
ment, "but  to  some  minds  an  indirect  route  is  more 
alluring. " 

"That  is  indisputable.     Any  route  will  suit  me. " 

"I  suppose,  "in  unnecessary  dispute,"you  will  be  wanting 
some  sort  of  a  reason  for  turning  oflF  that  street,  which  is 
shadier  than  this.  Of  course  you  will  not  be  satisfied  with- 
out some  sort  of  a  tiresome  reason  for  doing  it.  As  if  the 
reason  mattered ! " 

"Well,"  said  Julian  mildly,  "I  have  not  demanded  a 
reason,  that  I  am  aware  of. " 

"No;"  said  Ruth,  pensively  musing,  "of  course  not. 
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But  I  am  afraid  that  is  guile.  If  you  had  only  asked  right 
out  I  should  be  justified  in  refusing  point  blank;  or  in  giving 
you  an  evasive  answer.  But  when  you  are  so  angelically 
incurious,  it  naturally  calls  for  a  reward  of  merit,  so  I  have 
nothing  to  do  but  tell  you. " 

"Your  reasoning  is  so  very  convincing  that  I  can  only 
patiently  await  my  *  reward  of  merit  *. " 

"Since  you  must  know,  that  nice  shady  street  suffers 
under  one  ban — ^but  it  is  an  insurmountable  one — it  is  the 
abiding  place  of  my  'dearest  foe '. " 

Julian  had  almost  said  "Malvina!"  but  saw  the  pitfall 
in  time. 

"And  I  am  afraid  she  might  want  to  call  me  in  and  be 
pleasant  to  me.  She  does  sometimes  and  it  is  worse — ^it  is 
worse — than  going  to  the  dentist 's. " 

"I  don't  wonder  you  avoid  it  at  any  cost,"  said  Julian, 
his  unguarded  eyes  twinkling  with  a  too  perfect  compre- 
hension. He  saw  Ruth  flush.  He  had  brought  the  mem- 
ory of  the  book  between  them.  Julian  said  nothing.  He 
did  not  immediately  see  anything  to  say;  and  Ruth 's  chatter 
seemed  frozen  at  its  source.  Mr.  Carroll  was  little  better 
at  concealment  than  was  the  young  woman  herself.  Julian 
inwardly  berated  his  unguardedness  as  they  progressed  in 
silence.  But  had  Ruth  suspected  him  as  the  shipper  of  her 
lost  property?  All  depended  on  that.  He  was  soon  to 
know. 

Miss  AlUs  did  not  long  remain  speechless.  "  I  owe  some- 
one a  lot  of  stamps, "  were  the  words  with  which  she  broke 
silence. 

"Do  you  ?"  he  inquired  interestedly;  "how  do  you  hap- 
pen to  have  a  debt  like  that  ?  " 

Ruth  laughed — evidently  at  him.  "Somewhere  I  have  a 
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benevolent  friend,  whose  face  I  am  not  sure  I  should  know, 
to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  return  of  a  book  I  loet  once. 
I  was  sorry  to  lose  it,  too,  for  a  number  of  reasons.  One  is 
— or  rather  was,  I  have  burned  it  up  now — that  it  was 
stuffed  full  of  nonsense  from  cover  to  cover.  You  can  ima 
gine  how  glad  I  was  to  receive  it  by  mail  after  I  bad  given 
up  hope  of  finding  it;  and  the  ardor  of  my  gratitude  to  my 
unknown  benefactor.  But  those  stamps  stick  to  my  con- 
science. " 

''I  think  if  it  were  I,  I  should  dismiss  all  thoo^it  of 
them." 

''Mr.  Carroll,  I  am  really  shocked  at  such  advice!  Am 
I  not  to  pay  my  debts  ?  " 

''I  should  think  that  could  hardly  be  regarded  as  a  debt. 
Doubtless  the  responsible  party,  whoever  that  may  have 
been,  was  actuated  by  pure  benevolence  and  it  would  be  a 
pity  to  reduce  the  affair  to  a  conunercial  basis. " 

"He  was  the  kindest  person  ever!  There  was  a  yard  of 
stamps — nearly.     Fancy,  one  cent  stamps. " 

"Perhaps  he  preferred  Benjamin  to  Geoige." 

"What  a  talented  conmientator  you  are  and  how  dear 
you  make  things. "  Then  with  a  sudden  complete  change 
of  tone :  "Mr.  Carroll,  will  you  answer  me  one  question  ? " 

Julian  to  speak  the  truth,  feared  the  question;  but  he 
responded  bravely,  **  Sure,  if  I  am  able.  *' 

Ruth  looked  at  him  with  a  sly,  teasing  smile.  "You  will 
be  able ;  but  don 't  look  so  scared,  Mr.  Carroll.  I  have  been 
brought  up  in  a  law  office  and  I  know  that  one  must  not  ask 
a  question  that  wiU  lead  a  man  to  incriminate  himself. 
Don 't  be  afraid  of  me. " 

"Do  I  look  so  scared,  Miss  Inquisitor  ?  Why  should  I  ? 
That  must  be  all  imagination. " 
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"I  have  played  poker  in  my  time  and  I  understand  the 
nature  of  a  bluflF.  Mr.  Carroll — did — did — Dr.  di  Cesnola 
ever  see  that  horrid  book  of  mine  ?  " 

"Book?    MissAllis— " 

"Don 't  play  with  me,  Mr.  Carroll !  Don 't  pretend  you 
do  not  understand  me.  I  know  that  you  had  the  book. 
I — have  evidence. " 

"Evidence?"  queried  Julian,  who  thought  he  had  been 
particulariy  careful  to  leave  none. 

"Tell  me,  tell  me!"  cried  Ruth  beseechingly. 

But  Julian  did  not  immediately  answer.  His  regard  was 
dwelling  on  her  face,  that  forgot  to  mask  its  too-clear  letter- 
ing. "I  have  him  at  my  mercy,"  Mr.  Carroll  reflected, 
"I  could  most  effectually  do  for  him,  if  I  were  mean 
enough. "     But  he  was  not  mean  enough. 

"Let  me  assure  you  in  the  very  strongest  terms,  that  if 
you  mean  in  the  sense  of  knowing  anything  of  its  contents. 
Dr.  di  Cesnola  never  did  see  it. " 

"And  by  that  I  seem  to  give  myself  away,"  he  thought. 
Upon  that  phase,  however.  Miss  AUis  did  not  appear  to 
dwell.    By  the  shine  of  her  eyes  she  had  come  into  a  fortune. 

"I  never  believed  it,  I  knew  he  was  incapable  of  it! — ^but 
the  horrid  thought  would  intrude.     I  am  ashamed  of  it. " 

This  was  hardly  pleasant  for  the  hearer  on  any  account. 
It  drove  off  the  last  vestige  of  useless  caution.  "You  never 
took  the  trouble  to  ask  whether  or  not  I  had  seen  it,"  he 
remarked  reproachfully;  "apparently,  you  take  it  for 
granted  and — forgive  ?" 

"Yes,  I  take  it  for  granted  and — ^forgive." 

"You  can  forgive  me  for  reading  it,  but  you  could  not 
and  would  not  forgive  Dr.  di  Cesnola  for  the  same  offense — 
or  at  least  that  appears  to  be  the  inference. " 
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"No/*  confessed  Ruth  soberly,  "I  should  never  foi^ve 
Dr.  di  Cesnola,  had  he  been  guilfy  of  that  offense.  ** 

Julian  by  no  means  relished  a  contemptuous  implication 
he  felt  here. 

"  But  is  that  fair  ?  "  he  demanded,  "have  you  two  codes  of 
morab?'' 

"He  was  not  guilty, "  remarked  Ruth  slyly,  "and  I  have 
not  two  codes  that  I  know  of;  only  the  fact  is  that  you  and  I 
are  only  common  people  and  too  much  ought  not  to  be  ex- 
pected of  us. " 

Julian  could  not  help  a  wiy  face.  "While  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
is  so  ver}'  high  above  the  common  run  that  he  must  pay  for 
his  altitude  by  extra  superior  behavior  ?  ** 

It  suddenly  occurred  to  Miss  Allis,  however,  that  she  was 
making  a  gratuitous  exhibition  of  her  feelings;  as  a  vivid 
blush  testified. 

''Ah, "  said  Julian,  not  averse  to  even  such  a  small  mea- 
sure of  vengeance,  "it  looks  to  me  as  if  a  certain  *reincar- 
nateil  Eg}'ptian '  were  inclined  to  revert  to  old  practices. " 

Ruth  menaced  him  with  her  parasol.  "Do  not  dare  to 
quote  that  to  me  or  I  may  take  my  pardon  back.  But  there 
is  the  whistle.  I  want  to  be  there  when  the  train  comes 
m* 
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"It  will  help  me  nothing  to  plead  mme  innocenoe.** 

There  was  the  usual  bustle  attendant  on  the  arrival  of 
the  tram.  Ruth  threaded  her  way  through  the  assembly. 
"We  will  stand  here  by  this  pillar,  where  Mr.  Hall  who 
has  or  should  have  Alicia's  package  will  be  sure  to  see 
me.  If  'Licia  does  not  get  that  parcel  on  time  she  will 
be  simply  distracted. " 

"Mrs.  Rivers  seems  to  me  a  singularly  tranquil  person,*' 
objected  Julian. 

"Of  course  she  is.  Generally  she  is  beautiful  tranquility 
itself.  But  you  must  allow  for  causes.  *  Beware  the  fury 
of  the  patient  man ';  and  beware  the  excitement  of  a  tran- 
quil person.  It  would  be  too  bad  if  my  calm  Alicia  should 
have  to  go  distracted  for  want  of  that  package.  You  see, 
Mr.  Carroll,  you  don 't  begin  to  know  how  very  impor- 
tant it  is. " 

Ruth's  eyes  followed  the  length  of  the  train  which  was 
rolling  into  the  station.  She  turned  smilingly  to  Julian  as 
it  stopped.  "Now  my  mind  is  at  rest.  There  is  Mr.  Hall 
and  he  sees  me.  He  will  bring  it  to  me.  You  see  Mr. 
Carroll  that  is  such  a  very  important  package  you  really 
must  excuse  my  agitation  concerning  its  safety.  It  has 
'Licia's  new  hat  in  it  from  Montfort.  It  is  something 
extra  splendid .    I  know  I  shall  have  to  envy  'Licia. " 

Mr.  Carroll  listened  to  this  explanation  with  great  ap- 
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parent  interest.  It  was  probable  that  he  looked  more  de- 
voted than  he  really  was.  It  was  a  little  way  he  had,  native 
and  incurable,  meaning  much,  or  little,  or  nothing,  as  the 
case  might  be.  Not  to  give  response  to  Ruth's  confiding 
good-fellowship  would  have  been  impossible.  At  least  if 
there  was  anybody  of  so  tough  a  fiber  it  was  not  Julian. 

Still,  however  pardonable  the  weakness,  it  was  an  unfor- 
tunate moment  for  the  delinquent  to  look  up  suddenly  to 
encounter  Elinor 's  eyes  at  the  window  of  a  palace  car. 

Absohitely  transfixed  with  amazement,  Julian  simply 
gaped.  Mabel  peeped  over  Elinor's  shoulder,  thinking  to 
herself:  "If  you  had  put  it  up  you  could  not  have  arranged 
the  scene  better."  In  the  complacency  excited  by  this 
she  gave  the  victim  of  her  machinations  a  quick  grimace  as 
if  to  say:  "Of  course,  sub  rosa,  I  admit  that  I  know  you, 
but  in  the  circumstances,  you  must  not  expect  me  to  do  it 
openly. " 

With  an  exclamation  Julian  started  forward.  But  if 
Elinor  had  seen  Julian  she  had  also  seen  Ruth;  seen 
her  with  the  clearness  of  a  perfect  photograph,  color  to 
boot;  and  what  she  saw  she  admired  too  much  to  like. 
Poor  Elinor!  it  was  her  fatal  weakness  that  overcame  her, 
frantic  jealousy  and  pride.  So  this  was  the  meaning — . 
The  only  sign  of  recognition  was  the  painful  crimson  that 
poured  its  stream  over  her  face.  She  turned  an  ostenta- 
tiously forbidding  shoulder,  and  ignored  him. 

Julian  stopped.  The  slight  was  too  open,  too  flagrant, 
not  to  be  resented:  and  Julian  did  not  have  that  upon  his 
conscience  that  the  unfortunate  Elinor  had  cause  to  believe 
he  had.  He,  too,  had  been  storing  up  the  memory  of  of- 
fenses and  to  him  also  this  seemed  but  the  culminatioD  of 
many. 
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Well,  he  had  his  chance;  as  did  Elinor.  But  a  moment 
and  it  was  gone;  dropped  hopelessly  into  the  past  with  the 
brief  instant  that  held  the  gift.  Elinor  got  up  and  went 
away  from  the  window.  Julian  regained  Ruth's  side. 
The  train  was  under  headway.     It  was  pulling  out. 

Julian  was  in  a  positive  fury:  and  Mabel's  presence, 
Mabel 's  witnessing  of  his  discomfiture  added  sting  to  stab, 
salt  to  the  wound. 

He  did  not  forget,  however,  mechanically  to  relieve  Ruth 
of  the  package  at  last  in  her  possession,  which  she  as  me- 
chanically resigned.  Ruth 's  alert  wits  were  grappling  with 
the  puzzle  of  the  brief  but  telling  act  just  passed.  Julian 
looked  flushed  and  fierce.  "We  have  the  thing  now,  shall 
we  return  ?  "  he  asked  shortly. 

"What  an  absolutely  beautiful  girl,"  was  Ruth's  tenta- 
tive remark. 

"Yes;"  was  Mr.  Carroll's  dry  rejoinder.  Reflection  was 
only  deepening  his  anger.  Nothing  could  excuse,  could 
make  palatable  such  a  snub — ^administered  in  public,  too, 
with  the  mischief-loving  Ruth  at  hand  to  see  it.  Ruth  ap- 
peared serious,  however,  showing  over  his  stunning  reverse 
none  of  the  levity  he  feared.  "You  are  awfully  angry  all  at 
<»nce,"  she  said,  "but  it  is  not  at  me,  I  know.  I  have  not 
done  an}i:hing  to  oflFend  you.  It  was  because — ^because  she 
would  not  speak  to  you ! " 

"Possibly,"  replied  Mr.  Carroll  repressively.  But  the 
subject  was  too  fascinating  to  be  so  easily  forsaken. 

"I  do  not  think  I  ever  saw  anyone  so  perfectly  beautiful. 
Do  you  particularly  object  to  telling  who  she  is  ?  " 

"No;"  said  Julian  in  a  tone  that  was  far  from  eager; 

"her  name  is  Elinor  Langton.  She  lives  in  T ,  and  she 

happens  to  be  the  lady  to  whom  I  am — or  may  be  I  should 
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aay,  to  whom  I  was  engaged.  Upon  my  word  you  will 
understand  that  I  cannot,  after  what  you  saw,  tell  the  exact 
status  of  the  affair. " 

"And  you  have  quarreled  ?  *' 

"Not  that  I  am  aware  of. " 

"But,"  said  the  astonished  Ruth,  "but  then  why  was 
she  so  angry  ?    Why  did  she  refuse  to  speak  to  you  ?" 

Sunshine  barely  touched  the  edge  of  the  thundercloud 
in  a  little  smile.  The  question  amused  him  in  spite  of 
everything.  He  was  beginning  to  feel  that  he  did  know  the 
answer;  so  why  attempt  denial  ? 

"Upon  my  word  as  far  as  I  can  see,  Elinor  can  have  no 
other  cause  of  offense  but — ^you. " 

"Why  ?    Does  she  not  allow  you  to  speak  to  any  one  ?  " 

Julian's  eyes  rested  humorously  upon  his  companion 
with  the  inward  concession  that  perhaps  Elinor 's  exhibition 
had  not  been  without  its  excuse.  "I  believe  she  might 
allow  me  to  speak  to  some  one, "  he  said, "  but  I  've  an  idea 
that  she  might  discriminate. " 

"Well,  she  ought  not  to  discriminate  against  me. 
She  has  not  the  shadow  of  an  excuse.  And  a  girl  that  looks 
like  that  ought  not  to  condescend  to  be  jealous  of  anybody. 
Fancy  it!" 

"Well,  you  know,  **  Julian  reminded  her,  "she  cannot  see 
herself.  And  it  seems  to  me  that  Elinor  is  wonderfully  free 
from  vanity.  And  she  is,  I  fear,  somewhat  inclined  to  dis- 
trustfulness. " 

He  experienced  an  instantaneous  stab  of  compunction  as 
he  made  the  slighting  statement.  In  spite  of  the  smart  of 
recent  offense,  he  was  obliged  to  ask  himself:  "Had  it  been 
distrustf  ulness  or  insist  ?  " 

"After  all,  *'  he  added  a  moment  later  returning  to  gloom, 


TANTALUS  «9 

"as  likely  as  not  she  is  tired  of  the  whole  thing  and  merely 
snatched  at  the  chance  to  give  me  the  grand  bounce.  *' 

But  Ruth  strenuously  repudiated  the  notion.  "No,  Mr. 
Carroll,  no !  You  are  quite  mistaken.  You  are  doing  her 
an  injustice." 

But  the  notion  had  a  hold.  "I  should  bow  to  your  su- 
perior information — and  experience — "  he  said  ironically; 
"but  you  will  pardon  me  if  I  maintain  my  opinion.  Elinor 
has  been  cooling  off,  as  I  know  too  well. " 

"That  was  a  horrid,  nasty  thing  for  you  to  say  to  me,  Mr. 
Carroll,"  said  Ruth,  "I  shall  remember  it.  But  we  can 
fight  that  out  some  other  time.  I  cannot  stop  for  that.  I 
am  too  anxious  to  tell  you  that  that  wonderful  opinion  of 
yours  is  not  worth  a  cent.  'Cooling  off,'  indeed!  Elinor 
looked  cool,  didn  't  she  ?  About  as  cool  as  a  fiery  furnace  in 
July!  Why — ^she  was  so  mad  she  was  nearly  beside  her- 
self. And  injured,  too.  What  have  you  done  to  offend  her 
so  bitterly?" 

"She  has  offended  me  too, "  said  Julian  doggedly. 
"I  like  that, "said  Ruth,  eying  hun  askance,  "why  don't 
you  tell  her  so  then  ?  Custom  makes  the  privilege  yoiurs. 
Have  it  out.  It  is  much,  much  the  best  plan.  The  worst 
thing  in  the  world  is  just  what  you  have  apparently  been 
doing,  bottling  your  wrath  untU  the  inevitable  explosion 
will  scatter  everything  for  good. " 
**  Is  that  your  advice  ?  " 

"Yes,  that  is  my  advice,  Mr.  Carroll;  and  you  need  not 
be  sarcastic  over  it  either.  I  am  bent  on  doing  you  a  good 
turn  in  spite  of  yourself. " 

"You  are  very  good, "  said  Julian. 
"Am  I  not  ?"  laughed  Ruth,  "and  does  not  Mr.  CanoU 
deeply  appreciate  my  goodness  ?  " 
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''Of  coune  I  do,"  replied  Julian;  ''I  appreciate  the  &ct 
that  you  take  enough  interest  to  wish  to  help  matters.** 

''  I  hope  that  is  quite  sincere.  I  do  take  a  certain  amount 
— in  fact  a  great  deal  of  friendly  interest  in  you.  But  to  be 
perfectly  frank  it  is  not  you  that  I  am  thinking  diiefly — biit 
of  Elinor.  Because  you  know,  Mr.  Carroll — ^you  will 
think  I  am  talking  exaggeratedly — and  maybe  I  am — but 
Elinor  looked — as  if  she  were  getting  a  death-blow.  I 
don 't  know  why,  of  course;  but  if  it  was  in  any  way  because 
of  me  I  want  you  to  write  quick  to  tell  her  there  is  nothing 
in  it." 

"I  am  not  so  dead  sure,"  thought  Julian;  but  he  said, 
wanting  his  share  in  every  good  thing  including  such  abun- 
dant sympathy,  "I  have  been  angry  too;  likewise  injured, 
hurt;  but  I  am  getting  no  balm  poured  upon  my  wounds." 

"Perhaps  the  doctor  doubts  the  depths  of  your  wounds. 
You  were  angry,  oh,  yes!  you  were  simply  furious.  But 
that  is  easily  cured.  I  do  not  think  your  case  beyond  re- 
(rovcry.  But  Elinor — ^that  is  diflFerent.  She  will  fancy  all 
her  life  that  she  has  been  done  out  of  something  she  ought 
to  have  had. " 

"Upon  my  word!"  exclaimed  Julian,  "this  is  wondrous 
wisdom !  Where  in  the  world  did  you  learn  all  that  ?  At 
your  age  it  is  in^possible  that  it  should  represent  experience. 

"Oh,  nonsense,"  retorted  Ruth," I  won't  be  made  fun  of 
because  I  air  my  views  for  your  benefit.  You  ought  not  to 
be  so  ungrateful. " 

"  I  am  not.  I  am  not,  indeed.  And  to  show  you  that  I 
am  not,  I  will  take  your  advice.  I  will  write  at  once  to  ex- 
plain, to  beg  explanation.  Or,  no,"  after  a  moment's 
refle<*tion,  "I  will  do  better  than  that.  Letters  are  but  a 
poor  mo<lium  of  communication  as  I  have  occasion  to  know. 
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I  will  go  myself.       Elinor  was  probably  on  her  way  to 

T .     They  meant  to  return  soon,  I  know;  though  I  did 

not  dream  they  would  take  this  route,  or  it  would  have  been 
very  diflferent.  I  have  seldom  had  a  greater — or  more  dis- 
agreeable surprise.    Yes;  I  will  go  myself — ^to-morrow. " 

"I  am  very  glad  that  you  will. " 

"And  all  joking  aside, "  said  Julian,  "I  am  really  obliged 
to  you  for  your  eflForts  to  blow  away  these  clouds.  Perhaps 
they  are  only  unsubstantial  mists  after  all  and  I  shall  owe 
you  much. " 

"Will  you  come  in  ?  "    They  had  reached  the  gate. 

"I  will  if  I  may,"  said  Julian,  "I  believe  I  see  Dr.  di 
Cesnola  on  the  porch. " 

Mr.  Carroll  had  now  definitely  made  up  his  mind  to  put 
aside  all  disloyalty  or  thought  of  disloyalty.  He  was  there- 
fore able  to  turn  an  unclouded  attention  to  Ruth,  who  was 
not  the  Ruth  of  a  little  while  ago. 

"Dear  me,"  said  the  wicked  Julian,  not  unwilling  to 
have  his  turn,  "what  has  become  of  the  seeress?  A  mo- 
ment ago  you  were  dispensing  the  wisdom  of  ninety.  Now 
you  are  growing  younger  and  more  dove-like  every  step. 
You  '11  be  fourteen  before  we  reach — the  porch. " 

"You  had  better  be  careful,  "warned  the  deposed  seeress 
"for  even  a  dove  can  scratch  if  driven  to  it. " 

"I  surely  do  not  want  to  be  scratched.  But  I  am  not 
so  easily  scared.  I  know  I  am  quite  safe — in  present 
circumstances. " 

Ruth  did  not  answer;  as  she  turned  her  eyes  upon 
Victor  Paul,  who  had  risen  and  stood  on  the  step  above 
them,  Julian  suffered  the  last,  the  final  twinge  of  his 
complaint.  The  twinge  was  quick,  sharp,  then  he  put  it 
firmly  behind  him,  as  the  inexcusable  absurdity  it  was. 
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It  had  been,  up  to  this  time,  chiefly  a  question  of  Ruth. 
He  now  perceived  something  undiacovered  before — of 
which  at  leaat,  he  had  never  been  sure.  '*  Bless  them," 
he  thought,  "the  idea  of  my  imagining  that  I  could  come 
between  them!''  With  this  conviction  he  finally  gave  up 
the  game.  His  allegiance  to  Elinor  should  be  flawless 
henceforth. 
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'*yfhat  were't  worth  to  know  the  secret  of  your  oonferenoe." 

Beyond  the  station,  Elinor  drew  her  heavy  veil  over  her 
face.  It  was  a  death  wound  she  had  to  conceal.  She 
knew  her  own  weakness,  in  her  proneness  to  distrust;  but 
here  there  seemed  no  room  for  a  healing  doubt.  This  but 
too  brightly  illuminated  that  lack  in  Julian 's  letters  which 
had  cost  her  so  many  bitter  hours.  Ruth's  beauty  was 
the  sort  to  aflFect  Elinor  most  in  its  freshness  and  vivacity; 
and  without  stopping  for  anything  more  she  installed  her  as 
a  successful  rival.  Nor  was  Elinor  in  her  turn  altogether 
to  be  blamed  for  such  a  conclusion,  with  the  undreamed  of 
factor  of  Mabel's  letters  entirely  out  of  her  calculations. 
But  Mabel  was  beside  her;  Mabel  who  had  always  been 
inimical  to  Julian;  who  had  never  lost  an  opportunity  to 
sniff  at  his  claims,  and  worse,  to  disparage  the  quality  of 
his  devotion. 

This  was  Mabel 's  triumph !  It  was  Mabel 's  triumph  in 
a  sense  that  Elinor  little  suspected ;  and  her  diagnosis  of  the 
marplot's  feeling  was  not  exact  Mabel  understood  the 
the  machinery  of  the  event  too  well  to  find  unmitigated 
triumph  therein.  Knowing  it  so  well,  she  was  suffering  one 
of  her  periodical  fits  of  unfruitful  remorse  for  her  own  part 
in  the  production.  Not  in  the  slightest  degree  for  Julian's 
sake;  but  for  Elinor's  whose  silent  rigidity  alone  gave  sign 
of  her  struggle  for  composure,  for  fortitude.    She  read  it  to 
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tbr  'aM  ^vilunii*.  Kliiior'^  pritie  'viu  anned  to  hide  from 
iit*rniHi\t-.iiI  pi-npio. ' hf « if auliiit*!f» ot  the  "stroke  she  thought 

luiinii  mii  iziwn,  \iui  4  'vas  f^rhaps»  no  more  for  heraelf 
than  "iM- 'lu- .MFfMuitr.  Miil  vifar.  vuom  -he  -vouid  protect 
'nun  •  oiuii'iTiimituii. 

\\\n    wH  ^'IiiuM-    T'-M-if    ouiii  'lave  t'elt  :ziore  angnr  over 

thr  -i«Mu-    n    Mr  -laiMMi.     ^luut*i.    iH>,  'lad  obsenred  Ruth. 

'»ut  wiih  .1  ixi-t-ntr.   tHiiiT ♦'VI!'.  luii  «'verv  oue ox  Mias  .Ulia's 

.■hiu:tM>^au   :«>iif   :onn    'i    :ir   luiii'imenc  Liipunsit  JniuuL 

11 'va>   !ir  Mt  Mfii  -    nit    «»KT-   ti  !ier  ^ar  rhat  mcempced 

irr'TitMiiaiTuii'*.        *   xaiii  •  lui  .o  .uke  rViiataway,"  GUmir 

'^Mi,  'o  *  'UHii^tti  ^LioM.  ■  luiiau  ^  iiaiuchtr.  :so  Feiix 
^  \x%n  >  'f  s?^»ivvM  ».  ■  MiHiii  -jur  -iuu:  'Verr  ynciL,  »; 
'  ^vtJi   :iKr    '.tai^rr    I  'V-nv.  "  .mi  ■>.»s«'  viih  :aa£  purputie  in 

owai'^*>   -vt    ■^•jM    ■*«■    K^H'^if  .au  ••.inner -!!U   •i*iir-.-ar. 

vjuiiv    \*\riMi*      ^'i.^'\'u>     »     -•*   •-•!t*:i    Jai    uucT*i    3a*-e   ^^ 
•irr^i    •  ••.•**•  ut^xA.'    -.'^'^•■.'      t-  r«r   UAi.  "e  :aMic«caeii 

TIC  "i'Tx:  -■     -'-— ^      .-•      .  ••:        f.-^    *      •.•"::!^     -J 
•K  -;r.:.       r-*      -^^  .■     •- .     *:        *i- *-      *i-      ^     ,«•>■* 
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"The  heat  and  all  have  been  too  much  for  Elinor,"  said 
the  strategist,  telling  her  yam  gracefully.  Felix  was  solic- 
itous. 

*  *  Is  Elinor  ill  ?    Is  there  nothing  that  we  can  do  ?  " 

**A  headache  is  all  the  better  for  solitude,"  said  Mabel 
vaguely;  "but  I  will  give  her  some  aromatic  spirits.  Sit 
down,  Felix,  and  wait  a  moment.  I  have  something  I 
want  to  say  to  you. " 

Felix  took  ihe  hint  to  eflFace  himself  for  the  time.  He 
watched  the  landscape  spin  by,  and  wondered  at  the  illness* 
that  had  so  suddenly  overtaken  one  who  so  short  time  ago 
had  been  blooming  and  gay.  Elinor  had  had  anticipa- 
tions of  her  own.  Throughout  the  day  had  the  hope  been 
with  her  that,  face  to  face,  the  wall  of  thin  ice  behind  which 
Julian  had  been  receding,  would  melt  and  vanish. 

Mabel,  to  uphold  her  statement,  took  a  small  bottle  and 
measuring  glass  from  a  satchel;  and  having  prepared  a 
dose  carried  it  to  her  sister.  "You  are  to  to  take  this, 
Elinor." 

"Am  I?"  said  Elinor,  making  no  move.  To  the  mis- 
erable all  things  are  equally  an  oflFense  and  a  misery. 
But  in  the  end  she  took  it,  impatiently. 

Mabel,  replacing  the  glass  and  bottle  in  her  satchel, 
made  careful  observation  of  the  situation  chosen  by  Felix. 
"Not  far  enough  away,"  she  thought,  "Elinor  has  such 
sharp  ears ;  she  might  hear. " 

"The  other  side  is  shadier,"  she  suggested  to  Felix, 
"and  further  away  from  the  chance  of  disturbing  Eli- 
nor." 

Felix  followed  her  lead.  "We  can  have  the  car  switched 
oflF  at  H "  he  said ,  "  if  you  or  your  sister  wish. " 

"Not  at  all, "  replied  Mabel,  "it  is  no  such  serious  matter 
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as  all  that.  We  are  anxious  to  get  home  as  soon  as  possible 
now  that  we  are  on  the  road.  But  I  want  to  say  something 
to  you,  Felix. " 

"WeU,hereIam.'' 

"So  I  perceive,"  responded  the  Marplot  in  her  element, 
with  the  cards  in  her  hand.  "You  will  not  be  angry  if  I 
give  you  a  little  advice,  will  you,  Felix  ?  " 

Felix  was  probably  no  fonder  of  unsolicited  advice  than 
is  the  rest  of  the  world.  But  6ne  does  not  quarrel  with 
one's  law-relations  in  posse,  whatever  one  may  do  after 
having  attained  a  legally  established  advantage  over  them. 
"I shall  be  prepared  to  listen  with  due  attention," 
said  he. 

"The  trouble  is,"  pursued  the  subtle  plotter,  "that  you 
are  too  m'odest;  you  are  both  too  modest.  You  are  afraid 
and  dilly  dally,  and  that  makes  Elinor  doubt  your  earnest- 
ness; so  you  play  at  cross  purposes,  until  the  looker-on — 
that's  me — ^becomes  impatient  with  the  absurdity  of  it 
all." 

"Oh,  come,  Mabel,"  said  Felix  rather  aggrieved,  "I 
don 't  know  what  you  mean  by  saying  that  I  *  dilly  dally '. " 

"Elinor  must  be  taken  by  storm.  Be  prompt;  be  im- 
portunate; don't  be  discouraged,  don't  take  *no*  for  an 
answer.  I  tell  you — and  I  know! — ^that  the  omens  are 
propitious,  if  you  only  have  the  boldness  to  seize  the 
opportunity.  I  want  the  matter  settled  one  way  or 
another. " 

"But  what  in  the  world  am  I  to  do!"  exclaimed  Felix 
rattled  at  this  radical  advice  as  to  the  conduct  of  his  wooingt 
which  he  was  inclined  to  conduct  on  the  principle  of  the 
slow  and  sure  advance. 

"  A3k  Elinor  to  marry  you  oow, "  urged  Mabel  in  a  posi- 
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tive  way  that  left  no  doubt,  "ask  her  to  many  you  to- 
morrow, when  we  reach  the  city." 

Felix  looked  at  the  drooping  figure  beyond.  A  new 
thought  seemed  to  strike  him.  "  Do  you  mean  to  say — am 
I — has  anything  I  have  said  or  done,  or  left  unsaid  or 
undone — " 

Mabel  needed  no  more.  The  half-expressed  thought 
was  of  a  nature  vastly  to  amuse  her,  though  she  quickly 
realized  the  value  of  the  error  in  her  game.  "My  too 
modest  Felix,  you  must  see  that  upon  that  point  I  must  not 
assist  you  to  a  conclusion. " 

"Suppose, "  he  said  after  a  bit,  "that  I  follow  your  advice 
and  come  to  grief  ?  " 

"*He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much  or  his  deserts  are 
small'"  quoted  Mabel;  "you  know  the  rest.  Take  my  ad- 
vice, just  as  I  give  it,  and  you  will  not  lose — ^as  I  am  a  sin- 
ner"— ^with  a  beaming  smile  that  proclaimed  how  lightly 
sat  her  sins  on  the  hope  of  a  triumphant  scheme. 

"Am  I  to  make  the  plunge  now?"  asked  Felix  with  a 
doubtful  glance  forward.  Mabel  followed  it.  "I  wonder 
if  the  stage  is  reached  ?  But  no ;  she  will  suspect  my  hand. 
Not  now,"  she  said;  "wait  until  after  dinner.  And  for 
mercy's  sake,  Felix,  unless  you  want  to  put  everything  at 
sixes  and  sevens,  don 't  let  Elinor  suspect  that  I  have  said 
anything  like  this,  or  in  the  first  burst  of  her  indignation 
we  shall  both  be  blown  into  space. " 

Felix  wore  still  his  perplexity,  but  he  rose  to  seek  the 
smoking  compartment.  "I  will  come  back  after  dinner, " 
he  said.  "I  am  going  to  do  as  you  suggest.  It  would  be 
an  awful  blow  to  me  to  lose  Elinor;  and  if  she  fancies  that, 
I  am  lukewarm  and  dilatory,  why,  I  shall  try  to  do  away 
with  that  impression.     God  knows,"  he  added  with  a  su(Jr. 
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den  emotion,  "that  the  belief  does  me  injustice;  that  I  am 
and  have  been  as  much  in  earnest  as  a  man  could  be. " 

''Don 't  tell  me  that,"  said  Mabel,  uncomfortable,  as  ever, 
on  the  emergence  of  the  graver  symptoms,  "tell  Elinor. 
That  is  between  you  and  her.  '* 

Felix  looked  as  if  he  meant  to  say  something  more;  but 
thought  better  of  it  and  went  away. 


CHAPTER  LH 

''My  drops  of  tears  I'll  turn  to  sparks  of  fire." 

Dinner  from  the  buffet  car  had  been  brought  in  and 
taken  away.  Elinor  was  in  a  state  of  mind  to  take  small 
interest  in  the  affair;  and  even  Mabel,  whose  calm  pulses 
were  little  subject  to  acceleration,  was  in  this  instance 
secretly  too  excited  to  eat. 

Then  Felix  had  come  and  was  gone  again  after  a  long 
interview.  True  to  her  promise  to  give  him  his  chance, 
Mabel  had  retired  to  the  far  end  of  the  car  to  bury  herself 
ostentatiously  in  a  book.  Impatience  and  curiosity  as  to 
the  outcome  of  her  last  most  daring  stroke,  prevented  her 
apparent  absorption  from  becoming  real,  however.  She 
maintained  her  calm  only  by  a  strong  effort.  Was  success 
here  at  last,  the  too-beloved  Julian  downed  ?  In  her  eyes 
he  was  truly  undeserving. 

She  watched  the  play  before  her  furtively.  But  so  quiet 
and  unexcited  were  the  actors,  so  repressed  were  all 
tokens  of  unusual  feeling,  if  any  were  present,  that  she 
could  reach  no  conclusion  as  to  the  finale.  ''If  this  plan 
has  miscarried,  I  shall  have  to  give  it  up.  The  day  will  be 
hopelessly  lost. "     She  had  staked  success  upon  one  throw! 

Felix  rose  and  for  a  moment  bent  over  Elinor.  His  face 
was  visible  to  the  watcher  while  the  girl 's  was  concealed. 
Certainly  no  elation  was  present  in  the  wooer's  manner 
but  neither  was  there  evidence  of  discouragement. 
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Ma(Mfl  cloned  the  book  she  had  been  pretending  to  read, 
and  K<)in^  to  Elinor  took  the  seat  vacated  by  the  departing 
lovrr.  ** There  "  she  said,  languidly  offering  the  volume 
to  h(*r  MiMter,  **I  am  through  with  the  dull  old  thing.  You 
may  have  it  if  you  like." 

**You  do  not  seem  to  recommend  it  very  highty,**  said 
Elinor. 

**  Maybe  not,  but  then  you  and  I  do  not  always  agree 
about  books.     You  may  like  it." 

**  Perhaps,"  returned  Elinor;  but  she  did  not  open  it; 
allowing  it  to  lie  in  her  lap  while  her  eyes  turned  blankly 
to  the  window.  The  dusky  landscape  spun  by,  the  tall 
i*ornstalks  in  the  near-by  fields  whirling  in  a  noad  dance 
like  greeu-clothed  witches,  to  the  barbarous  pounding 
touitoius  of  the  wheels.  Elinor  was  pale,  her  great  dark 
eyes  dwply  shaded;  but  she  was  rigidly  calm. 

Suddenly  she  turned:  Mabel  seemed  half  asleep.  ''I 
have  something  to  tell  you,"  said  Elinor  in  the  same 
frozen  way. 

'*\Vhat  did  you  say?"  asked  Mabel  with  a  sleepy 
glance  though  she  had  seldom  been  more  alert. 

**  I  said,"  the  unsuspecting  Elinor  replied,  ''that  I  have 
something  to  tell  you,  you  and  mother." 

'*  1  hope  it  is  something  lively  to  wake  us  all  up,"  Mabd 
remarked,  '*we  need  it." 

**lf  you  will  let  me  out,"  suggested  Elinor,  lifelessly. 

"" Certainly;  am  1  keeping  you  back.^  But  you  said 
you  had  something  to  tell  me." 

''I  have;  you  and  mother.  I  do  not  wish  to  tdl  it 
twice.     Come!" 

This  could  only  mean  one  thing.  Dismissal  would 
not  be  so  announced.    But  Mabel»  who  had  labored  to 
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that  end  did  not  find  her  feelings  all  elation  as  she  went 
after  Elinor  to  their  mother's  side.  Unconquerable, 
if  perfectly  useless,  compunction,  took  all  shine  out  of  the 
triumph.  She  was  in  the  position  of  being  able  neither 
to  resign  nor  to  enjoy.  But  she  had  the  gift  of  cloaking 
her  feelings.  None  would  have  guessed  them  as  she  took 
a  backward-riding  seat  opposite  to  Elinor  and^  her 
mother. 

It  was  easy  to  see  from  whom  Elinor  had  derived  her 
beauty.  Mrs.  Langton  was  still  a  handsome  woman;  her 
heavy  sculpturesquely-waved  white  hair  was  a  veritable 
crown. 

"Well  Elinor,  what  is  this  wonderful  thing  ?  " 

"Mother, "  said  the  girl  cold  and  white," Felix  has  asked 
me  to  many  him — ^to  marry  him  to-morrow.    Shall  I  do  it." 

Mrs.  Langton  observed  her  in  startled  amazement,  dis- 
cerning traces  of  conflict  There  was  silence.  "Elinor," 
her  mother  said  at  last,  "you  know  that  I  have  said  that  in 
such  a  matter  I  should  never  attempt  to  interfere  with  you, 
to  dictate  to  you.  It  is  my  creed  that  no  one  not  even  I, 
has  any  right  to  meddle.  It  is  your  life,  your  happiness  or 
unhappiness;  you  must  decide  for  yourself.  But  I  did 
think  that  you  regarded  yourself  as  engaged  to  Julian 
Carroll." 
I     "  No,  no ! "  cried  Elinor,  "  that  is  all  over. " 

"But  only  two  or  three  days  ago  I  saw  you  addressing|a 
letter  to  him.    Was  it  over  then  ?  " 

"No,  it  was  not;  but  it  is  over  today;  over  forever!" 

"But,  Elinor,  what  does  this  mean  ?" 

"Oh,  Mother,  don't,  don't  ask  me!  But  no;  that  is  not 
fair  to  you.  You  must  know,  I  must  tell  you.  Julian  has 
been  forgetting  me,  his  letters  have  grown — glacial.    I  did 
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not  want  to  think  it,  I  would  not  believe  it,  but  now  I  must. 
Today — but  how  can  I  tell  that!  It  is — scorching  enough 
to  admit  what  I  have  admitted ! " 

"Julian's  deceit  need  not  scorch  you.  Let  Julian  be 
ashamed  of  it. " 

"Yes,  Mother;  I  suppose  that  is  true;  but — it  does  not 
help  me — in  this  awful  humiliation.  I  shall  never — ^forget 
it — I  never  can.  Oh,  it  does — Mabel  will  tell  you  what 
happened  today. " 

"Today  ?    But  what  can  have  happened  today ! " 

"What  a  horrid  position  I  have  got  myself  into!"  Mabel 
fiiought;  but  self -poised  as  ever  she  said:  "We  saw  Julian 
Carroll  in  the  station  at  S — — .  And  the  crux  of  the  mat- 
ter was,  according  to  Elinor's  view,  that — ^he  was  not  alone. 
He  is  a  sociable  body,  is  Julian,  and  as  ever  he  had  man- 
aged to  attach  himself  to  a  remarkably  pretty  girl.  It  can- 
not be  denied  that  he  shows  very  good  taste  in  girls. " 

"But  that,  I  presume,  is  not  the  charge  against  him  ?" 
said  Mrs.  Langton;  "I  suppose,  Elinor,  that  it  was  not 
high  treason  on  Juli<an's  part  to  speak  to  or  even  to  be 
with  another  girl.     It  is  well  to  be  reasonable. " 

"Elinor  thinks,"  Elinor's  appointed  spokeswoman 
responded,  "that  Julian  knew  she  was  to  be  on  the 
train. "  Too  late  the  speaker  realized  a  slip.  The  writer 
had  never  told  her  of  the  letter.  Mabel  better  than  anyone 
knew  how  and  why  it  had  been  delayed;  but  Elinor  was 
past  noticing. 

"  He  did  know  it !  I  wrote  and  told  him !  There  can  be 
no  mistake!" 

"But,  Elinor  the  letter  may  have  gone  astray.  You 
should  give  Julian  the  benefit  of  the  doubt."  Of  that, 
however,  with  Ruth  before  her  mind 's  eyes  and  the  stinging 
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recollection  of  Mr.  Carroll's  misleading  air  of  devotion, 
Elinor  was  at  present  incapable.  Her  bands  clasped  and 
unclasped  spasmodically.  "He  knew!"  sbe  reiterated 
obstinately,  "he  did  it  on  purpose.  He  wisbed  me  to 
know. " 

Knowing  Elinor  as  sbe  did  tbe  marplot  yet  found  in  ber 
present  state  something  of  revelation.  Sbe  bad  long  prac- 
tised upon  that  trembling  emotionalism  and  yet  sbe  bad 
missed  something  of  its  depths.  It  is  not  too  much  to  saj- 
that  had  Mabel  been  able  at  that  late  day  to  undo  ber  work, 
she  would  not  have  hesitated.  She  bad  a  terrifying  glimpse 
of  the  fires  sbe  played  with. 

"What  am  I  to  do,"  she  reflected,  "if  I  tell  her,  if  I  let 
her  guess  a  breath  of  it,  I  shall  have  lost  ber  for  life.  Julian 
or  I  must  go  to  the  wall  and  it  would  matter  little  about 
Julian  but  Elinor — " 

Poor  Elinor  took  that  clouded  brow  for  pure  sympathy. 
"Never  mind  Mabel,"  she  said,  "I  am  sorry  that  I  must 
burden  you  and  Mother  with  my  woes.  But  after  today 
it  shall  not  be  so — I  suppose — one — ^forgets — in  time.  As 
to  the  other — ^that  is  between  Felix  and  me.  He — ^sball 
never  know.  I  shall  do  my  duty  by  him.  He  says  that  I 
can  make  him  happy.  It  would  be  a  pity — ^for  no  one  to  be 
happy. " 

It  was  vain  to  attempt  to  combat  this  resolution  with  any 
further  defense  of  Julian,  to  utter  speculative  explanation 
of  that  damaging  appearance  at  the  station  in  the  role  of 
attendant  of  another  lady.  There  was  the  misery  of  thoso 
five  months  letters  behind  her  whose  frigidity  had  grown 
and  grown  and  she  had  no  idea  why. 

"So,  mother,  unless  there  is  some  more  valid  objection 
to  oiBFer,  I  shall  marry  Felix  to-morrow. " 


CHAPTER  Lm 

*'Your  shadow,  my  lord." 

Julian  should  have  been  and  probably  was  enjoying 
himself.  The  intention  he  had  formed  to  see  Elinor  in  person 
to  clear  up  all  that  had  gone  so  inexplicably  amiss  had 
given  his  spirits  a  wonderful  fill  up.  The  sight  of  Elinor 
had  restored  the  supremacy  that  had  not,  perhaps,  in  spite 
of  appearances,  been  seriously  threatened.  Julian  could 
not  have  denied  the  interest  he  had  taken  in  Ruth  or  the 
pleasure  he  had  had  in  her  society;  but  he  was  an  individual 
of  that  not  rare  type  who  would  always  find  it  a  task  to  con- 
fine his  worship  to  one  goddess.  To-morrow  he  meant  to 
start. 

Meanwhile  this  evening  while  the  forces  that  were  in  op- 
position to  Ruth  in  her  disinterested  eflforts  to  help  him  out 
of  his  tangle  were  working  so  hard  and  with  such  seeming 
success  against  him,  Mr.  Carroll  solaced  himself  with  a 
bout  of  his  favorite  amusement.  Where  find  better  ma- 
terial to  work  upon  than  Bobby  and  the  twins  ?  And  that 
at  hand  when  had  the  perverse  tease  ever  been  known  to 
resist  such  a  combination  ? 

"  It  is  really  too  bad  to  spoil  juvenile  tempers  as  you  do,  *' 
Dr.  di  Cesnola  expostulated. 

"Who,  me?"  said  Julian;  "I  am  not  spoiling  tempers. 
At  least,  "with  a  provocative  glance  at  Miss  Allis,"not  juve- 
nile tempers.    I  only  want  them  to  say  that  they  don  *t  like 
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*  Aunt  Ruth  *.  That  ought  to  be  easy  enough.  '*  Mr.  Car- 
roll stacked  a  copper  cylinder  on  the  porch.  "G)me,*'  he 
said  in  honeyed  persuasion,  "whoever  says  it  first  shall  have 
all  these  cents; "  and  waited  expectant. 

"Of  what  value  should  you  consider  such  purchased  evi- 
dence ?  "  Dr.  di  Cesnola  desired  to  be  informed. 

"I  am  only  greasing  the  wheels  a  little,"  responded  the 
shameless  briber;  "but  I  see  how  it  is.  They  are  all  too 
much  afraid  of  'Aunt  Ruth'  to  speak. " 

"We  are  not!"  Bobby  contradicted  very  loudly  and 
positively. 

"We  like  our  Aunt  Ruth, "  said  Molly  severely. 

"Our  Aunt  Ruth  can  do  wonderful  things,"  Betty 
pursued. 

"Our  Aunt  Ruth  can, "  chimed  in  the  other  little  echo. 

"I  am  going  to  catch  it  now,"  the  delinquent  lamented. 
He  put  on  a  manner  of  exaggerated  doubt.  "What  are 
these  wonderful  things  your  Aunt  Ruth  does  ?  I  never  see 
her  do  them. " 

"  Well  she  can !    She  paints  beautiful  pictures. " 

"Pictures?"  said  Julian,  "I  suspect  you  two  fell  asleep 
and  dreamed  that.  But  come,  I  won't  say  another  word 
like  that.     But  I  never  saw  any  of  Aunt  Ruth 's  pictures. " 

The  two  little  maidens  allowed  themselves  to  be  beguiled 
to  Mr.  Carroll 's  side.  "We  saw  them, "  said  Betty  eagerly, 
beautiful  pictures  all  colors.  Red  and  blue  and  yellow — " 
as  the  palette  gave  out,  "Oh,  all  colors. " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  now  I  see.    Aunt  Ruth  paints  rainbows. " 

Molly  stamped  her  foot  at  such  mingled  density  and 
scepticism.  "People,"  she  declared,  "she  paints  people. 
Just  you  ask  Aunt  'Licia. " 

"Well,  I  cannot  ask  Aunt  'Licia  now.    She  is  busy 
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talking  to  Mrs.  Percival.  We  must  not  interrupt.  I  shaD 
have  to, "  said  Mr.  Carroll,  who  might  have  held  his  hand 
had  he  forseen  the  rt*sult — though  that  is  by  no  means 
assured,  the  familiar  being  in  charge — "I  shall  have  to  try 
to  believe  it  without  that. " 

Deeply  offended,  Ruth's  small  eulogizers  and  defenders 
drew  off  for  a  secret  consultation,  whence  they  presently 
vanished  into  the  house  unremarked  by  any  one. 

Julian  turned  to  Ruth.  "I  am  not  to  lose  that  picnic 
you  promised  me  by  going  away  to-morrow,  am  I  ?  ** 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  looked  surprised.  "I  did  not  know  that 
you  meant  to  go  away. " 

"A  very  recent  arrangement  which  I  shall  explain  later. 
There  is  a  train  about  seven  in  the  morning  that  I  shall 

take.     I  am  going  to  T for  a  few  days.     I  shall  be  back 

almost  immediately.  But  I  do  not  want  to  be  cut  out  of 
that  picnic  by  going. " 

Ruth  shook  her  head  playfully  ironical.  "I  know  your 
heart  is  set  on  it  of  course,  Mr.  Carroll.  Without  the  pic- 
nic you  would  be  a  permanently  blighted  being.  We  would 
not  disappoint  you  for  the  world.  We  shall  defer  the  bril- 
liant festivity  until  your  return. " 

Judge  Percival  addressed  himself  to  Dr.  di  Cesnola;  who 
rose  and  approached.  It  was  thus  it  happened  that  on 
the  twins,  luckless  little  mischief-makers,  coming  out  the 
wide  front-door  with  a  canvass  between  them,  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
was  suddenly  and  somewhat  embarrassingly  confronted 
with  his  own  portrait,  lifesize  and  unmistakable.  Such 
was  the  immediate  result  of  Mr.  Carroll 's  tactics. 

Molly  and  Betty  were  swelling  with  triumph,  feeling  that 
thus  were  confounded  all  doubters  and  critics.  "We  told 
you  that  our  Aunt  Ruth  painted  pictures!'*  they  cried  with 
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one  accord ;  and  propped  the  picture  against  the  door  frame. 
Theirs  was  the  victory;  but  to  the  elders,  varying  degrees 
of  discomposure.  Dr.  di  Cesnoia,  with  but  one  lightning 
involuntary  glance  at  the  overwhelmed  artist,  stood  back 
without  remark.     Silence  was  golden. 

Judge  Percival  moved  round  to  survey  the  picture. 
"  Did  you  sit  for  that.  Dr.  di  Cesnola  ?  " 

Victor  could  only  give  a  negative. 

"Ruth  is  especially  fond  of  portraiture,"  Alicia  rushed 
bravely  to  the  rescue;  "I  think  she  has  succeeded  unusu- 
ally well  in  that;  but  of  course  Dr.  di  Cesnola  is  a  good 
subject. " 

He  assuredly  was. 

Judge  Percival  looked  quizzical.  "Yes,  the  likeness  is 
good.     Amazingly  so  to  have  been  done  from  memory. " 

It  needed  but  this  to  complete  Ruth's  downfall.  To 
have  this  cherished  secret  dragged  into  the  light  of  day 
for  inspection  and  comment!  The  mortification  was  none 
the  less  deadly  that  she  giggled  hysterically;  partly  at  her 
own  utter  discomfiture;  partly  at  Julian's  visage  of 
mingled  commiseration  and  mischief.  To  face  the  matter 
out  was  not  possible.  She  took  the  easier  course  and  fled, 
nor  halted  till  the  green  walls  of  the  castle  hid  her  from 
mortal  eye. 

"Take  the  picture  up  and  put  it  away,  children,"  Alicia 
rebuked,  "and  after  this  do  not  meddle  with  Aunt  Ruth's 
property. " 

Children  and  canvas  disappeared,  and  faithful  Alicia 
in  a  desire  to  wipe  out  the  memory  of  the  happening  and  to 
protect  Ruth's  line  of  retreat,  plunged  into  conversation 
with  Julian. 

Dr.  di  Cesoola  made  Ijis  way  to  Mrs.  Allis;  and  when  the 
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buzz  of  talk  resumed  on  all  hands,  allowed  his  voice  to  be 
audible  to  her  alone,  he  asked:  "'Mrs.  Allis,  may  I  follow 
Ruth?" 

She  knew  what  this  meant  and  Ruth  was  the  youngest 
and  last  of  the  family;  the  central  point  around  which 
clustered  so  much  love  and  hope.  But  after  a  long  steady 
look  she  replied:  "If  I  say  'yes*,  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  it  is  be- 
cause I  believe  that  you  know  fully  what  you  are  asking  and 
what  I  shall  be  giving. " 

Victor  bent  his  head  in  courteous  respect.  "I  know  the 
value  of  what  I  am  asking.  I  hope  to  deserve  your  confi- 
dence." Yet,  even  as  he  spoke,  stinging  like  an  arrow, 
there  shot  through  him  the  thought  of  his  precarious  posi- 
tion, in  which  by  this,  Ruth  would  have  a  part.  Was  he 
doing  the  right  thing?  Generosity  said  "yes**.  He  had 
seen  her  face,  that  transparent  face,  burning  with  distress 
at  the  incident  just  past.     It  was  his  to  extract  the  sting. 

Unostentatiously  as  might  be,  he  left  the  gathering  on  the 
porch;  but  all  eyes  followed  him.  Julian's  with  surprise 
of  which  he  found  it  difficult  to  rid  himself.  So  Dr.  Paul's 
invincibility  ended  with  Dr.  di  Cesnola 's  capitulation! 

"A  fine  fellow,"  said  Judge  Percival  in  a  low  voice. 
Mrs.  Allis  did  not  dispute  this  summing  up  of  Dr.  di  Ces- 
nola, else  she  had  put  an  embargo  on  that  errand;  but  she 
passed  a  handkerchief  across  her  eyes. 

"Come!"  said  the  Judge,  "don't  look  at  it  so.  It  is 
inevitable.  Be  thankful  that  he  is  one  whom  we  can  all 
welcome  so  heartily.    By  the  way,  where  is  young  T'Vent  ?  " 

Julian  pricked  up  his  ears.  The  problem  of  the  mys- 
teriously missing  Dicky  had  vexed  him  much.  But  he  had 
dared  to  put  no  question  to  anybody  from  whom  the  infor- 
mation might  have  been  forthcoming. 


CHAPTER  LIV 

^Consider  this:  that  in  the  course  of  justice  none  of  vm  should  see 
salvation." 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  had  received  what  he  did  not  know  to 
be  a  unique  honor.  He  had  been  shown  the  location  of  "the 
Castle"  and  had  been  presented  with  its  freedom.  It  is 
true  that  Julian  also  knew  its  location;  but  his  knowledge 
had  been  diflferently  acquired. 

Ruth  had  vanished  in  that  direction.  Victor  would 
seek  her  first  there;  in  other  likely  places  after. 

He  pursued  his  way  over  the  soft  turf  of  the  sloping 
lawn  and  through  the  gate  into  the  meadow.  The  sweet- 
ness and  peace  of  evening  brooded  over  the  place  where 
Ruth  had  first  appeared  to  the  eyes  now  seeking  her.  A 
coppery  sky  lent  its  ephemeral  brilliantcy  to  the  minor- 
expanse  of  water.  All  was  still.  Victor  came  below  the 
castle  and  breathed  only  the  syllable  "Ruth'M 

Ruth 's  hand  immediately  parted  the  green  wall. 

"May  I  come  up  ?"  asked  Dr.  di  Cesnola. 

It  was  with  a  bright  flush  that  she  answered:  **Oh,  yes, 
if  you  can. " 

Victor  laughed  gaily  at  this  doubt  of  his  ability  to  dimb 
the  diflicult  stairway.  " To  be  sure  I  can !  '*  and  straight- 
way went  to  prove  his  words.  He  came  to  the  castle  door, 
its  very  first  guest. 

"You  see  it  was  no  such  difiicult  undertaking.'' 

Twilight  reigned  in  the  green  enclosure  into  which  the 

449 


450  TANTALUS 

evening  light  stole  sparingly  through  the  screening  leaves; 
save  on  one  side  where  a  circular  opening  e3q>anded,  funnd 
like,  to  the  outer  circumference  of  the  foliage.  Here  shone 
in  the  copper  gleam  of  the  sky. 

Ruth's  eyes  were  star-like  but  she  spoke  no  wekx>me. 
Sitting  by  her  he  took  her  hand.  ''Is  this  mine?"  he 
asked. 

''I  am  afraid,"  she  replied  as  quietly  as  he  had  spoken, 
"that  you  know  too  well  it  is. " 

"Why  do  you  say  'afraid' ?  Are  you  unwilling  that  I 
should  have  this  joy  or  do  you  not  trust  me  ?  " 

"Oh,  no:  I  am  not  unwilling.  I  trust  you  implicitly. 
But — I  am  afraid  I  have  made  it  too  plain;  that  I — ^have 
worn  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve.  Yet  I  cannot  feel  ashamed. 
But — do  not  pity  me.  Dr.  di  Cesnola;  I  do  not  want  pity." 

"Pity!"  Victor  laughed  in  pure  exuberance  of  spirits. 
There  was  only  Ruth  and  young  love;  hatred  and  ven- 
geance and  their  dire  fruits  had  retired  into  the  dim  back- 
ground. "Pity!"  said  Victor,  "what  a  word!  Do  you 
think  'pity'  brought  me  hither?  Ah,  no;  it  is  life  I  am  in 
search  of,  life  and  love  and  hope.  They  are  in  your  hands 
to  give  me  if  you  will.  Haven 't  you  known,  haven 't  you 
felt  it  all  this  time — as  I  have  ?  " 

"Oh  no;  I  could  not  know  that.  I  think  I  have  chiefly 
felt  my  own  insignificance.  I  never  cared  before — ^in  the 
way  of  resentment  when  people  called  me  'wax-doll* 
or  'kitten'  or  'butterfly'.  I  did  not  know  whether  I  de- 
served it  or  not  and  did  not  care.  But  lately  I  have  been 
wishing  that  I  were  not  those  things.  That  I  could  be 
something  fine  and  splendid  that  you  could — like. " 

"Like,  indeed!  Don't  you  know  that  you  have  been 
filling  my  eyes  to  the  exclusion  of  all  else.    How  could  you 
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help  but  know  it,  Ruth,  when  to  me  it  has  been  the  one  per- 
vading fact  in  life  since  first  I  saw  you  here ! " 

"I  am  glad,  I  am  happy!"  said  Ruth;  "perhaps  I  could 
not  be  so  very  happy  now  if  I  had  not  feared — it  could 
never  be. " 

"Then  you  are  mine,  mine  through  good  or  ill,  through 
anything  that  may  come,  for  life  or  death  itself! " 

"For  life  or  death  itself!" 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  raised  his  head  and  squared  his  shoulders 
as  if  for  the  battle  he  saw  before  him.  Now  should  he 
fight  it  with  a  good  heart. 

"By  that  you  have  linked  our  lives  together.  By  that 
you  have  lifted  gloom  and  disappointment  and  discontent 
from  my  life — ^and  opened  my  prison  door. " 

Ruth  looked  wondering.  "But — how  strangely  you  talk 
Dr.diCesnolaJ" 

"Not 'Dr.di  Cesnola'." 

"Then — ^Victor — how  strangely  you  talk.  Have  these 
things  been  in  your  life  ?  " 

"These  things  have  been  in  my  life — they  have  been  my 
life — for  long,  long  years.  I  have  been  a  misanthrope, 
a  prisoner,  without  a  ray  of  hope. " 

Nothing  about  the  Dr.  di  Cesnola  she  had  known  had 
prepared  her  for  such  words.     "  A  prisoner ! " 

"Yes,  Ruth;  I  know  that  can  only  sound  strange  and 
exaggerated  in  your  ears.  Yet  it  is  true — ^as  I  mean  it. 
And  remember,  after  I  shall  have  told  you — what  I  must 
tell  you — if  you  cannot  forgive — I  shall  still  have  to  thank 
you  for  this  little  time  of  happiness. " 

Fading  color,  the  slight  shake  of  his  voice  warned  that 
this  was  not  a  matter  for  light  dismissal.  "Forgive!"  ex- 
claimed the  thoroughly  bewildered  Ruth. 
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"Yes,  Ruth,  forgive.  For  I  cannot  stand  before  yon 
unashamed,  blameless.  I  must  ask  for  clemency,  pardon; 
I  must  ask  if  you  can  forgive — without  limit. " 

Ruth  was  deeply  startled.  Dr.  di  Cesnola  had  been 
enshrined,  idealized.  This  threw  upon  him  a  light  too 
novel  to  produce  an  inmiediate  reply.  "But  I  cannot  un- 
derstand," she  breathed. 

"No,  dear,  I  know.  A  wonder  if  you  could.  But  I 
must  tell  you;  and  I  am  prolonging  it,  making  it  worse 
through  sheer  cowardice,  dread  of  your  contempt,  your 
condemnation. " 

"But  there  is  nothing  that  could  make  me  feel  con- 
tempt for  you!" 

"There  are  things  so  far  outside  your  knowledge 
and  experience — but  at  least  you  shall  not  despise  me 
for  a  coward.  I  must  tell  you,  I  will  tell  you,  though  you 
shall  condemn  me,  though  you  drive  me  from  your  life. 
In  a  sentence  I  will  put  it  beyond  the  reach  of  my  own 
wavering.  I — ^have  taken  a  human  life — I — am  a — ^mur- 
derer. " 

The  first  was  a  dazing  shock  that  almost  precluded  con- 
sciousness. The  last  word  came  like  the  blister  of  a  sharp 
restorative.  Her  eyes  widened  in  an  ashen  face;  she  tore 
away,  receded  to  the  utmost  limit  of  the  little  space,  intent 
only  to  put  the  greatest  distance  between  them.  Could  it 
be  Dr.  di  Cesnola  from  whom  such  a  confession  had  come — 
words  of  horror!  Surely  it  could  not  be!  Ruth  clutched  at 
her  heart.  The  stab  of  death  had  pierced  it.  It  could 
not  be  Dr.  di  Cesnola  who  had  spoken,  placing  on  him- 
self the  awful  brand !  Both  were  death-pale  in  the  green 
dusk.  Victor  covered  his  face.  He  saw  himself  con- 
demned.     The    speechless,    instinctive,    unconquerable 
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horror  that  had  surged  in  Ruth's  withdrawal  was  far 
more  eloquent  than  words. 

But  the  harsher  spirit  of  judgment,  of  instinctive  repul- 
sion, was  not  to  remain  supreme.  A  new  feeling  was 
springing  from  the  ruins  of  the  old  and  for  all  it  saw  only 
a  fallen  idol  to  expend  itself  on  a  loftier  one;  the  instinct 
of  consolation. 

Impulsively  as  she  had  withdrawn  did  she  return. 
There '  was  compassion,  protection,  in  the  gesture  with 
which  she  placed  her  arm  about  him,  laid  her  cheek  against 
the  fingers  that  shaded  his  own.  1 

"Victor!'  but  there  was  no  answer.  "Don't  be  hurt, 
don't  be  angry.  You  startled  me.  I  did  not  know 
what  I  was  doing.    Victor ! " 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  raised  his  head.  Ruth's  arm  tightened 
with  a  bleeding  pity.     "Have  I  hurt  you  so !    Forgive  me ! " 

"Angel ! "  said  Victor,  " if  you  hurt,  you  heal  me.  I  reap 
what  I  have  sown !  But  do  you — can  you — am  I  to  go  into 
outer  darkness?  Do  not  fear  to  speak  it.  I  shall  not 
blame  you,  I  shall  not  dare  to  complain  if  you  cast  me  out. 
But— tell  me." 

Her  arm  lay  still  upon  his  shoulder.  Snow  white  she  sat 
for  a  breath  or  two  without  answering.  Then  she  mur- 
mured : — 

"It  is  not  I,  who  shall  ever  send  you  to  'outer  darkness'. 
Whatever  you  have  done,  you  are  still  you;  and  whether 
it  may  be  right  or  wrong,  that  is  all  I  can  see.  But — ^you 
never  seemed — ^like  that.  It  is  so  strange.  It  feels  like 
a  dream.  I  wonder  if  I  am  dreaming  ?  "  One  hand,  then 
the  other,  brushed  across  her  eyes.  But  the  troubled 
dream  still  held. 

"I  fear  it  must  remain  a  bitter  reality,  Ruth.    How  glad 
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I  should  have  been  to  find  it  but  an  evil  dream  any  time  in 
these  long  years.  But  I  have  not  told  you  all.  There  is 
still—" 

"  K  you  would  rather  not  tell —  " 

"Ah,  Ruth,  don't  tempt  me,  because  I  would  so  much 
rather  not  tell  you.  But  I  must  do  it,  I  must  be  fair,  that  you 
do  not  go  blindfolded  into  a  trap;  that  you  know  to  the 
uttermost  what  you  are  accepting.  That  is  why  the 
hateful  story  must  be  disclosed. " 

Victor  Paul  unconsciously  knit  his  brows.  Never  did 
that  old  memory  of  wrong  revive  but  that  it  brought  about 
the  recrudence  of  the  conflict  between  intellectual  belief  and 
primitive  instinct.     There  came  a  heavy  sigh. 

"It  all  happened  ten  years  and  more  ago.  T  was  bom  to 
a  splendid  inheritance  of  name  and  land ;  but  another  heri- 
ditament  came  with  it  not  so  worthy  of  aflFection.  Am  I  to 
tell  you  that  it  was  temper,  wicked  frantic  temper,  that  was 
my  undoing!  Shame  that  I  must  admit  it.  It  was  mad- 
ness, temporary  insanity;  and  there  was  but  one  person  who 
ever  sought  to  curb,  to  teach  me  to  curb  the  demon.  If 
my  mother  had  not  died  in  my  eighth  year  my  life  might 
have  been  very  diflFerent.  She  alone  ever  tried  to  impress 
it  upon  me  that  a  racial  inheritance,  even  one  so  old — so 
notorious — ^might  be  a  disgrace  rather  than  a  distinction. 
She  was  a  strong,  sane  Englishwoman  and  her  death  was 
my  greatest  loss.  With  her  died  my  chance.  Thereafter 
I  had  around  me  menial  dependants  whose  only  aim  was  to 
keep  me  amiable  if  might  be;  or  if  not  to  get  out  of  the  way 
of  the  foolish  transports  of  rage  that  fill  me  with  shame, 
disgust,  to  recall;  and  always  to  cajole  and  flatter  instead  of 
applying  the  discipline  I  merited  and  needed.  My  position 
gave  me  power  to  tyranize  ^nd  I  used  it  to  pamper  my  evil 
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spirit.  But  I  have  paid  for  the  indulgence  since — ^paid 
every  arrear.  T  perceive  that  I  deserved  to  lose  my  heredi- 
tary place  in  life.  I  was  unworthy  of  the  trust.  It  needed 
calamity  to  teach  me  the  need  for  self-mastery  and  then  it 
was  too  late— it  was  ruin,  ruin — the  ineflFaceable  stain! 
Yes,  Ruth,  even  through  all  the  wrong  I  did  I  have  hated 
that  dead  man,  hated  him  furiously,  unforgivingly;  cannot 
even  now  say  that  I  forgive  him,  because  his  sin  against  me 
and  mine  made  me  a  criminal,  placed  that  stain  of  blood 
upon  my  hand. 

"Yet  I  thought  him  my  best  friend,  we  had  spent  our 
boyhood  together,  as  it  were,  studied  under  the  same  tutors, 
enjoyed  the  same  pastimes.  His  rank  was  higher  than 
mine,  but  in  reality  his  family  was  no  older  and  we  yielded 
them  nothing  in  pride;  called  it  an  accident  that  had  made 
him  the  ruler  to  whom  we  acknowledged  a  nominal  alle- 
giance. Does  that  sound  strange  to  you,  Ruth  ?  I  suppose 
it  does.  The  difference  in  our  rank  had  never  entered  into 
our  personal  relations. 

"Never  did  one  person  entertain  a  more  perfect  confi- 
dence in  the  truth  and  honor  of  another — nothing  but  his 
own  word  could  have  destroyed  it.  Against  any  one  else 
I  should  have  defended  him  to  the  death.  But  from  him- 
self— can  you  not  understand  that  when  I  heard  from  his 
own  lips — they  are  a  cruel  race!  I  did  not  realize  the  in- 
grained trait  then.  I  could  not  comprehend  the  actual- 
malignancy  of  his  manner  on  that  last  day;  why  he  should 
revel  in  the  anguish  he  was  inflicting  upon  me;  bring  every- 
thing to  bear  that  might  excite  my  fury  to  the  very  point  of 
insanity.  But  he  did;  he  brought  it  upon  himself.  So 
much  at  least  I  may  say  in  self-defense. 

"It  was  not  in  cold  blood  that  I  did  it,  but  only  after  he 
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had  taunted  me  to  madness;  after  he  had  told  me  that 
which  no  man  shall  tell  another  and  expect  to  get  off  scot- 
free.  We  were  upon  a  balcony  that  overhung  a  lake.  We 
had  been  studying;  our  books  were  there  and  I  had  by  me 
a  stilletto  that  I  had  been  using  as  a  paper-cutter.  Goaded, 
inflamed,  conscious  of  no  intent,  in  an  instant  I  had  snatched 
it  up — ^plunged  it — into  his  heart,  and  in  the  struggle  I  had 
thrown  him  over  the  railing  into  the  lake. 

''I  saw  him  sink;  the  water  agitated  and  reddened;  the 
bloody  weapon  in  my  hand ;  and  I  seemed  to  wake  from  a 
frightful  dream;  to  know  for  the  first  what  I  had  done. 
My  father  was  by  me.  He  had  laughed  at  my  furies; 
played  upon  them;  called  me  *a  true  scion  of  the  old  race*; 
but  now  he  had  nothing  but  condemnation  for  me,  nothing 
but  curses  for  my  madness. 

"I  wished  to  stay;  to  fight  it  out  there  upon  the  scene, 
armed  with  my  family's  importance;  to  make  wrong  pay 
for  wrong.  I  would  have  laid  down  my  life  cheerfully  then 
and  there  to  have  the  question  settled,  to  have  the  final 
judgment  of  mankind  upon  my  deed ;  to  pay  the  last  penalty 
should  it  so  result. 

"But  I  yielded  to  all  my  father  demanded.  It  was  the 
least  that  I  could  do,  having  brought  upon  him  the  calamity 
of  such  a  death  under  his  roof.  He  stripped  me  of  my 
inheritance,  my  name,  wrote  the  name  that  had  been  mine 
upon  a  tomb.  I  am  a  dead  man,  Ruth.  Legally  there  is 
no  longer  such  a  one  alive.  The  two  devoted  friends,  so 
the  story  was  told,  had  drowned  together  in  the  lake;  and 
when  his  body  was  taken  from  the  water  mine  was  said  to 
have  come  with  it,  though  then  I  had  fled  and  was  on  the 
sea;  never  more  to  possess  a  name,  a  home,  a  country. 

"Only  my  father  and  one  other,  the  dead  man's  heir, 
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knew  the  facts;  and  because  he  was  deceived  into  thinking 
me  dead,  he  let  it  go.  Both  dead,  vengeance  was  satisfied. 
There  was  nothing  more  to  be  done  but  bury  the  dead. 
But  this  is  why  I  tell  you  the  hateful  story,  Ruth.  Lately 
he  has  come  to  know  that  I  live.  Time  after  time  I  have 
been  upon  the  verge  of  discovery,  to  have  it  averted  by  a 
hair's  breadth.  Often  have  I  wondered  that  I  should  escape. 
But  living  in  obscurity,  never  oflF  my  little  treadmill  beat,  I 
did  escape.  It  was  only  on  the  day  that  I  set  out  with 
Julian  that  discovery  did  overtake  me;  that  I  met  my  enemy 
face  to  face  and  the  long  deception  was  revealed.  You  can 
imagine  his  astoundment  and  his  anger — though  he  did  not 
by  any  means  love  the  man  whose  heir  I  made  him.  Still, 
it  is  'vendetta';  and  then,  since  he  no  longer  loses  by  it, 
his  is  a  genuine  tiger-soul  that  loves  the  chase  for  its  own 
sake." 

"You  are  in  danger!" 

"Ruth,  you  know  I  would  spare  you  this  if  I  could.  But 
since  you  will  take  me,  dear,  with  my  sins  upon  me,  part  of 
the  punishment  falls  on  you.  It  was  necessary  that  you 
should  know  this  to  prepare  you  for  what  must  or  at  least 
may  come." 

"  But  I  cannot  bear  this !  You  must  be  made  safe !  My 
father,  my  uncle — " 

"Don 't,  Ruth,  don 't !  The  end  has  not  come  yet.  That 
I  should  have  brought  this  upon  you !  There  is  a  fighting 
chance  and  I  mean  to  take  it.  Once  I  meant  to  give  up, 
to — "  But  he  remembered  how  Julian  from  a  meagre 
hint  had  guessed  the  whole  and  stopped.  "I  shall  take 
counsel.  I  shall  fight  now,  use  fevery  legal  device,  contest 
every  step.  They  are  not  so  firmly  seated  upon  their  emi- 
nence as  to  be  invulnerable.    All  I  can  do  to  balk  their 
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vengeance  I  shall  feel  justified  to  do.  I  admit  the  honor 
of  what  I  did;  I  hate  it;  I  loathe  it;  but  I  am  still  so  unre- 
generate  that  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  acknowledge  their 
right  to  trj*  me,  to  pronounce  sentence;  because  there  is  ever 
the  unforgiven,  unfoigotten  provocation." 

Dr.  di  Cesnola's  face  was  sternly  set.  Over  this,  passion 
raged  as  it  had  on  the  disastrous  day.  Today  it  did  not 
escape  its  bonds,  but  he  said: "And  I  afraid  of  myself; 
afraid  that  the  fiend  that  broke  loose  that  day  is  still  in  am- 
bush and  that — '* 

"Oh,  no,"  contested  Ruth  confidently,  "it  is  not  there. 
It  is  gone,  driven  out,  conquered  now !  And  at  last  I  un- 
derstand it  all.  I  know  why  you  live  the  life  you  do.  I 
know  why  you  are  a  doctor.     It  is  that  you  may  atone." 

"I  have  tried  to  atone." 

"I  know,  I  know!  Julian  has  told  me  of  your  home;  of 
the  work  you  do  among  the  people  who  need  help  so  dread- 
fully; how  you  give  your  time  to  helping,  to  healing  them; 
and  he  has  even  told  me  about  'Sally'." 

"I  fear  that  Julian  has  been  talking  a  great  deal.  But 
Julian  is  a  staunch,  faithful  friend. " 

The  sky  had  faded  and  was  overspreading  with  a  pale 
silver  moon-tint  merging  day  imperceptibly  into  night  as 
they  made  their  way  homeward.  The  subdued  ripple  of 
the  water  mingled  with  the  frog  chorus  and  with  the 
loud,  continuous  clatter  of  insect  myriads. 

There  was  certainly  no  exuberance  of  joyous  excitement 
about  the  two  who  had  just  made  their  destiny  one.  If  it 
was  only  a  very  chastened  happiness,  however,  that  belonged 
to  them,  then,  there  was  still  a  bright  promise  for  a  future 
perfect  unity  and  the  peace  and  joy  that  accrue  thereto, 
in  the  honesty  that  risked  its  all  upon  the  direful  truth  and 
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the  love  that  could  forgive  all.  If  something  of  the  glamour 
was  gone,  greater  depths  of  tenderness  replaced  it  not  un- 
profitably;  and  it  is  these  that  wear.  Upon  Dr.  di  Cesnola, 
now  that  Ruth  and  he  were  at  one  in  knowledge  and  con- 
fidence, was  content  and  a  sturdy  courage.  The  past,  so 
far  as  hopeless  brooding  and  discont|ent  were  its  burden, 
should  be  thrown  aside.  He  would  still  live  for  reparation, 
but  not  without  some  happiness  by  the  long  way.  Would 
the  work  he  had  to  do  be  the  less  worthy,  the  less  well  done 
by  reason  of  that  ?  ^ 

They  came  to  the  gate  and  stopped.  "One  thing, '*  said 
Victor,  "before  we  go  in.  I  must  see  your  father.  Shall  I 
find  him  at  home  this  evening  ?  " 

She  uttered  a  terror-stricken  exclamation.  "Don't  tell 
my  father  what  you  have  told  me!" 

"But  Ruth,  you  must  see  that  I  cannot  consent  to  with- 
hold it.    Whatever  shall  come  of  it,  it  must  be  disclosed. " 

"I  know — ^I  see  your  point  of  view!  Believe  me  I  do. 
I  do  not  want  you  to  do  anything  that  may  cause  criticism 
— ^but  oh,  the  thought  of  telling  my  father  that — ^he  is  the 
best  fellow  in  the  world — and  kind  and  good — but  some- 
times— ^I  suppose  because  he  is  a  lawyer  and  sees  so  much 
— ^he  judges  harshly!    I  am  afraid  to  have  him  know!" 

"The  more  pressing  the  need  to  tell  him  if  he  is  likely 
to  condemn  that  I  may  not  be  accused  of  false  pretenses. 
Yes,  Ruth ;  even  if  by  reason  of  it  your  father  decide  against 
me.  And  in  addition,  since  I  desire  to  take  legal  advice, 
whose  should  I  take  rather  than  Mr.  Allis's  and  Judge 
Percivars?" 

"Take  their  advice,  their  help,  of  course.  They  ought 
to  give  it  the  more  willingly  that  they  shall  know  that  my 
heart  is  in  it.     But  consent  to  this:  My  father  is  busy  this 
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evening  with  a  case  he  is  taking  to  the  Supreme  Court;  and 
to-morrow  he  will  go  away  for  his  argument  to  be  absent 
for  a  few  days.  It  will  not  be  long.  Give  me  so  much 
time  to  brace  up  for  the  ordeal  of  his  possible  opposition. 
My  father  has  hardly  ever  in  the  end  refused  me  anything 
I  have  really  wanted;  but  now  all  at  once  I  am  afraid. " 

""I  cannot  pretend  to  relish  this  thing  you  ask  me  to  do. 
And  I  cannot  think  it  would  be  well  done.  But  I  have 
brought  this  trouble  upon  you  and  therefore  I  must  con- 
sent to  regard  your  wishes. " 

"Thank  you !  I  know  as  well  as  you  do  that  it  can  only 
be  delayed  a  little — ^as  soon  as  my  father  return  I  shall  no 
longer  oppose  you.  At  any  rate  you  must  have  help.  Do 
you  think  that  two  or  three  days  postponement  will  be  to 
your  disadvantage?  If  it  may  be — go  now;  without  one 
moment 's  delay.  '* 

"No;  let  it  be  as  we  have  decided.  It  can  make  little 
or  no  difference.  It  is  most  wretchedly  unfortunate  that 
you  should  be  so  burdened  with  my  cares.  We  have  put 
oflF  the  day  of  confession;  try  now  to  forget  the  matter  until 
that  day  shall  come.  Let  us  put  it  all,  everything,  out  of 
sight  and  only  remember  all  we  hope  and  look  forward  to. '' 


CHAPTER  LV 

''Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts  and  fig^t** 

The  two  guests  walked  home,  or  to  be  more  accurate,  to 
their  hotel,  that  evening  rather  silently.  Julian 's  curiosity 
was  excited  to  fully  the  natural  degree;  but  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
was  not  a  person  with  whom  to  take  liberties.  Until  he 
should  introduce  the  subject  himself,  Julian  did  not  under- 
take to  comment  upon  it.  Their  desultory  conversation, 
therefore,  held  nothing  of  interest  to  this  tale  of  their  for- 
tunes until  they  had  gained  their  rooms  and  had  made  such 
changes  of  attire  as  were  conducive  to  comfort  on  a  hot 
summer's  night.  It  was  then  that  Dr.  di  Cesnola  for  the 
first  made  reference  to  what  had  gone  before. 

"You  will  have  preparations  to  make  for  your  journey  ?" 

"Nothing  much.  For  anything  I  may  need  in  the  way 
of  changes  of  raiment  when  I  arrive,  I  shall  only  have  to 
call  at  the  place  where  I  formerly  boarded,  where  my  goods 
are  stored.  That  is  one  advantage  of  having  one's  prop- 
erty dispersed  over  the  country.  Are  you  not  curious  to 
know  the  reason  for  my  sudden  trip  ?'* 

"I  shall  listen  with  interest  to  anything  you  may  have  to 
tell  me,  of  course. " 

"Hmn,  yes;  interest.  A  much  more  dignified  word. 
I  shall  remember  hereafter  to  be  interested  instead  of  curi- 
ous.   However,  to  put  you  quite  at  your  ease,  I'll  tell 

you  the  errand  on  which  I  go  to  T to-morrow." 
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It  was  with  surprise  that  Dr.  di  Cesnola  listened  to  the 
account.  Julian,  who  seemed  to  have  everything  on  the 
tip  of  his  tongue,  had  maintained  a  most  o-Tna-zing  silence, 
indeed.  But,  on  examination,  it  did  not  appear  remark- 
able that  he  had  hesitated  to  place  on  view  together  his 
unsanctioned  jealousy — so  apparent — ^and  the  pre-engage- 
ment  that  put  him  logically  out  of  the  contest  from  the  start. 

Once  begun,  Mr.  Carroll  made  a  clean  breast  of  it,  wind- 
ing up  with:  '"But  that  it  seems  an  impossibility,  I 
should  imagine  that  by  some  means  Elinor  has  received 
information  as  to  how  I  have  been  engaged  here,  and  it 
would  have  been  easy  for  gossip  to  exaggerate  the  extent 
of  my  offending — or  of  my  success.  At  any  rate  she  was  in 
a  rage.  Nor  was  I  particularly  cool  and  calm  myself. 
There  is  need  for  explanation,  for  elucidation,  on  both 
sides.  This  I  shall  supply  by  going  to-morrow  and  the 
deuce  is  in  it  if  we  cannot  clear  the  situation  up.  I  shall 
go  to  your  house,  too,  to  see  Dr.  Snowe.  Or  perhaps  I 
should  do  more  wisely  to  send  a  deputy  to  reconnoitre. 
One  of  my  'Thunderbolt'  friends  would  do  the  trick." 

"It  is  very  unfortunate  that  you  should  have  the  necessity 
for  these  evasions  thrust  upon  you.  I  know  they  are  foxeign 
to  your  blood. '' 

'"Thrust  upon  me !  Why,  but  that  is  so  serious,  I  should 
enjoy  the  game  of  hide  and  seek  with  such  a  foe.  And  we 
must  not  in  any  case  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  it  was  I  who 
thrust  myself  upon  you.  You  did  your  best,  it  must  be 
said,  to  discourage  me.  So  far  as  it  was  consistent  with 
politeness,  you  snubbed  me  in  the  early  days  of  our  ac- 
quaintance, when  I  was  so  determined  to  secure  a  foot- 
hold.** 

"That  would  seem  to  be  inconsistent  with  politeness." 
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"Not  when  done  with  Dr.  Paul's  inimitable  skill." 

"I  hardly  know  how  to  take  that;  but  to  save  argument 
I  shall  take  it  for  just  what  it  pretends  to  be.  I  have 
another  matter  to  discuss.  A  short  time  ago  I  told  you 
that  I  should  not  go  out  of  my  way  to  evade  my  fate; 
that  I  should  rely  on  a  method  of  escape  that  you  denounced 
as  cowardly. " 

"But  that  of  course,"  Julian  interrupted  forcibly,  "can 
no  longer  remain  in  your  mind — in  the  circumstances.  It 
is  not  now  yourself  alone.     I  have  a  strong  ally. " 

"I  have  resolved  on  another  course,"  Victor  replied. 
"If  it  was  formerly  my  inclination  to  offer  no  resistance, 
of  an  active  sort,  I  think  differently  now.  I  have  made  up 
my  mind  to  fight — to  fight  with  all  the  strength  that  is  in 
me — every  foot  of  the  way — to  the  last  ditch.  I  shall  never 
give  up  as  long  as  a  glimmer  of  hope  remain.  So  much  I 
can  promise  you  for  your  easing.  But  entertain  no  delu- 
sion. If  after  all  that  I  can  do  the  end  shall  be  defeat,  then 
understand,  Julian,  that  I  shall  escape  by  the  other  road. 
I  shall  never  go  back  to  shame,  ignominy — even  without 
my  pledge. " 

"Good  Heavens!"  ejaculated  Julian;  "how  I  do  hate  to 
hear  you  say  that  awful  thing! — say  it  in  cold  blood !  And 
there  is  Ruth — do  you  owe  her  nothing  that  today — ^you  can 
say  that  today?" 

"I  shall  certainly  deny  none  of  my  obligations  to  Ruth. 
I  am  fulfilling  them  to  the  extent  of  my  power  in  my  resolve 
to  give  battle  to  my  enemy.  What  else  nerves  me  to  such 
a  struggle  ?  But  even  before  my  obligation  to  her  comes 
the  binding  of  a  pledge  taken  with  my  eyes  open  to  all  it 
meant.  I  shall  keep  it  to  the  letter.  But  that  will  be  only 
when  every  other  possibility  sh^^ll  be  exhausted,    Meaa- 
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while,  forsaking  a  profitless  discussion,  I  remind  you  that 
I  promised  to  call  for  your  assistance. " 
*'  It  is  yours,  yours  for  all  I  can  do.  Command  me. " 
*'They  are  not  established  beyond  attack,  my  enemies. 
Were  they  of  a  different  stripe,  I  should  not  be  justified  in 
attacking  them,  bringing  disaster,  perhaps,  upon  a  mul- 
titude of  innocent  people,  merely  to  secure  my  own  safety. 
But  they  are  in  themselves  a  calamity;  and  I  should  call 
myself  a  patriot  to  down  them  for  the  reason  of  themselves 
alone.  The  obvious  first  step,  should  they  trace  me  to  this 
place,  and  that,  I  suppose  will  be  only  a  question  of  time, 
will  be  not  to  admit  my  identity.  It  will  be  their 's  to 
prove  that  the  dead  man  lives;  mine  only  to  be  silent 
But  now  that  I  cannot  be  charged  with  breaking  faith — 
I  broke  none  with  any  man  but  myself  in  leaving  my  work 
to  come  with  you — now  that  without  my  help  all  is  known, 
I  shall  claim  the  power  of  my  family  connection  to  aid  me 
in  the  fight.  Even  as  matters  stand  am  I  not  entitled  to 
it  ?  I  do  not  ask  to  be  restored  to  my  inheritance,  even  if 
that  could  ever  be.  That  was  justly  forfeited  and  I  know 
that  I  can  stand  alone.  But  the  shield  of  their  importance 
and  my  right  to  my  own  name — the  name  I  vowed  never 
to  hear,  never  to  speak  again — these  I  shaU  claim.  ** 


CHAPTER  LVI 
**Ye  blew  the  fire  that  bums  ye." 

It  was  a  long  and  tedious  journey  upon  which  Mr.  Carroll 
embarked  alone  at  seven  next  day;  and  many  times  in  the 
course  of  a  monotonous  run  he  wished  that  he  had  rather 
chosen  to  travel  at  night  when  he  might  have  had  a  chance 
to  sleep  away  the  hours  that  lagged;  and  when  the  burning 
sun  did  not  beat  redhot  upon  the  dusty  land  and  the  train. 

It  passed;  and  when  he  arrived  at  the  city  the  summer 
night  was  descending.  If  it  had  not  grown  cool  among  the 
granite  walls  and  concrete  paves;  at  least,  the  brazen  glare 
that  had  tried  him  was  replaced  by  dusk  twinkling  with 
thousand  lights. 

He  took  a  cab  outside  the  station,  resolved  to  repair  to  a 
hotel  already  chosen.  Nor  was  it  without  a  sufiBcient  rea- 
son that  he  had  determined  to  forsake  this  time  Mrs.  Grey- 
son  to  whose  domicile  he  would  ordinarily  have  betaken 
himself.  A  small  thing  had  decided  for  him.  In  the  face 
of  a  strong  prohibition  he  had  not  dared  to  occupy  the  stag- 
nant hours  with  reading;  and  it  had  been  quite  by  accident 
that  his  eyes  had  fallen  on  the  names,  ''Mrs.  and  Miss 
Langton  '*as  arrivals  at  the  hotel  towards  which  he  was  bent. 
That  instantaneously  seen  announcement  had  fixed  his 
plans  which  a  more  systematic  perusal  of  the  paper  would 
*  have  altered  completely  enough. 

The  glare  and  glitter  of  the  place  were  rather  distasteful 
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to  him  than  Dot.  '"But  I  may  have  a  chance  to  see  Elinor 
to-night,"  he  reflected  by  way  of  a  reconciler,  "or  at  any 
rate  early  in  the  morning.  I  hope  we  shall  speedily  settle 
our  differences  and  get  rid  of  our  respective  grievances; 
then  we  can  spend  the  day  somewhere  together.  I  suppose 
though,  we  shall  have  to  have  Mabel  with  us,  though  not 
if  I  can  manage  to  arrange  it  otherwise. " 

Having  expended  a  reasonable  amount  of  time  upon 
toilette  and  supper,  Julian  found  it  still  early  as  urban  hours 
go.  His  impatience  of  further  delay  suggested  that  an 
extraordinary  situation  demanded  measures  in  keeping; 
and  that  to  force  the  issue  would  be  to  insure  more  peaceful 
dreams  than  the  leaving  of  things  as  they  were  until  morn- 
ing. 

Accordingly  he  approached  the  functionary  in  charge 
with  a  request  to  have  his  card  sent  up  immediately.  To 
his  surprise  there  was  some  dubiety.  "They  won't  want 
to  see  a  reporter  you  know,"  was  the  confidential  obser- 
vation. Julian  stared;  the  remembrance  of  his  former 
character  had  lost  its  prominence  with  himself.  Then  he 
laughed. 

"I  am  not  calling  in  my  professional  capacity,"  he  said 
not  caring  to  explain  that  he  was  out  of  the  business. 
"Why  man,"  he  added  anxious  only  to  make  his  way 
with  all  speed,  "you  need  not  hesitate.  My  call  has  noth- 
ing to  do  with  any  business  matter.  It  is  purely 
social. " 

"Oh;  that  makes  all  the  difference."  Julian  followed 
in  the  wake  of  the  card  too  impatient  to  wait. 

The  three  Langtons  were  in  the  room  into  which  he  was 
quickly  admitted.  Julian  vaguely  wondered  to  see  all  in 
evening  attire;  and  especially  at  the  splendor  of  Elinor '$ 
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jewels.  But  Elinor's  fine  raiment  enhanced  her  beauty, 
which  had  that  richness  of  tint  that  the  glitter  of  gems 
could  accentuate  and  not  overpower.  Julian  saw  that  and 
no  more;  and  he  thought  she  was  his  own.  He  forgot,  in 
the  sureness  of  his  own  vagrant  feelings  returned  to  their 
proper  shrine,  that  they  had  been  so  estranged,  and  he 
advanced  with  beaming  face  and  outstretched  hands. 

Elinor  was  as  one  who  looked  upon  a  ghost;  it  was  her 
paling  face,  her  slow  receding  before  his  display  of  warmth, 
that  abruptly  and  jarringly  reminded  him  that  he  had  yet 
his  peace  to  make.  Snubbed  and  thrown  back  upon  him- 
self, Julian's  impatient  temper  took  fire.  His  hands 
dropped,  his  visage  gloomed. 

"Are  you  so  angry  with  me  as  all  that !  Why,  what  in  the 
world  have  I  done  ?  I  am  conscious  of  no  heinous  offense 
that  deserves  such  savage  reprisal.  Yesterday  you  refused 
to  speak  to  me. "  There  was  decided  tartness  in  his  tones. 
The  whole  affair  was  getting  quite  past  his  comprehension; 
Elinor's  scared  and  bewildered  speechlessness,  that  ap- 
peared reflected  upon  the  other  two,  and  the  repulsion  of 
her  lifted  hands,  as  if  she  fended  off  something  fearsome, 
could  but  excite  anger  in  proportion  as  it  befogged  his  un- 
derstanding. 

"You  may  have  been  displeased,"  remarked  Julian 
showing  distinctly  that  he  was,  "whether  fairly  or  unfairly; 
but  I  have  not  been  well  pleased  or  well  satisfied  myself. " 
Still  only  her  eyes  fixed  upon  him  in  frozen  dismay  without 
a  word.  "For  mercy's  sake,"  exclaimed  the  irritated 
visitor;  "have  you  absolutely  nothing  to  say  to  me  ?  Then 
I  had  better  go. " 

And  so  he  would  have  done;  but  Mabel  saw  the  necessity 
for  intervention.     "He  does  not  know,"  murmured  the 
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secret  mover  of  these  unfortunate  puppets.    She  crossed 
to  Elinor's  side,  saying  with  social  formality: 

"Mr.  Carroll,  let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  presenting  you 
to  Mrs.  Favor.  Elinor  was  married  today. "  Then  tak- 
ing Mrs.  Langton  with  her,  she  left  together  for  the  last 
time  the  two  whose  plan  to  be  together  for  life  she  had  so 
signally  thwarted. 

Until  they  were  gone,  Julian  made  no  sign.  He  did  not, 
could  not,  control  the  blood  that  left  his  face,  but  at  least 
he  could  feel  that  he  had  given  to  his  enemy's  gloating  no 
other  token  upon  which  to  fasten. 

"Is  this  true  ?"  he  demanded.  Vain  question!  he  knew 
it  was.  It  at  once  made  clear  all  that  had  so  vexed  and  at 
the  same  time  completely  puzzled  him.  "Why  did  you 
do  it  ? "  with  the  first  surge  of  hurt  and  disappointment 
breaking  his  voice;  "Elinor!  Why  did  you,  how  could 
you  do  it?" 

But  Elinor's  self-control,  Elinor's  power  to  take  ordered 
thought,  had  forsaken  her  to  leave  an  aspect  that  resembled 
guilt,  though  it  was  destructive  anguish.  "I  thought,  I 
thought — "  she  stammered. 

What  dazed  her,  but  stung  Julian  to  fluency.  "Why 
do  I  ask,"  sneered  the  injured  Mr.  Carroll,  "it  is  evident 
enough  why.  My  love  was  a  poor  thing  that  you  saw  fit 
to  exchange  for  something  more  substantial.  I  never 
could  have  given  you  diamondi^  in  such  profusion. " 

Elinor  grasped  the  necklet  that  clasped  her  throat  with 
white  fire  and  tearing  it  loose  with  one  motion,  flung  it 
passionately  across  the  room.  "Think  so  if  you  will!" 
she  gasped. 

Carroll  was  not  the  person  to  indulge  in  so  cheap  a  taunt 
without  an  instant  shame  upon  its  speaking.    "I  b^  your 
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pardon.  That  was  a  brutal  remark.  Forgive  it.  But 
at  least  tell  me  what  has  gone  so  mysteriously  wrong  be- 
tween us.     I  have  been  traveling  all  day  in  the  hope  to  set 

it  right.    After  I  saw  you  at  the  station  at  S yesterday, 

late  in  the  evening,  I  received  your  letter.  It  can  do  no 
good  to  explain  this  now,  I  suppose;  but  I  cannot  rest  under 
the  suspicion  of  having  ignored  it.  Did  you — is  it  possible 
that  you  could  think  that  I  had  had  it  before  I  saw 
you?*' 

"I  did  think  so — I — ^I,"  stammered  the  unfortunate 
Elinor  seeing  the  trap  into  which  blind  pride  and  jealousy 
had  driven  her,  "I  thought  you  wanted  me  to  see — " 

"To  see  what?" 

"That  you  had  forgotten  me — ^that —  " 

"Good  Heavens!"  exclaimed  Julian  none  the  less  ve- 
hemently, that  conscience  admonished  him  that  his  fealty 
had  not  been  perfect,  "if  you  credited  me  with  so  base  a 
scheme,  if  you  think  so  contemptuously  of  me  as  that 
would  imply,  I.  do  not  wonder  that  you  made  all  haste  to 
throw  me  over." 

Elinor 's  hands  were  spasmodically  clasped .  Oh,  for  the 
self-possession  that  could  marshall  its  telling  words  to  repel 
this  scorn,  to  clear  up  the  denseness  of  this  puzzle.  Those 
letters  with  their  freezing  coldness  of  ever  increasing  im- 
personality. What  had  they  signified  if  not  what  she  had 
read  in  them,  Julian 's  fading  passion,  increasing  indiffer- 
ence ?  But  Elinor  was  lost  in  a  chaos  of  anguish  where 
thought  could  not  adjust  itself  to  need. 

Wroth,  injured  as  he  was,  Julian  retained  his  clear- 
sightedness suflBciently  to  read  the  record  aright.  The  fact 
may  be  explained  as  it  will,  but  it  still  remained  that  he 
Wlt9  ftble  to  gee,  that  whatever  might  be  the  iuwaydpess  of 
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this  inexplicable  affair,  it  had  fallen  upon  Elinor  as  a 
blight. 

His  voice  was  gentle:  "I  do  not  know  what  it  is  that 
has  come  between  us,  that  has  served  so  effectually  to  part 
us.  I  am  sorry — sorry  to  say  good-bye.  But — I  must  go. 
If  I  have  offended  you  in  some  way  that  I  do  not  know  or 
understand,  forgive  it  before  we  part  forever.  I — ^must 
go?" 

She  only  mutely  nodded.  Face,  lips,  were  absolutely 
tintless;  the  great  dark  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him  with  an 
immobility  that  half  resembled  unconsciousness.  The 
sudden  deep  pity  that  rushed  over  him  was  for  her  as  well 
as  himself.  Was  it  easy  for  Julian  to  tear  himself  away  ? 
Never  in  his  life  had  he  had,  never  should  he  have,  a  harder 
deed  to  do  than  to  go  away  leaving  Elinor  looking  like  that. 
It  was  not  so  quickly  that  the  idea  of  his  own  extinct  claim, 
the  paramountcy  of  another's  could  be  thoroughly  assimi- 
lated. He  required  the  stinging  reminder  when  he  stopped 
halfway  in  the  rush  of  a  desire  to  throw  everything  to  the 
winds  for  the  sake  of  driving  off  that  prostration  of  despair. 
But  he  did  stop;  did  conquer  that  almost  overwhelming 
wish  to  speak  the  terms  of  affection,  of  consolation,  that 
were  no  longer  within  his  right  to  give  Elinor. 

For  a  moment  Julian  remained  there:  if  he  cursed  fate; 
if  he  fought  the  furious  useless  battle  with  the  forgone  and 
the  inevitable,  with  which  the  wisest  must  occasionally 
dash  himself  unprofitably  against  the  stone  wall,  that  yields 
not  and  pities  not;  at  least  he  said  nothing  and  did  nothing. 
But  the  figure  was  imprinted  on  his  brain  thus  to  remember 
her;  not  in  the  prime  of  the  beauty  he  had  reveled  in,  but 
pallid,  broken;  with  that  in  her  eyes  whose  meaning  he 
knew  not  then,  but  later  was  to  translate  with  wretched 
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accuracy.  What  was  left  but  to  go  ?  Nothing!  But  he 
lived  to  regret  that  he  had  gone. 

The  door  shut  between  her  and  joy  of  life.  Suppose 
that  time  should  bring  acquiescence,  forgetfulness;  make 
Julian  seem  but  as  others,  instead  of  the  being  so  much 
apart  that  he  now  looked;  between  that  consunmiation 
and  her  present  state  of  mind  lay  the  too  thorny  path  of 
learning. 

What  was  life  but  woe — her  life  ?  Hers  was  an  over- 
strung sensitiveness  upon  which  the  little  frets  and  smarts 
of  life  wore  ever  too  deeply. 

Julian  had  been  her  tonic;  Julian's  cheeriness,  Julian's 
gaiety,  his  confidence  in  life 's  possibilities,  in  himself,  had 
been  to  her  self-distrusting  susceptibilities  a  very  haven. — 
That  thought!  was  it  so  awful  ?  That  hidden  face  of  the 
grim,  inexorable  mystery !  It  was  but  the  sooner  to  meet  it. 
There  was  one  thing  that  could  break  that  tie  that 
imprisoned  her;  and  grim  and  dark,  impenetrably  mys- 
terious in  its  good  or  ill,  its  weal  or  woe,  it  were  still 
better  than  the  chains  it  could  cast  oflF. 

She  was  on  her  feet,  supine,  motionless  no  longer;  but 
infused  with  the  energy  of  a  haste  that  feared  interruption, 
the  postponement  of  that  possessing  purpose.  It  was 
quickly,  quickly,  that  she  must  act  in  the  little  time  that 
was  given  her  for  escape.  It  was  perhaps  her  deadly  pre- 
occupation that  gave  her  such  swiftness,  that  moved  with 
unerring  precision  to  the  little  needs  of  the  moment.  She 
did  not  attempt  to  replace  the  gauzy  dress  with  one  more 
serviceable;  there  was  not  time;  but  pinned  the  train  around 
her  waist  to  cover  the  whole  with  a  long  ulster.  About  her 
head  a  veil.    Was  it  not  enough  for  such  a  journey! 

At  the  door  shie  halted  as  Julian  had  done.    Poor  Mother, 
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poor  Mabel — ^ah,  yes,  thrice  poor  Mabel,  though  Elinor 
did  not  know  it,  never  knew  it.  It  was  but  a  passing 
thought  through  the  pressure  of  the  driving  desperation. 
She,  who  in  the  ordinary  affairs  of  life  had  been  gentle 
consideration  itself,  could  at  the  moment,  when  such  sor- 
row loomed  for  them,  give  them  no  more  than  that.  She 
could  only  think  of  the  ease,  the  long  peace  she  hunted  for 
her  own  wearied  soul.     So  Elinor  went  forth. 


CHAPTER  LVn 

**I've  done  you  wrong." 

Julian  was  not  sufiFered  to  go  his  way  unmolested. 
Mabel  had  awaited  him  in  the  hall  and  came  instantly  to 
his  side.     "I  want  to  speak  to  you, "  she  said. 

But  in  addition  to  the  other  grudges  he  had  against  her 
Julian  had  resented  her  manner  in  the  incidents  just 
passed.  He  stopped,  however,  with  suflBcient  politeness, 
impatient  though  he  was  at  such  a  detention  at  such  a 
crisis.  "It  is  rather  late,"  with  icy  civility,  "will  some 
other  time  do  as  well  ?  " 

"No,"  Mabel  dissented  vigorously,  "no  other  time  will 
do  as  well.  I  have  something  to  tell  you  that  I  must  tell 
you  now. " 

Julian  was  particularly  sarcastic  and  forbidding.  "Very 
well, "  troubling  nothing  to  hide  his  utter  dislike  to  the  de- 
mand," if  that  important  something,  whatever  it  may  be, 
will  not  keep. " 

Mabel  led  the  way  into  a  deserted  reception  room,  at  the 
further  end  of  which  she  thought  them  quite  beyond  the 
reach  of  hearers.     "Sit  down, "  she  insisted. 

Julian,  without  remark,  resigned  himself  to  do  as  re- 
quested, though  resolved  to  exchange  no  amenities  with 
a  person  whom  he  had  for  a  goodish  period  been  regarding 
as  a  foe. 

"Now,  Mr.  Carroll,"  said  Mabel  determinedly,  "I  sup- 
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pose  that  I  am  about  to  do  a  very  extraordinaiy  thing,  but 
I  do  not  care  for  that.  You  have  got  to  know  the  truth. 
Poor  Elmor  was  too  stunned  to  tell  even  so  much  as  she 
knew.  She  is  too  much  the  victim,  the  slave  to  the 
intensity  of  her  emotions  to  have  formulated  a  defense. 
So  I  shall  tell  you." 

Julian  sprang  to  his  feet  with  galvanic  quickness.  Was 
this  ruthless  foe  to  tear  at  the  open  wound!  But  Mabel 
was  not  to  be  fended  off  with  such  ease.  She  put  a  hand 
upon  his  shoulder  to  force  him  back. 

"Do  you  want  to  make  a  disturbance  here?  What  I 
wish  to  say  is  due  as  much  to  yourself  as  to  Elinor;  and  you 
shall  hear  it  if  I  have  to  follow  you  to  shout  it. " 

Julian  saw  no  reason  to  doubt  that  Mabel  would  fulfil 
her  threat  to  the  letter;  and  he  had  no  wish  to  aggravate  the 
unpleasantness  of  an  already  hateful  situation.  But  there 
was  everything  of  his  repugnance  in  his  tones :  "  Since  you 
insist  on  giving  me  the  delight  of  your  society!" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Carroll,"  in  a  voice  well  matching  his  own 
"I  do  insist  on  giving  you  my  society  until  I  have  finished 
what  I  have  to  say.  After  that  you  will  probably  be  free 
from  that  infliction  for  the  remainder  of  your  life.  Let 
that  thought  reconcile  you.  I  am  bent, "  passionately 
"on  your  doing  justice  to  Elinor." 

Julian  took  his  lip  between  his  teeth  and  stared  gloomily 
at  the  floor.  This  intrusion  on  his  innermost  feelings  was 
ill  to  be  endured. 

"Yes,"  said  Mabel,  accurately  reading  him,  "even 
though  in  your  opinion  I  may  resemble  those  who  rush  in 
where  angels  fear  to  tread.  It  is  of  Elinor  I  am  thinking 
and  I  should  willingly  do  worse  than  that  to  procure  her 
justice.     She  has  not  had  the  ghost  of  a  chance  between  us* 
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Understand,  Mr*  Carroll,  that  I  confess  to  having  tnade 
this  mischief;  but  you  have  so  ably  seconded  me  that  I 
shall  not  claim  all  the  credit  for  the  result.  ^* 

Julian's  eyes  flamed  upon  her.  "Do  you  dare  tell  me 
that  this  is  your  work ! " 

"Do  you  think  that  I  am  afraid  of  you  ?  I  do  not  even 
care  particularly  that  I  have  deceived  you.  I  consider  it 
a  venial  sin  to  deceive  a  man.  They  have  imposed  the 
necessity  upon  us  for  so  long.  But  I  do  bitterly  repent 
having  deceived  Elinor.  She  could  do  nothing  in  self- 
defense.  It  was  your  business  to  clear  away  these  mists. 
They  were  of  the  flimsiest  sort  all  through.  They  could 
not  have  baffled  for  one  instant  a  manly  straightforward 
attack,  a  genuine  eflFort  to  pierce  them.  I  wondered  at 
you  all  the  while  I  was  writing  you  those  letters  and  man- 
aging in  all  sorts  of  ways  to  get  them  in  with  Elinor's  with- 
out her  knowing.  But  I  did  not  trust  in  vain  to  your  vanity 
to  keep  you  from  asking  why  she  let  them  go  in,  when  she 
never  for  one  instant  dreamed  of  their  existence,  or  knew 
that  they  had  been  sent.  But  she  saw  their  plain  effect 
and  could  not  understand  why  you  grew  so  cool.  Now  do 
you  see  how  utterly  blameless  she  is  ?  " 

Fury  blazed  upon  this  revelation.     Julian  straightened 
and  glared  venomously.     "Elinor  did  not  know — did  not 
know!    You  deceived,  played  upon  her  as  well  as  me 
You  deserve,  you  deserve" — rage  choked  him.    Then  he 
went  on  bitterly: 

"Suppose,  that  I  return  to  tell  her  all  this  ?" 

With  satisfaction  he  saw  the  shot  go  home.    This  fiend 
ish  tormentor  did  have  a  vulnerable  spot.    She  paled. 

"Of  course  you  can;"  but  how  little  did  either  know  the 
empty  futility  of  the  threat;   "You  can  if  you  wish,  if  you 
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think  it  wfll  do  you  any  good,  have  the  pleasure  of  separat- 
ing Elinor  and  me  for  life.  It  will  be  for  life.  I  have 
always  known  that  she  would  never  forgive  me  if  she  found 
me  out. " 

"And  you  pretend  to  care  ?"  with  savage  scorn. 

"There  is  no  pretense  about  it;  but  I  do  not  ask  yon  to 
believe  it. " 

"Are  you  trusting  to  the  generosity  of  a  person  whom 
you  have  injured  as  you  have  me  for  protection  ?" 

"No,**  answered  the  staunch  marplot,  whose  worst  foe 
could  not  impugn  her  courage;  "I  ask  nothing  of  your 
generosity.  Elinor  has  a  right  to  hate  me.  I  deserve  it 
And  if  it  would  do  her  any  good  I  should  submit.  If  you 
choose  to  make  this  known  I  shall  bear  the  p^ialty  without 
a  word  of  complaint. " 

"Would  you  ?"  Julian  turned  his  back  and  walked  off 
without  another  word. 

For  a  moment  the  marplot  was  demoralized.  Com- 
monsense  and  shrewd  foresight  were,  however,  soon  busy 
with  their  little  program.  "Whatever  is  done  cannot  be 
undone  now,"  Mabel  reflected,  "I  must,  for  her  peace's 
sake,  help  her  to  make  the  best  of  what  is  irrevocable.  I 
must  contrive  somehow  to  brace  her  up  before  Fdix 
comes  back;  and  we  must  manage  to  show  up  at  that 
reception,  if  only  for  five  minutes.  ** 

There  was  no  one  in  the  brilliantly  lighted  room.  Why 
did  Mabel  experience  that  shock  that  caught  her  breath 
like  a  dash  of  cold  water  in  the  face  ?  Elinor  *s  white  wrap 
billowed  across  a  chair.  On  the  floor,  a  glittering  heap 
where  it  had  struck  the  wall  and  rebounded,  lay  the  neck 
lace  she  had  seen  upon  Elinor's  neck  when  she  left  her. 

Mabel  picked  it  up,  mechanically  examining  the  rud^ 
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broken  clasp.  Nameless  uneasiness  had  begun  to  gnaw. 
"Elinor! "  she  tried  to  call,  but  it  came  as  a  sobbing  breath. 
Why  was  she  so  frightened !  Elinor  was  with  their  mother 
or — ^she  recalled  the  limp  and  pallid  Elinor  whom  she  had 
gone  out  to  leave,  that  she  might  say  farewell  forever  to 
the  person  from  whom  she  had,  with  such  malignant  pains, 
been  separated. 

Why,  oh  why,  had  she  interfered  with  the  natural  order 
of  events,  with  that  itch  to  manage  and  compel,  that  this 
moment's  dread  revealed  pitilessly  as  the  baneful  thing  it 
was. 

"Elinor!"  Mabel's  voice  rose  to  a  shriek.  She  rushed 
into  the  adjoining  room.  That,  too,  was  brightly  lighted 
and  untenanted.  Elinor  in  her  haste  and  dread  of  inter- 
ruption had  dragged  some  garments  over  the  floor  and 
allowed  them  to  lie  as  they  had  fallen.  Upon  the  dressing 
table  among  the  silver  trifles  of  her  toilette,  gleamed  two 
rings,  a  golden  circlet  and  a  diamond  keeper;  symbolic 
fetters,  that  Elinor  had  discarded  when  she  set  about  the 
indisputable  rupture  of  that  tie  forged  by  her  haste  and 
jealousy;  and  too  bitterly  repented  of  when  reflection  fol- 
lowed. 

Mabel  clasped  her  hands  over  a  heart  beating  with  burst- 
ing, suffocating  throbs.  Where  was  Elinor?  What  did 
this  riddle  signify  ?  The  marplot's  knees  gave  way  under 
her.  She  knew.  She  had  been  too  familiar  with  tiie  deli- 
cate instrument  upon  which  she  had  played.  The  very 
quickness  and  subtility  of  the  responses  had  pampered  a 
dangerous  love  of  power.  With  the  dreadful  knowledge 
that  gripped  her  like  a  gloating  fiend  came  a  hideous  feel- 
ing of  having  known  it,  expected  it,  experienced  it  before. 
Mabel  fell  upon  her  face. 
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Mrs.  Langton  came  in  and,  after,  Felix  inquiring  for  the 
"girls",  and  weren't  they  ready  by  this  time?  But  Mis. 
Langton  could  not  account  for  their  absence.  ""I  am  sure 
I  don't  know,"  she  said  with  vague  glances  around, 
"where  they  can  be."  A  brief  investigation  discovered 
the  unfortunate  transgressor  whose  sin  had  so  surely  found 
her. 

"Mabel  has  fainted!  Why,  what  can  be  the  matter? 
She  never  did  such  a  thing  in  her  life  before ! "  Mrs.  Langton 
wondered  as  she  knelt. 

She  set  about  to  resuscitate  Mabel  from  that  blessed  un- 
consciousness that  had  momentarily  staved  off  her  doom. 
But  Mabel  must  come  back  to  that  life  from  which  her  own 
actions  had  subtracted  peace;  to  the  certainty  of  what  she 
had  read  in  that  brief,  mute  message;  to  the  necessity  of 
making  it  known  to  mother  and  new-made  husband.  Even 
Julian  might  have  forgiven  her  then.  And  she  had  the  rest 
of  her  life  for  repentance. 


CHAPTER  LVm 

**You  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble." 

Bitterly  angry,  bruised,  sore,  heartsick,  Julian  Trained 
his  own  apartment.  He  immediately  began  replacing  in 
his  grip  the  articles  he  had  taken  out.  '*I  shall  take  the 
first  train  out,"  bethought;  but  on  referring  to  the  schedule, 
found  that  he  would  have  many  hours  to  wait.  Anxious 
only  for  the  action  that  could  afford  relief  to  mental  dis- 
quiet, he  left  the  hotel  as  quickly  as  he  could  get  ready; 
passing  without  attention  in  his  intense  preoccupation,  a 
visible  conmiotion  in  its  corridors.  It  did  not  escape  the 
undertow  of  his  perceptions,  however,  and  later  he  recalled 
and  understood. 

It  was  on  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  business  that  he  was  then 
setting  forth.  He  would  have  ample  time  before  his  train 
was  due  to  visit  Dr.  Snowe  and  for  a  general  reconnoitre. 
Julian, however, was  no  tactician;  hardly  enough  so  to  ap- 
preciate or  anticipate  the  tactics  that  had  dictated  a  policy 
of  apparent  complete  withdrawal.  He  flattered  his 
straightforwardness  with  the  mistaken  notion  that  his  ad- 
vance had  been  made  with  great  circumspection;  and  it  was 
not  to  be  expected  either  that  he  should  recognize  the  ob- 
ject of  his  impulsive  bounty  of  many  months  ago;  or  that 
he  should  suspect  in  a  dawdling  lounger  who  had  every  as- 
pect of  belonging  by  order  to  the  neighborhood,  the  mission 
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of  a  spy.  In  Julian's  reappearance,  nevertheless,  the 
patient  watchfulness  of  many  months  found  its  reward. 
And,  when,  after  a  long  conference  with  Dr.  Snowe,  the 
visitor  came  forth,  an  attendant  of  whom  he  took  no  cog- 
nizance stuck  to  him  with  determined  faithfulness  all  the 
way  to  the  station;  even  managing  to  see  him  safely  on  to 
the  train. 

The  remainder  of  the  night  was  spent  by  Mr.  Carroll  in 
a  sleeper,  but  sleep  had  been  murdered.  The  wheels 
pounded  in  his  brain  as  the  bitter  story  of  deception  and 
disappointment  told  and  retold  itself  in  a  maddening  circle. 
"And  I  cannot  even  ask  Ruth  to  console  me, "  was  the  ulti- 
mate. At  dawn  he  was  glad  to  quit  the  effort  to  find  slum- 
ber on  a  pillow  that  was,  as  he  impatiently  vowed,  like  a 
redhot  coal.  The  day  was  prolonged  by  some  vexatious 
delays,  and  Julian  was  not  in  a  mood  to  make  light  of  them. 
It  was  after  nightfall  when  S was  called. 

It  was  a  positive  relief  to  find  Dr.  di  Cesnola  absent  from 
the  hotel.  Carroll  was  in  no  amiable  or  social  frame 
of  mind;  and  let  no  one  doubt  that  the  fact  that  his  confi- 
dence had  invited  two  witnesses  to  his  defeat,  added  many 
an  extra  sting  to  his  share. 

He  had  to  admit,  albeit  with  great  unwfllingness,  that  he 
was  ill.  A  stunning  reverse,  the  long  hot  day,  worry,  a 
journey  protracted  by  mishap  beyond  all  patience,  had  one 
been  Job  himself — which  one  in  this  instance  was  not  I — 
had  told  heavily  upon  those  nerves  which  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
had  more  than  once  warned  him  must  be  tenderly  looked 
after.  But  when  did  one  most  in  need  of  that  warning  ever 
take  heed  of  it  ?  Not  that  Julian  could  this  time  be  held 
altogether  responsible  for  it  that  his  unlucky  head  throbbed 
with  vicious  persistence  as  he  lay  upon  the  plush  couch, 
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hating  the  feel  of  its  cover  with  all  the  desperation  of  sick 
nerves;  but  past  the  efiFort  of  moving  or  getting  to  bed. 

When  Dr.  di  Cesnola  came  in,  however,  Julian  did  make 
shift  to  sit  up,  blinking  wretchedly  at  the  light  that  had 
flared  so  suddenly  upon  him,  but  uttering  no  word  of  his 
plight.  Dr.  di  Cesnola  only  needed  the  sight  of  him  to  see 
what  ailed  him;  but  Julian  sick  was  not  Julian  well; 
and  who  interferred  inopportunely  was  apt  to  be  well 
snubbed  for  his  pains. 

Exclamations  were  not  Victor's  habit.  But  an  instant's 
pause  and  he  remarked:  "This  is  an  agreeable  surprise. 
When  did  you  arrive.  '* 

"Several  hours  ago.  I  should  have  been  here  much 
sooner  but  that  we  were  detained  by  an  accident. " 

"You  made  remarkably  good  time  as  it  is, "  Victor  dryly 
observed. 

"Did  I  not? "responded  Julian  as  dryly;  then  quoted: 
"  *  It 's  all  up  with  its  handsome  friend ' ! " 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  looked  interrogatory. 

"It  is  an  unpleasant  subject,"  said  Julian  with  an  irri- 
tation due  to  physical  more  than  mental  cause,  perhaps; 
"after  to-night  I  hope  never  to  hear  of  it  again;  but  when 
one  starts  oflF  with  a  flourish  of  trumpets  and  returns — so — 
the  worst  of  it  is  that  it  has  to  be  accounted  for. " 

"Oh,  not  unless  you  wish. " 

"Oh,  indeed!"  exclaimed  Julian,  equally  ready  to  be 
annoyed  by  consideration  or  the  want  of  it;  "well,  I  shall 
tell  you  anyhow.  Don't  think  I  am  afraid  of  the  subject, 
though  it  is  so  disagreeable.  The  lady  whom  I  went  to 
see  was  married. " 

"Married!" 

"Yes,"   rejoined   the  other  negligently,   sarcastically. 
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**her  action  was  too  rapid  for  even  steam  to  follow.  But 
I  will  say  that  it  was  not  her  fault — ^that  it  all  happened  so. 
Another  person — ^may  she  be — another  person  acknow- 
ledged to  having  made  mischief.  But  it  was  too  late  to 
make  any  difference — ^now.  Having  bestowed  upon  you 
this  interesting  excerpt  from  my  history,  I  think  I  shall  go 
to  bed.'* 

Go  he  did  without  a  word;  but  Dr.  di  Cesnola  was  hu- 
mane enough  to  come  to  the  rescue.  "Come  Julian/* 
he  remonstrated,  "do  not  play  ostrich,  I  must  presume  on 
my  office  to  help  you  whether  or  no.  *' 

Julian  submitted  to  be  dosed.  But  it  was  long  hours 
until  restless  misery  lost  itself  in  healing  sleep;  and 
correspondingly  late  the  next  morning  when  Julian  woke 
up. 

Restored  to  physical  ease,  Mr.  Carroll  found  it  possible  to 
examine  the  other  trouble.  He  spent  some  time  thinking 
how  Ruth 's  sharp  eyes  might  be  best  eluded,  only  to  decide 
that  it  could  not  by  any  means  be  done.  "  TVas  she  who 
set  me  on,  the  jade!  But,"  after  prolonged  meditation, 
"I  am  glad  that  I  did  go;  that  I  saw  her  once  more;  that  I 
left  nothing  undone  with  which  I  might  afterwards  want  to 
reproach  myself.  To  myself  alone  I  will  admit  as  much 
but  that  is  not  saying  that  I  shall  do  so  to  anyone 
else." 

How  thoroughly  was  this  easy  philosophy  to  be  put  to 
flight  though  thankfulness  for  the  ill-paid  expedition  should 
survive. 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  knocking  at  the  door,  entered  upon  invi- 
tation. Mr.  Carroll's  appareling  was  but  at  that  momait 
completed  and  his  health  was  to  appearance  in  full  bloom 
again.     He  was  ready,  too,  with  a  particularly  cheerful 
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greeting.  With  his  nerves  once  more  in  good  trim  it 
should  go  hard  if  he  could  not  mask  purely  mental  qualms. 

"I  must  tell  you,"  said  Julian,  "what  I  did  not  reach 
last  night,  physical  disabilities  preventing.  I  went  to  your 
place  and  found  Dr.  Snowe,  but  unless  I  caught  a  glimpse 
of  Guglielma  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  of  which  I  was  not  sure, 
she  was  not  on  view  at  all.  I  saw  nothing  threatening, 
nothing  that  seemed  in  the  least  out  of  the  way  myself,  but 
Dr.  Snowe  appeared  to  be  uneasy.  For  one  thing,  he 
wonders  why  you  should  have  said  in  your  letter,  the  only 
one  he  has  had  for  a  long  while — ^and  that  he  took  from  the 
postman  himself — ^that  you  never  hear  from  him.  Now  I 
know  that  you  have  written  for  I  have  seen  you  doing  it  and 
he  says  that  he  has  been  writing;  so  we  were  obliged  to 
come  to  a  conclusion  that  you  may  not  like  to  hear. " 

"Let  me  hear  it,  nevertheless." 

"Well,  I  know  that  your  letters  have  been  posted  all 
right,  since  I  have  posted  many  of  them  myself,  and  they 
could  not  have  been  stopped  at  this  end.  Dr.  Snowe  has 
been  giving  his  to  Guglielma  to  post.  It  was  the  one  ser- 
vice she  seemed  anxious  to  perform.  Suspiciously  anxious 
since  she  is  apparently  no  fonder  of  Dr.  Snowe  than  she  is 
of  me.  We  were  obliged  to  conclude  that  for  some  reason 
she  has  not  seen  fit  to  send  them  at  all — ^yet  you  have 
thought  her  trustworthy  ?  " 

"Thought!  I  know  her  to  be  faithful  as  any  living  crea- 
ture could  be,  devoted  to  the  death.  But,  if  Guglielma 
should  have  taken  it  into  her  head  to  imagine  that  she 
might  serve  me  by  such  an  act  of  confiscation,  she  would 
willingly  put  the  whole  mail  service  out  of  the  way.  So  I 
must  admit  that  your  surmise  is  not  an  impossible  one, 
though  I  should  be  at  a  loss  to  explain  such  an  action. 
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But  remember  the  disadvantage  Guglielma  is  under,  shut 
off  from  understanding  by  an  alien  tongue. " 

"Humph!"  said  Julian,  "perhaps  so;  but  you  take  this 
high-handed  proceeding  more  kindly  than  I  should  be  able 
to  do  had  they  been  my  letters  so  disposed  of. " 

"I  can  make  no  one  else  the  judge  between  Gughelma 
and  myself.  What  I  have  to  say  on  the  subject  I  shall  say 
to  her.  But  make  no  mistake,  Julian;  if  Guglielma  did 
this  thing,  the  motive  was  some  imagined  advantage  for 
me. 

"Another  thing,"  Mr.  Carroll  continued,  "though  I 
could  discover  not  a  sign  or  a  hint  of  anything  out  of  the 
usual  way,  Dr.  Snowe,  who  has  been  doing  a  little  quiet 
detective  work  on  his  own  hook,  thinks  that  though  every- 
thing is  so  externally  peaceful  and  innocent  appearing,  the 
enemy  is  still  entrenched  sub  rosa  in  the  city;  and  he  doubts 
not  that  he  awaits  your  return,  or  your  discovery,  with  all 
the  malign  patience  of  a  spider  with  his  nets  spread. 
There  is  a  faithful  ally  if  you  like,  Dr.  Snowe!  and  I  want 
to  tell  you  that  I  repeated  your  story  as  you  gave  it  to  me. 
He  had  heard — ^the  other,  and  I  thought  you  would  wish 
him  to  know  your  side. " 

"Thank  you,  Julian,  it  is  what  I  should  have  desired  you 
to  do." 

"Victor,  much  as  I  hate  to  say  it,  you  cannot  go  back 
there;  not  now,  at  least  until  your  defenses  are  perfect. 
And  I  fear  you  ought  not  to  remain  even  here  so  openly. 
I  saw  no  spies — that  I  recognized;  but  how  should  one 
recognize  them!  they  would  not  be  labelled;  and  for  all  I 
know  they  might  have  been  swarming.  To  have  him  come 
upon  you  now  might  ruin  everything.  Go  away  from  here 
today !    Suppose  I  should  have  been  followed  ?    It  would 
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have  been  so  easy.  Cannot  you  forget  your  dignity  and 
for  once  do  not  be  so  exasperatingly  stubborn.  Listen  to 
persuasion. " 

"You  are  so  accustomed  to  bring  that  special  charge 
against  me  that  it  has  become  purely  routine.  I  see  no 
reason  for  leaving  here  myself;  nor  do  I  believe  that  it 
will  alter  the  run  of  events;  what  will  come,  will  come.  So 
it  is  solely  because  you  so  wish  it,  to  relieve  you  of  the 
anxiety  you  feel  on  my  behalf,  that  I  promise  to  place  my- 
self under  your  direction — after  to-morrow:  to  go  to  any 
place  you  may  see  fit  to  designate.  I  will  give  my  defenses 
into  your  hands.  Do  I  not  concede  a  great  deal  for  the 
chronically,  inflexibly  obstinate  person  you  make  me 
appear?" 

"You  concede  exactly  what  it  suits  you  to  concede  and 
not  an  atom  besides.  Go  today  if  you  wish  me  to  believe 
it  anything  more. " 

"No,  Julian;  you  will  notice  that  I  am  careful  to  date  the 
bargain  the  day  after  to-morrow.  Until  then  I  remain  a 
free  agent. " 

Julian  burst  forth:  "Yes!  you  will  stay  here — on  the 
grounds  of  a  lofty  fatalism^you  vnll  stay — ^to  give  Ruth 
and  me  a  wretched  sorrowful  remembrance  that  will  cloud 
the  rest  of  our  days,  with  that  dreadful —  " 

"Julian,  that  is  a  sufficiently  painful  thought.  But  you 
have  no  alternative  to  offer.  It  may  never  come,  but  if  it 
should,  do  not  grudge  me  the  blessed  refuge.  My  release 
is  here,  nearly  as  quick  as  a  bolt  of  lightning.  I  have 
carried  it  for  years,  glad  in  the  thought  that  once  taken 
there  is  no  antidote,  that  my  enemy,  eager  to  save  my  life 
for  the  greater  vengeance,  would  be  powerless  to  do  it.  I 
should  be  out  of  his  reach.    Look  at  it  from  my  side,  see 
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what  I  escape.  You  see  only  one  side,  that  revolts  and 
horrifies  you.     Examine  the  other. " 

But  Julian  only  bent  his  head  on  his  arms  with  a  groan. 
Dr.  di  Cesnola's  hand  rested  on  his  shoulder.  "Your 
distress  does  pain  me, "  he  said,  "but  what  am  I  to  do  ?  I 
cannot  say  that  I  will  change.  I  can  only  b^  of  you  to  try 
to  see  my  point  of  view. " 

But  suddenly  the  familiar  change  b^an  to  come  over 
Julian.  A  light  dew  sprang  to  his  brow.  He  was  staring 
wildly.  "What  is  this  horrible  thing  you  have  on  your 
mind  ?  "  he  gasped. 

His  mind  was  laboring  to  pierce  a  mist.  Behind  it  a 
sixth  sense  seemed  to  tell  him,  lay  salvation.  But  in  vain, 
again  and  again,  did  his  groping  intelligence  fling  itself 
against  that  impalpable  barrier  in  a  frantic  effort  to  pierce 
it.  His  helplessness  to  do  it  brought  him  to  shivering 
terror.  So  had  Julian  been  many  times  before,  but  this 
time  Dr.  di  Cesnola  understood  the  manifestation  that  had 
formerly  completely  puzzled  him.  He  grappled  with  it 
decisively,  rising  to  take  Julian  by  the  shoulders. 

"Julian!"  he  conmianded,  "wake  up!" 

The  obsession  instantly  gave  place.  But  clairvoyance 
vanished  too  and  Julian,  helpless  now  in  his  anxious  quest, 
hailed  release  with  complaint  instead  of  gratitude.  "You 
have  driven  it  away,  driven  it  away  before  I  fairly  saw  it! 
What  have  you  done ! " 

"Brought  you  to  yourself,  or  tried  to  do  it,"  rejoined 
Dr.  di  Cesnola.  "  What  notion  have  you  taken  up  ?  You 
are  dreaming  awake. " 

But  Julian  though  waked  from  the  dream  still  trembled 
with  an  unconquerable  agitation.  "What  is  this  horrible 
thing  you  have  on  your  mind  P"  he  faltered,  not  now  the 
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mechanical  echo  of  a  supersensitive  impressionability  but 
his  eager  anxious  self,  anned  with  a  queerly  acquired  infor- 
mation that  he  was  bent  on  verifying. 

"You  have  been  dreaming  awake,"  repeated  Victor. 

"Don't  tantalize  me  with  pretenses!  It  is  too  late.  I 
saw  into  your  mind,  felt  it,  read  it.  But  you  broke  the 
thread  too  soon.  Tell  me,  unless  you  wish  to  drive  me 
wild!" 

"You  are  making  a  truly  extravagant  demand,  exciting 
yourself — " 

"Oh,  for  mercy's  sake,"  Julian  interrupted,  "give  over 
those  tactics  by  which  you  invariably  fence  off  one  in  your 
deadly  fear  of  intrusion.    I  must  know  this  thing,  what  it  is ! " 

"Very  well,"  replied  Dr.  di  Cesnola  with  much  impa- 
tience; Julian  had  badgered  him  to  the  point  of  utter 
weariness;  "why  should  I  withhold  what  you  may  wish  to 
know  merely  because  of  the  foreknowledge  that  to  tell  it 
will  only  excite  further  dispute — or  at  worst  scorn  and 
derision.  What  is  on  my  mind  that  you  are  pleased  to  call 
a  *  horror '  ?  Since  you  imagine  that  you  find  it  there,  pray 
decide  its  nature  for  yourself. " 

"I  cannot,"  said  Julian,  "you  have  shut  me  off."  He 
spoke  with  calmness.  For  the  moment  frantic  striving 
was  hushed.  "Yet  I  know  it  is  there — some  image — 
terrible — threatening — overshadowing — it  was  more  than 
your  ordinary  hopelessness,  your  overstrained  conscience 
that  paints  yourself  too  black,  as  if  years  of  atonement 
should  count  for  nothing — " 

"  Upon  my  word,  Julian,  are  you  becoming  clairvoyant  ?" 

"Am  I?  Once  I  should  have  said  that  nothing  was 
further  from  my  capabilities.  But  if  it  was  not  there,  if  I 
did  not  almost  grasp  it — ^if  you  had  not  interfered — '* 
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''Well,  it  would  be  a  somewhat  extraordinary  position  to 
take  that  I  had  not  in  that  case  the  right  to  interfere.  I 
do  not  know  that  I  can  concede  you  the  right  to  take  pos- 
session of  my  mind  regardless  of  my  own  wishes.  Shall 
I  Iiavc  to  make  a  iSght  for  dominion  over  my  own 
thoughts?" 

"  I  wish  I  could  really  give  you  a  fight  for  it, "  said  Julian, 
"in  the  cause  of  your  own  safety.  In  its  bearings  on  that 
I  should  have  never  a  scruple.  But  I  cannot  take  poses- 
sion  of  your  thoughts  at  will.  In  the  end  it  is  you  who  give 
them  to  me  by  some  process  beyond  understanding.  If  I 
did  understand  I  should  not  hesitate  to  make  use  of  it 
instead  of  beating  against  your  toughness  of  fiber  with  vain 
pleas. " 

** There  it  is,"  said  Victor  shaking  his  head;  "you  must 
admit  that  I  have  endured  your  attacks  with  a  reasonable 
amount  of  patience.  You  have  come  near  to  exhausting 
wur  stock  of  epithets  in  my  service.  If  I  have  submitted 
it  is  not  because  I,  any  more  than  another,  really  relish 
aci'usations  of  foUy,  fanaticism,  superstition,  and  so  through 
your  list.  But  I  comprehend  that  you  must  be  indem- 
nified for  your  losing  fij^t  by  indulgence  in  a  fury  of  words. 
But  the  limit  must  come  sometime«and  eveiy  man  has  a 
holy  of  holies  into  which  the  iconclast  ventures  at  his  ex- 
treme peril.  ** 

Julian  digested  this  to  answer  after  a  kngthened  pause: 
^^If  I  have  strtiggied  with  you  and  b»ated  you  with  aU  the 
language  at  my  commands  I  am  still  so  sure  of  my  motives 
and  wishes  and  intentioas  and  their  respectahility  that  I 
cannot  profess  to  be  ashamed  of  my  condiict,  and  I  shaD 
not  i^pologiie  K>  the  extent  of  a  sylIaUe«  I  could  not  have 
done  anything  but  what  I  haT>^  been  doing*  and  toq  know 
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whether,  had  our  situations  been  reversed,  you  would  have 
done  the  like  for  me.  You  might  have  managed  more 
skillfully,  but  that  would  not  have  been  because  your 
motives  were  any  better.  If  what  I  have  done  or  tried  to 
do  suffices  to  bar  me  from  *the  holy  of  holies',  so  let  it  be! 
And  this  shapeless  horror  must  go  as  it  is,  if  you  will  not 
shape  it  for  me. " 

"I  can  no  more  shape  it  than  you  can.  If  as  you  say, 
you  performed  the  remarkable  feat  of  taking  the  impression 
from  my  mind,  you  could  get  no  more  than  was  there,  and 
that  was  mere  indefiniteness.  But  you  shall  not  suffer 
under  that  sense  of  injury.  You  shall  have  your  own  way, 
I  do  not  even  ask  you  to  suppress  comment,  but  give  you 
liberty  to  battle  me  with  all  the  adjectives  descriptive  of 
folly  at  your  command.  For  it  is  in  the  end  only  a  dream; 
but  one  so  persistent,  so  recurrent,  that  I  cannot  be  rid  of 
the  oppression  it  leaves.  It  is  no  use  to  try  to  bring  reason 
to  bear  on  the  problem.  It  is  outside  that  domain.  For 
days  it  has  been  that  I  no  sooner  close  my  eyes  than  this 
dream,  that  came  first  on  the  twenty-eighth  of  February, 
is  upon  me.  First  there  is  the  figure  of  my  mother,  twenty 
years  dead ;  and  always  she  wears  a  face  of  fear,  of  warning, 
and  wrings  her  hands.  Then  comes  a  sound,  a  strange 
sound  I  cannot  place  or  name;  not  loud,  but  soft  and  insis- 
tent. There  is  the  sense  of  some  vague  terror  whose  nature 
is  hidden.  I  know  that  it  is  there;  I  struggle  to  see,  to 
recognize  it.  I  have  the  plain  consciousness  that  if  I  could 
but  once  divine  its  form  its  menace  would  be  gone;  but  I 
agonize  in  vain,  to  awake  in  the  shudder  of  that  exagge- 
rated apprehension  that  is  a  part  of  dreams.  It  is  the 
impression  of  this  that  stays  with  me,  that  wears  away  so 
slowly  that  before  it  has  completely  gone  the  repetition  of 
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the  evil  vision  has  brought  it  all  back  again.  So  I  am  never 
entirely  rid  of  its  influence.  But,  Julian,  it  would  really 
be  superfluous  to  bring  your  heavy  artillery  to  bear  upon 
this  craze.  I  can  discern  for  myself  the  folly  of  laying  stress 
on  it.  Even  the  persistency  of  it  can  be  rationaUy  accounted 
for.  But  no  matter  for  that.  We  all  have  a  dual  nature, 
and  what  reason  scornfully  rejects,  the  other  self  yields  to 
helplessly.  My  reason  refrains  from  insisting  that  this 
haunting  vision  means  warning,  forcast,  as  might  be  sug- 
gested. Grant  that  it  is  an  idea  that  has  repeated  and  so 
fixed  itself;  still  its  shadow  clings  and  the  result  is  dep- 
pression. " 

"But  you  believe,  still  you  believe — " 

"I  told  you  that  I  believe  nothing.  I  willingly  grant 
that  it  may  all  come  within  some  ordinary  explanation. 
The  only  point  I  insist  upon  is  the  undoubted  eflFect.  As 
to  that  there  can  be  no  contention.  *' 

Julian  looked  sober  enough.  His  usual  weapons  were 
not  called  into  use.  "I  shall  believe,"  he  remarked, 
"that  it  can  be  brought  within  some  ordinary  explanation. 
If  one  begin  to  admit  dreams  to  ones  calculation  as — 
prophetic;  or  as  anything  but  the  wanderings  of  the  mind 
adrift  from  the  moorings  of  reason,  why,  where  in  the  world 
shall  one  land  ?  But  for  the  moment — you  gave  me  the 
color  so  effectually  that  I — " 

**F6r  that  moment  were  as  disturbed  as  myself?" 
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** starts,  Kke  one  that  spies  an  adder 

Wreathed  up  in  fatal  folds,  just  in  his  way." 

It  was  because  of  no  sense  of  recognition  that  Julian 
stopped  so  short  at  the  sight  of  the  figure  leaning  against 
a  post  as  he  and  his  friend  came  out  the  hotel  door.  It 
takes  more  than  money  in  the  pocket  to  introduce  the  infor- 
mation to  the  head,that  a  dingy  skin  and  unkempt  hair,  when 
contrasted  with  fine  attire,  stand  out  with  even  more  than 
their  due  prominence.  Mr.  Carroll 's  nerves  were  in  that 
ticklish  state  that  made  him  quick  to  view  with  suspicion 
anything  or  anybody  not  immediately  accountable  for; 
and  there  was,  in  fact,  a  shade  too  much  eagerness  in  the 
sodden  eyes  that  turned  from  himself  to  his  companion  and 
back  more  than  once.  Julian  instantly  with  no  further 
evidence,  concluded  that  it  was  themselves  that  he  had 
been  watchful  for. 

Mr.  Carroll's  stoppage  induced  a  deprecating  grin  and 
a  half  ironical  flourish  of  a  doffed  hat.  The  human  ego 
is  a  thing  of  toughness,  of  self  importance,  which  has  no 
relation  to  its  actual  value.  How  was  this  object  of  Julian 's 
impulsive,  long-forgotten  bounty  to  realize — ^b  the  center 
of  his  own  little  universe — that  Mr.  Carroll 's  nearsighted 
eyes  had  not  retained  his  image  ?  His  false  move  was  the 
natural  one.    "I  see  yer  knows  me,  Mr.  Carroll, *'  says  he. 

Julian  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  mention  that  he  did 
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not  in  the  least  know  him.  ''Who  told  yoo  my  Hamef^ 
was  his  sole  reply. 

''A — man,  way  back  last  November,  when  you  done  me 
that  favor, '  was  tlAe  way  he  put  it. 

The  reference  was  enough.  '"How  does  it  happen  that 
you  are — ^so  much  better  off  than  you  were  then  ?  '*  Julian 
demanded  abruptly,  *'and  what  are  you  doing  here?" 

The  ex-nomad's  grin  was  both  sly  and  sheepish.  "I'm 
in  business  now, "  he  explained. 

As  for  the  interlocutor,  all  his  vague  fears  and  suspicions 
had  come  to  a  head;  and  memory  had  restored  suddenly  a 
passing  impression. 

"Business?    Business!"  he  exclaimed;  "a  particularly 

likely  story!    Didn 't  I  see  you  in  the  station  at  T the 

day  before  yesterday  ?  "  he  pounced. 

"I  don't — I  don't  know,  boss,  what  yer  seen,"  with  an 
awkward  attempt  at  politeness  and  propitiation  that  was 
truly  ominous  of  the  worst,  since  it  so  clearly  disclosed  the 
creature's  effort  to  play  a  part  for  which  all  his  savage 
instincts  unfitted  him;  and  to  which  some  powerful  extra- 
neous force  alone  could  impel  him.  This  was  very  dif- 
ferent from  the  sturdy  loafer's  former  style. 

"A  spy,  a  spy!"  thought  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  champion, 
"it  is  not  the  mere  mislead  of  my  fears. "  His  immediate 
wish  was  to  rid  himself  of  Victor's  presence;  the  work  he 
must  do  could  not  be  squeamishly  done;  and  he  could  and 
would  do  more  for  Victor  than  Victor  could  be  persuaded 
to  do  for  himself.  "And  the  devil  of  a  scruple  shall  I 
have, "  was  his  resolve. 

"May  I  ask  you  to  go  on,  Mr.  di  Cesnola  ?"  he  requested, 
**I  find  that  I  have  business  with  this  man. " 

Jh.  di  Cesnola  was  not  so  easily  hoodwinked;  and  the 
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cbange  of  title  was  enough  in  itself  to  note  the 
unusual.  "What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  in  his  native 
tongue. 

"Why  didn't  you  talk  American?"  Julian  almost 
groaned;  "as  it  is  you  could  not  have  done  worse.  I  told 
you  that  I  have  business  with  this — ^wretch!" 

"So  you  did,  but  I  suspect  its  nature.  You  think  this 
an  emissary — " 

"For  all  I  know,  the  emissary  of  his  Satanic  majesty 
himself!"  Julian  interrupted  brusquely,  "deny  that  he 
looks  it!  Well,  if  you  must  know,  I  suspect,  I  fear — ^why 
else  should  I  find  him  here  watching  this  door  when  I  am 

sure  I  saw  him  in  the  station  at  T or  else  his  brother — 

and  I  don 't  admire  the  family  type.  It  was  that  sickeningly 
dingy  hide  of  his  contrasted  with  his  fancy  get-up  that  drew 
my  attention.  Go  on,  Victor;  leave  me  to  deal  with  him. 
You  promised  that  I  should  have  the  conduct  of  your 
defense  and  this  is  part  of  it.  I  call  upon  you  to  observe 
that  promise. " 

"If  I  hesitate— " 

"But  you  must  not.  Your  promise!  You  think  I 
shall  play  the  deuce  with  law  and  order  or  something  like 
that;  and  I  must  say,  Mr.  di  Cesnola,  that  I  cannot  regard 
that  as  flattering  to  my  sense. " 

"Well,  I  will  go  on,  Julian;  but  remember  to  *  temper 
justice  with  mercy '. " 

"I'll  temper  mercy  with  justice,  all  right,"  Julian  piut- 
tered  inaudibly. 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  did  go  on. 

".What  did  you  say  the  gent's  name  wuz?"  questioned 
the  nomad  insinuatingly. 

Julian  bent  on  him  a  scowl.  **It  is  not  your  business 
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what  his  name  is»  but  you  heard  me  call  him  'di  Cesnola*. 
Ever  hear  it  before?" 

The  dirty  hand  was  at  the  tousled  head.  "I  don't 
know  as  I  did, "  said  he  of  the  road. 

"Never  you  mind  about  that,  anyhow,"  said  Julian, 
'Ve  have  a  matter  to  settle  between  us.  Come  along 
with  me. " 

"It — don't  just  suit  me,"  said  the  other,  "no,  sir.  I 
don't  think  I  will."  His  optics  were  lingering  on  the 
vanishing  di  Cesnola,  as  if  it  were  with  him  he  both  desired 
and  intended  to  go  so  soon  as  he  should  have  cast  off  the 
too-insistent  interviewer. 

"Very  well,"  responded  Julian  decidedly,  "if  you  would 
rather  have  me  call  a  policeman  to  give  you  in  charge?" 
It  was  the  very  last  thing  the  threatener  would  have  wished 
to  do,  but  the  bluff  did  as  well  as  another.  The  victim 
visibly  weakened.  "  Yer  can 't  do  it.  There  ain't  a  thing 
agen  me. " 

"Isn  't  there  ?  "  Julian  taunted  with  a  laugh  that  seemed 
to  proclaim  a  too  perfect  acquaintance  with  an  undesirable 
record ;  whereas  it  only  meant  Mr.  Carroll 's  more  thorough 
warming  up  to  his  part.  "I  can  find  the  chaige  with  ease 
if  you  decide  for  the  policeman.  Which  is  it  ?  Will  you 
walk  ahead  like  a  lamb  or  shall  I  call  for  a  cop?' 

The  unfortunate's  experience  was  against  him.  H^ 
capitulated.     "All  right.    I'll  go  along,  honest" 

"You  had  better  be  particularly  honest  about  it, "  Julian 
threatened;  "march  ahead!" 

So  the  luckless  ex-nomad  did,  to  Julian's  own  sanctum. 
That  reached,  Mr.  Carroll,  doubtful  of  his  own  prowess, 
look  care  to  remove  from  a  bureau  drawer,  the  revolver  that 
reposed  there  innocuously;  but  which  he  cannily  loaded 
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before  the  observation  of  his  captive  for  its  moral  effect 
upon  such  a  slippery  customer. 

He  held  the  firearm  suggestively  in  his  hand.  The  wild 
and  formless  schemes  for  the  detention  or  disposal  of  this 
creature  whose  mission  as  a  spy  he  no  longer  doubted, 
were  not  easy  to  sort  out  and  arrange.  Meanwhile  the 
temporary  advantage  was  with  him.  How  to  make  this 
wretch  harmless  until  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  attainment  of  the 
selected  hiding  place  should  destroy  his  power  for  mischief! 

"You  may  sit  down,"  Julian  allowed,  taking  a  chair 
himself  at  a  safe  and  agreeable  distance.  "Now  then," 
he  said,  with  grim  directness,  "what  does  this  mean,  what 
are  you  doing  here,  when  I  saw  you  the  night  before  last 
in  the  station  at  T ?" 

"There  ain't  no  law  agin  my  bein '  here,  "was  the  dogged 
response. 

"  Isn  't  there  ?  You  will  have  to  find  out  that  you  shan  *t 
trail  round  after  me.  And  where  do  you  get  money  for 
it  ?  *In  business'!  How  much  do  you  think  that  yam  is 
worth  ?  I  know  you,  you  are  a  villianous  spy  I  Why  did 
you  ask  the  name  of  the  gentleman  I  was  with?"  asked 
Julian,  who  had  quickly  decided  that  as  denial  of  Dr.  di 
Cesnola  's  identity  would  be  but  a  futile  device  here,  where 
he  was  unknown  anyhow,  the  advantage  would  lie  in  a 
show  of  sure  knowledge  that  would  seem  to  make  any 
further  deception  out  of  the  question. 

The  uneasy  captive  was  too  used  to  being  always  and 
inevitably  in  the  wrong  to  assert  himself  against  Mr.  Car- 
roll's high-handedness.  "I  don't  rightly  know,"  he 
stuttered,  "I  hadn't  no  reason  in  pertickler.  He's  a  fine 
lookin'  gent  and  I  think  I  seen  him  before."  So  he  had, 
through  the  doctor's  own  office  window;  but  he  did  not 
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tell  that,  nor  did  Julian  remember  or  connect  him  with  the 
one  instance  that  had  come  to  his  own  attention. 

Julian  glared.  "You  are  wasting  your  time  with  lies. 
I  know  who  you  are  and  who  sent  you — the  man  with  the 
hook  nose  and  the  devil 's  eyes. "  This  succinct  descrip- 
tion evidently  convinced  the  defendant.  Sure  that  the  shot 
had  struck,  Julian  with  a  good  heart  went  on.     "You 

foUowed  me  from  T ,  you  spy !    Do  you  know  the  fate 

of  spies?" 

The  prisoner  did  not  deny  the  fact.  "You  don't  dast 
ter  shoot,"  he  said,  concerned  only  with  the  implied 
threat's  fulfilment. 

"Don't  I  ?"  jeered  Mr.  Carroll  with  a  show  of  truculent 
scorn  at  such  a  notion,  of  which  he  felt  secretly  proud — 
from  a  purely  histrionic  point  of  view;  "I  don 't  intend  that 
you  shall  be  able  to  do  the  gentleman  any  harm  whom  you 
were  sent  here  to  spy  upon;  and  to  prevent  you,  there  is  no 
limit  to  what  I  can  do  or  dare  do.  And  suppose,"  calmly 
argumentative,  "that  a  ball  from  this,"  a  light  touch  upon 
the  trigger,  "were  to  go  into  you.  It  would  be  only  one 
tramp  less,  you  know,  and  who  in  the  world  do  you  think 
would  care  ?  I  fancy  that  the  courts  would  take  my  word 
for  it  that  it  was  a  matter  of  self-defence. " 

There  was  cold  blooded  deUberation  in  the  utterance  of 
this  veiled  menace,  notwithstanding  that  Mr.  Carroll  was 
conmoienting  inwardly:  "I  hope  he  don't  test  that,  lest  my 
pretensions  to  ferocity  speedily  collapse." 

But  the  ex-nomad  took  it  all  for  granted.  Who  would 
care,  indeed,  what  might  happen  to  him,  waif  and  stray, 
waste,  that  he  was!  Julian  was  dispelling  a  dream  of 
opulence  in  an  unsavory  role.  In  his  unease,  he  draped 
forth  a  handkerchief  with  which  to  wipe  hjb  &ce.    Thp 
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sight  of  it  put  all  Julian  *s  fastidiousness  on  edge.  Could 
it  be  such  an  inexcusable  deed  to  dispose  of  such  an  abhor- 
rent bit  of  humanity  on  the  dust  heap  ? 

Personal  loathing  increased  the  acerbity  of  his  tone. 
"There  is  only  one  chance  for  you  now  that  you  are  caught; 
that  is,  to  own  up  and  tell  all  you  know."  Julian  rightly 
surmised  that  this  spy  would  not  be  in  the  confidence  of  his 
employer  to  a  dangerous  extent.  It  was  too  unlikely. 
"That  dastardly  principal  of  yours,"  said  Mr.  Carroll, 
"will,  have  to  discover  his  error  if  he  thinks  to  bring  his 
foreign  notions  to  bear  here.  Get  to  work!  Own  up;  tell 
it  all—" 

Julian's  voice  was  singularly  expressive  of  his  disgust 
and  antipathy,  which  his  humanitarian  instincts  were  not 
strong  enough  to  keep  out  of  sight.  It  was  not  in  him  to 
seek  for  a  soul  in  an  envelope  so  unpromising.  Perhaps 
he  thought  this  creature  hardly  human  enough  to  see  or 
resent  it.  But  there  did  remain  a  spark  of  self-respect  that 
could  kindle  resentment  of  Mr.  Carroll's  too-plainly  shown 
repugnance.  Mr.  Carroll  might  be  richer,  happier, 
luckier,  but  not  thereby  entitled  to  put  on  airs,  to  make 
bloody  threats.  No;  not  entitled,  but  by  the  cranks  of 
destiny  in  a  position  to  do  it.  Julian  in  the  heat  of  his 
campaign  forgot  to  allow  for  the  desperation  of  a  savage  at 
bay,  with  the  civilized  world  his  foe.  Nomad  knew  the 
world  hated  him  for  his  kind;  accepted  threats  and  boasts 
of  immunity  in  their  execution  as  they  stood ;  and  the  Styx 
looked  as  dark  a  stream  to  him  as  to  another.  Therefore 
action ! 

Hoping  to  take  his  threatener  by  surprise,  the  nomad, 
nerved  by  the  first  instinct,  made  a  swift  dart  across  the 
seven  feet  or  so  between  them;  attempting  at  once  to  cap- 
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tare  the  weapon  and  to  trip  and  throw  Julian.  The  pistol 
was  flung  to  the  floor  where  it  exploded  harmlessly,  sending 
a  bullet  into  the  wall:  but  the  attacked  was  too  quick  in 
mind  and  body  to  fall  a  victim  to  such  tactics.  Up  to  that 
time  he  had  not  conducted  his  campaign  with  notable 
distinction,  but  here  he  redeemed  himself.  Eveiy  fibre  of 
him  shrank  from  the  contact  with  an  intensify  of  repug- 
nance; but  he  grappled  with  the  assailant. 

Julian  was  lithe  and  nervously  strong;  but  the  man  of 
the  highway  was  spurred  by  the  paramount  motive,  that 
called  forth  every  ounce  of  force  he  had  in  him. 

How  it  might  have  come  out,  is  past  the  power  of  proph- 
ecy; but  Julian  received  reinforcements.  Though  he  came 
through  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  door,  it  was  not  Dr.  di  Cesnola. 
Busy  as  he  was,  Julian  could  discern  as  much  as  that. 

By  the  newcomer  the  issue  was  decided  in  short  order. 
Into  the  combat  he  plunged.  He  grasped  Julian  *s  adver- 
sary by  both  elbows  from  the  rear  with  so  much  force  that 
his  hold  was  instantly  detached.  He  stood  an  ugly  image 
of  blinking  dismay,  turning  his  eyes  first  over  one  shoulder, 
then  over  the  other  in  an  eflFort  to  see  his  undoer. 

Gladly  did  one  contestant  find  release.  Julian  stood 
panting;  questioning  where  he  had  seen  that  dark-skinned 
foreigner  before,  that  though  he  knew  him  not,  he  should 
yet  be  so  familiar.  Julian  felt  he  ought  to  know  him. 
What  had  brought  him  here  in  the  nick  of  time.  What 
had  led  him  to  this  timely  show  of  aid  ? 

Julian  rubbed  his  hands  upon  a  handkerchief  until  they 
burned  and  cast  if  disgustedly  away.  Bah!  what  a  thing 
to  have  touched !  "No  more  melodrama  for  me!  I  am  a 
particularly  dismal  failure  in  the  part. " 

The  newcomer  seemed  quite  at  home  in  the  part  Julian 
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discarded.  His  fierceness  of  eye  commanded  belief.  The 
black  gleaming  orbs  bent  scowlingly  on  his  captive.  "Sit 
— sit  there!"  he  ondered;  enforcing  his  words  with  a  mus- 
cular shove  that  left  no  chance  for  disobedience.  The 
nomad  seemed  convinced  that  efifective  resistance  was  done 
for.     He  sat  sullen  but  passive,  where  he  had  been  placed. 

"Will  the  gentleman,"  the  rescuer  asked  deferentially 
in  the  tongue  Julian  practised  with  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  "will 
the  gentleman  be  so  kind  as  to  pick  up  the  revolver?" 

Julian  did  so  and  laid  the  discredited  weapon  on  the 
table.  It  was  with  fresh  and  eager  attention  that  he  now 
looked  over  his  aid.  The  language  had  supplied  the  mis- 
sing clue.  He  knew  where  he  had  seen  the  man  before. 
Of  the  group  he  had  come  upon  in  the  hall  of  Dr.  Paul's 
house  on  that  snowy  February  night  months  ago,  this  man 
had  been  one.  Aside  from  his  opportune  appearance  his 
credentials  were  good.  Julian  laid  hold  again  of  the  pistol 
and  handed  it  to  Carmino.  "You  may  need  it,"  he  said 
briefly. 

Carmino  gladly  accepted  it.  "Yes,  sir,"  he  returned, 
"that  will  not  come  amiss. " 

The  gift  of  a  supply  of  cartridges  Julian  bethought  him- 
self to  add  was  pleasing  to  Carmino  if  not  to  his  prisoner. 
But  Carmino  added  as  he  stowed  them  all  away:  "But 
always  I  have  this,"  and  his  ferocity  if  subdued  was  obvi- 
ously genuine.  "This"  was  long  and  tapering,  shining 
and  needle-pointed.  In  capable  hands,  not  squeamishly 
averse  to  using  it,  it  appeared  a  wellnigh  incontrovertible 
ailment;  and  Carmino 's  business  intentions  were  beyond 
doubt. 

"Yes,  sir,  you  leave  the  scoundrel  to  me; "his  deference 
to  Victor  Paul 's  friend  was  as  fine  in  its  way  as  his  inex- 
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orable  fury  against  Victor  Paul's  despicable  foe.  "I  shall 
know  how  to  deal  with  him.  I  have  heard  you.  I  know 
that  he  is  a  base,  purchased  spy.  And,  sir,  will  it  please 
you  to  interpret  what  I  have  to  say  to  him  ?  My  English 
is  not  so  sure  and  I  want  him  to  know  what  I  promise  him; 
to  have  no  chance  to  make  a  mistake,  because  a  mistake, 
ever  such  a  little  one,  would  cost  us  both  too  much.  Tell 
him  that  he  is  to  come  with  me — docilely.  He  is  not,  as 
we  go,  to  speak  one  word,  to  make  one  sound;  if  he  does 
I  shall  not  stop  to  argue,  I  shall  shoot  him  down.  I  care 
not  what  comes  to  me  so  that  he  has  no  chance  to  do  mis- 
chief. Rather  than  they  should  have  power  to  harm — one 
we  know  of — I  should  put  out  of  the  way  a  dozen  such, 
like  the  vermin  I  count  them.    Have  you  told  him  all,  sir  ?  " 

"Faithfully,  word  for  word." 

"Make  him  to  know,"  Victor's  dauntless  champion 
went  on,  "that  so  long  as  he  obeys  and  follows  me  like  a 
little  dog  his  master,  I  shall  do  him  no  hurt.  But  he  must 
implicitly  obey  me;  obey  or  die.  There  is  no  second  way. 
Be  sure  to  make  it  plain,  sir,  that  I  care  not  what  comes  to 
me  so  that  he  be  silenced ;  that  his  one  chance  of  safety  is 
submission.  So  much  as  one  word  spoken  will  insure  bis 
end,  because,"  with  a  grim  smile,  "I  understand  not 
English  perfectly  and  I  take  no  risks." 

Big  and  brawny  and  determined,  with  black  eyes  gleam- 
ing with  sombre  fire,  Carmino  looked  a  person  ill  to  trifle 
with.  The  ex-nomad  appeared  to  realize  it.  He  expressed 
as  much  and  accepted  the  terms. 

"Now,  sir,"  added  the  methodical  Carmino,  "will  you 
kindly  hold  this  to  his  head  ?" 

There  really  would  have  been  neither  sense  nor  reason 
|n  straining  at  that  particular  gnat*    Julian  in  his  mhox- 
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dinate  role  of  assistant  to  the  more  capable  Carmino, 
kindly  did  hold  the  cold  muzzle  of  the  revolver  to  the 
prisoner's  head.  Whatever  qualms  he  might  have  had  he 
swept  aside.  He  knew  how  cold  was  the  revolver  even 
that  hot  day,  by  the  unaffected  shiver  that  followed  its 
contact.  He  could  not  rid  himself  of  a  certain  amount  of 
sympathy  for  this  underdog;  a  sympathy  simply  useful  to 
bolster  up  his  own  complacency,  since  he  had  no  more 
mind  than  had  the  frankly  unabashed  Carmino,  to  let  the 
captive  oflF  from  anything  coming  to  him. 

Meanwhile  Carmino  with  a  deft  thoroughness  went 
through  the  prisoner's  clothes;  unearthing  a  knife  that 
made  Julian  shiver  as  unaffectedly  as  had  the  object  of 
his  own  attentions,  so  nearly,  he  was  convinced,  had  that 
blade  come  to  insertion  between  his  own  ribs. 

"Thank  goodness!"  Julian  ejaculated,  having  seen  them 
depart,  "that  job  is  well  taken  off  my  incapable  hands. 
I  wonder  where  I  should  be  if  my  foreign  friend  had  not 
happened  in  so  very  opportunely?  It  is  not  pleasant  to 
think  on!  Bah!  the  whole  place  needs  to  be  overhauled 
and  disinfected!" 

Most  acute  disgust  writhed  on  Mr.  Carroll's  mobile 
features.  Then  his  modem  microbe-haunted  imagination 
drove  him  straight  back  to  the  bathtub  from  which  he  had 
recently  emerged. 


CHAPTER  LX 

"IwiUteUitsafOy." 

"Very  GLAD  to  see  you,  Mr.  Carroll/' said  Ruth,  when 
after  a  prolonged  interval  the  defeated  diplomatist  turned 
up,"  we  thought  you  had  repented  and  returned  to  T .'* 

Order  words  and  manner  with  what  address  he  might, 
Julian  was  unable  totally  to  conceal  all  traces  of  disaster. 
To  disaster,  however,  he  had  no  intention  of  referring. 
As  to  Ruth  a  glance  had  sufficed  to  tell  her  that  the  badi- 
nage accorded  the  successful  wooer  would  not  come  in 
here. 

Julian,  too,  was  observing.  Between  this  meeting  with 
Miss  Allis  and  the  one  immediately  preceding  had  come  the 
revelation  that  had  destroyed  her  peace.  To  that  Moloch 
of  fear  and  dread  had  been  sacrificed  the  bright  delicate 
color,  the  spontaneous  gaiety,  as  if  they  had  been  one, 
and  faded  together.  Julian,  whose  thoughts  were  in  the 
same  alignment,  knew  whence  was  derived  the  tinge  of 
gravity  that  sobered  over  her.  Neither  spoke  word  of 
referrence  to  what  was  uppermost  in  either  mind. 

Julian  said:  "I  have  really  been  very  much  engaged,  or 
I  should  have  been  here  to  report  myself  long  ago.  I  have 
had  an  exciting  encounter.  ** 

**An  exciting  encounter?  That  sounds  interesting. 
Am  I  not  to  hear  about  it  ?** 

"Yes;  when  Dr.  di  Cesnola  is  not  so  close  at  hand." 
502 
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"Oh-h!  what  can  you  have  been  doing?" 

"To  tell  the  whole  truth,  nothing  very  defensible,  I  fear. 
But  I  am  so  far  from  feeling  any  remorse  that  I  don 't  care 
how  my  procedure  might  be  regarded  by  strictly  law- 
abiding  people.  It  was  done  in  a  good  cause  and  I  should 
do  it  again  if  required — or  worse.** 

"You  are  reckless,  if  you  like  to  go  incriminating  your- 
self regardless  of  consequences!  Aren't  you  afraid  that 
I  may  do  my  whole  duty  by  betraying  you  to  justice  ?" 

Mr.  Carroll  shook  his  head  with  great  significance. 
"You!**  he  said,  "you ?  Oh,  no;  you  are  the  last  person 
1  should  have  need  to  fear.  I  should  expect  you  to  aid  and 
abet  me — and  completely  outdo  me  in  lawlessness  in  this 
cause.  But  you  need  not  look  so  scared!"  Ruth  had 
quickly  changed  color. 

"Don't  tell  me  that!"  she  exclaimed,  "don't  attempt 
to  put  me  off !  I  will  not  have  things  kept  from  me  on 
any  such  excuse." 

But  she  had  grown  white  enough  to  afford  excuse  for 
what  he  had  said. 

"There  is  nothing  demanding  any  present  worry, "was 
Julian's  assurance," and  I  will  tell  you  all  honestly — ^bye 
and  bye.  It  is  Dr.  di  Cesnola  I  am  afraid  of.  I  do  not 
want  him  to  find  out  what  I  have  been  up  to.  Why  is  it," 
he  desperately  changed  the  subject  as  Dr.  di  Cesnola  was 
too  near  for  ease,  "that  you  ask  me  no  questions.  Has 
your  interest  in  my  luck  evaporated  ?" 

"You  are  bent  on  changing  the  subject!  Very  well — 
for  the  time.  No;  my  interest  has  not  evaporated.  What 
of  your  mission,  then,  since  you  invite  me  to  meddle?" 

"Ah,  "responded  Julian,  resorting  to  his  usual  flippancy; 
**  never  pose  as  a  seer  again  with  me.    You  beguiled  me 
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into  believing  Elinor  ready — opining— to  make  up — but 
something  very  different  from  the  pleasant  picture  of  recon- 
ciliation that  you  painted,  was  really  awaiting  me  at  the 
end  of  that  long  and  useless  journey.  You  will  hardly 
be  able  to  credit  it — Elinor  was  married,  the  day  I  trav- 
elled." 

In  spite  of  the  careless  tone  in  which  this  was  spoken, 
Ruth  was  gazing  in  a  horrified  surprise. 

"Married!" 

"Yes,"  answered  Julian  acidify  cropping  up,  "she  did 
not  give  me  much  grace.  She  saw,  condemned,  and  took 
vengeance  on  my  supposed  sins  with  such  sureness  and 
swiftness  that  my  case  was  lost  before  it  ever  reached 
court. " 

Ruth  could  only  shake  her  head  again  and  again  over 
this  amazing  news.  "And  so  I  am  implicated,  because  I 
gave  you  advice  that  did  not  pan  out  gold.  Well,  I  will 
say  I  am  sorry,  if  you  like. " 

"You  need  not.  The  advice  was  good,  though  it  panned 
out  no  better.  It  was  not  your  fault,  nor  mine,  nor,  in  fact, 
even  Elinor's.  A  mischief-maker  came  between  us;  a 
cold-blooded  falsifier,  a  conscienceless  meddler — enough,'* 
gritting  his  teeth,  "begging  your  pardon! — ^to  miake  me 
loathe  the  whole  race  of  girls  for  all  time!" 

"Surely!  that  would  be  just,  to  hate  all  for  the  loathely 
deed  of  one. " 

"  Just !  humph ;  justice  plays  a  large  part  in  the  r^ulation 
of  human  affairs,  doesn  't  it  ?  I  certainly  shan't  put  myself 
into  the  freak  class  by  pretending  to  adjust  my  likes  or  dis- 
likes or  my  conduct  generally  by  such  an  unfashionable 
fetich  as  justice. " 

Again  Ruth  shook  her  head.    "You  are  dreadfully  out 
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of  sorts  and  I  don't  wonder.    I  don't  think  much  of  life, 

anyhow. " 

"We  have  become  pessimists  together,  it  appears.** 
"Yes;  and  I  suppose  there  is  nothing  to  do  but  endure. 

We  must  pretend  with  might  and  main  that  life  is  worth  it. 

But  now  you  must  tell  me  of  the  thrilling  encounter.  ** 
There  was  no  further  excuse  for  refusal. 

^P  ^P  ^P  ^P  ^r  ^*  ^* 

"It  is  a  pity,'*  said  Julian  later  at  the  hotel,  "that  Ruth 
had  to  know.    It  was — ^necessary  ?  " 

"You  must  recognize  the  necessity.** 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  I  do.  I  suppose  it  could  not  be  avoided. 
But  it  is  a  loss.  She  was  so  deliciously  gay  and  light 
hearted ;  and  it  was  so  spontaneous.  One  hates  to  see  the 
cloud.  It  was  necessarily  ephemeral;  but  one  desired  to 
preserve  it  to  the  limit. " 

"Yes;  that  is  all  true;  and  her  brightness  has  indeed  been 
dinmGLed.  Regret  it  as  I  must  I  was  forced  to  the  course 
I  took.  It  was  the  only  fair  one.  But  Ruth  is  of  far 
firmer,  stronger  character  than  you  think.  The  brightness 
that  is  so  attractive  is  only  the  outward  ornament;  it  is  the 
firmer  substratum  that  really  counts.  '* 

"Victor, if  I  may  take  the  liberty, I  know  that  at  least  as 
well  as  you  do.  If  she  had  not  had  plenty  of  determination 
— do  you  know  anything  that  happened  before  we  two  ever 
heard  of  the  place  or  at  least  ever  dreamed  of  coming  here  ?** 

Victor  first  smiled  then  laughed  outright.  "That  takes 
me  back  some  months  to  the  contraband  over  which  we 
almost  quarelled.  Both  Alicia  and  Ruth  herself  have  told 
me  of  some  of  the  events,  which  were,  I  am  informed,  re- 
corded in  that  book.  ** 

"I  reckon/* replied  Julian  with  some  slight  irony;  losing 
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player  that  he  had  been,  this  was  his  trifling  indemnity  and 
he  refrained  from  any  questions  about  Dicky.  He  did  not 
yet  know  whether  Dr.  di  Cesnola»  who  thought  himself  so 
well  informed,  had  ever  heard  the  name  or  not;  and  his 
own  knowledge  so  gained,  must  not  be  misapplied  to  any 
one's  detriment.  For  himself,  Dicky  and  his  status 
remained  a  mystery  he  had  never  solved.  Thus  the  dis- 
cussion closed. 


CHAPTER  LXI 

"Bousedjon  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds." 

The  day  of  the  picnic. 

No  cloud  marred  the  dawn.  A  clean  concave  of  blue 
seemed  to  promise  a  flawless  day. 

Mr.  Carroll  hauled  him  forth  with  a  growl.  "This  is 
the  deuce  of  an  hour  to  hoist  an  inofiFensive  citizen  out  of 
bed, "  was  his  complaint;  "four-thirty !  Is  there  an  alleged 
scenic  gem  on  earth  that  can  repay  one  for  such  a  jolt  to  his 
constitution  as  getting  up  at  that  hour  ?" 

"It  is  a  long  drive,  I  believe;  and  one  must  work  hard 
for  one 's  pleasure  sometimes.  Come,  Julian !  this  is  your 
own  special  festivity.  It  is  you  who  are  guest  of  honor. 
So  pray  find  your  serenity  before  we  start  lest  you  meet 
with  a  charge  of  ingratitude." 

"I  find  my  serenity  by  working  my  grouch  ofiF  on  you 
before  we  start,"  replied  the  impudent  Julian;  "so  I  am  the 
guest  of  honor  ?  and  Dr.  di  Cesnola  appears  in  the  unac- 
customed character  of  a  *supe*?'* 

Julian  was  talking  with  inattention;  his  thoughts  sud- 
denly running  on  quite  another  tack. 

Dr.  di  Cesnola 's  coat  lay  across  a  table;  and  from  be- 
neath it  peeped  a  rim  of  silver  attached  to  a  breadth  of 
brown  morocco.  It  was  upon  this  that  Julian's  gaze  had 
fallen,  to  take  instant,  cautious  flight  again.  More  than 
once;  many,  many  times,  had  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  grappling 
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with  Julian's  foe, found  in  that  medicine  case, that  was  his 
constant  companion,  the  ammunition  wherewith  to  wage 
effectual  warfare  against  the  incorporeal,  but  vicious 
enemy,  to  which  Mr.  Carroll  was  subject.  Yet  no  sooner 
had  the  sad  ingrate  set  eyes  upon  that  well-known  case 
than  he  designed  larceny  and  called  himself  no  sinner  for 
all  his  contemplated  deed  of  guile. 

It  was  a  poor  ruse  enough,  as  Julian  well  realized,  to 
abstract  something  which  the  physician  could  replace  at 
the  nearest  pharmacy;  but  such  was  Julian's  shrinking 
from  the  appalling  expedient  to  which  Dr.  di  Cesnola 
would  have  recourse,  such  his  acquaintance  with  the 
circumstances  lying  like  a  train  of  gunpowder  to  which 
any  moment  may  apply  the  match,  that  the  poorest  artifice 
was  able  to  find  recommendation.  Mr.  Carroll,  therefore, 
with  no  qualms  of  a  conscience  that  should  have  been  more 
attentive  to  its  police  duty,  seized  an  instant  of  Dr.  di 
Cesnola 's  absence  to  get  the  case  into  his  own  possesion 
and  to  secret  it  with  all  haste.  It  was  done  with  great 
quickness  and  Victor's  almost  immediate  return  found  it 
all  over. 

So  they  set  out.  But  Julian  had  underestimated  the 
strength  of  habit  and  the  extent  to  which  that  particular 
possession,  with  what  it  stood  for,  was  on  Victor  Paul's 
mind.  In  spite  of  Julian's  efforts  to  distract  him,  his 
hand  was  seeking  his  breast  with  the  mechanically 
accustomed  gesture  that  Julian  knew  so  well.  But  the 
fingers  encountered  only  emptiness  and  the  instantaneous 
telegraph  ordered  "stop"! 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  did  stop  with  a  disturbed  look.  "We 
must  go  back!    I  have  forgotten — " 

It  was  with  joy  that,  at  this  crisis,  Julian  saw  Carmino 
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doming  towards  them.  Julian  had  not  mentioned  Car- 
mino's  opportune  arrival  in  the  extremely  sketchy  and 
inaccurate  account  he  had  given  of  his  disposal  of  the 
nomad.  He  had  contented  himself  saying  the  very  least 
with  which  he  could  put  Victor  oflF.  And  he  could  not 
have  easily  accounted  for  Carmino's  subsequent  disap- 
pearance. 

Julian  congratulated  himself  that  on  Dr.  di  Cesnola's 
eyes  springing  to  meet  the  advancing  figure,  surprise  swept 
the  other  matter  from  his  thoughts.  Victor  saw  before  him 
a  man  whom  he  thought  to  be  thousands  of  miles  away, 
as  in  the  usual  course  of  events  he  would  have  been.  "It 
looks  like — it  is — Carmino!"  Victor  exclaimed,  "this  must 
mean — " 

Carmino  came  beaming,  both  hands  outstretched.  The 
good  work  completed  he  had  now  leisure  to  entertain  the . 
pure  joy  of  meeting.  Victor  clasped  the  extended  hands 
with  an  equal  warmth.  Julian  caught  Carmino's  eyes 
and  laying  a  finger  on  his  lips  slightly  shook  his 
head. 

Carmino  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  give  an  account  of  his 
recent  doings  to  the  person  whom  they  chiefly  concerned. 
It  was  by  the  most  fleeting  glance,  a  mere  flicker  of  the  eye- 
lids that  he  indicated  his  comprehension. 

"Shall  I  go  on  and  leave  you  ?"  the  crafty  Mr.  Carroll 
then  inquired. 

But  Victor  answered  "no".  "I  shall  not  have  time  now 
to  listen  to  any  message  Carmino  may  have  in  charge,'* 
he  said;  "if  there  is  anything  of  immediate  importance, 
Carmino  must  come  with  us." 

"  But  sir, "  Carmino  looked  distressed :  "perhaps  I  should 
do  better  to  say  now — " 
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"ff  n^'fuMiiy,  fffjfrak  now«    Mr.  CarrM  is  in  mT  cod- 

i  'itrni ifio  i7lm{ii<mtly  reoounted  the  visit  of  the  foe  to  the 
ili'MTfuf I  Mtrvinghold ;  nor  did  he  omit  to  describe  with  apol- 
offivH,  iiunlMum'n  tafnpcring  with  the  letter.  Dr.  di 
( *vmutlii  tiin*iu\y  informed  and  thereby  armed  against  his 
own  illMplriiMtm*,  MHicI  nothing;  which  Carmino  misunder- 
kIinnI.  "  My  niothctr  wan  «o  terrified,  so  fearful  of  the  result 
of  llmi  fllM(*ovriy,  of  that  visit,  that  she  was  wild.  She 
Umnnl  to  lni«t  Dr.  Snowc— -to  trust  anybody  but  herself  to 
ilo  for  you  nIm*  ciid  in(h*cd  mean  it  for  the  best  as  she  saw 
It."    Thu«  <'iirniino  plead  where  no  pleas  were  needed. 

•'I  kn«>\v  it;  I  understand  it,"  said  Victor;  "but  I  have 
hiHinl  minirthing  of  this  iM'fore  and  I  have  written  to  Gug- 
liolniii.  Thvti'  in  no  fear,  I  think,  that  I  shall  be  too  harsh. 
Hut  thiM  uiuM  not  mvurai^in." 

*'lltul  ytiu  Ihh^u  harsh,  had  you  been  very  angry,  sir,  I 
Mhould  not  liaxr  Imhmi  surprised,"  returned  Carmino.  He 
ttmk  an  t^uvrlt^|>o  fmm  a  poi*ket  and  ga>-e  it  to  Vict<». 
"'^rhU/*  \\t^  Mud,  ''was  in  ohai^  of  the  peasants  in  the 
littk'  uiountain  luHise  and  thev  knew  not  quite  kow  to  send 

U  waji  Or.  SiH^>i\-t'\'t  WHim-hcmrtcd  message  aflv  so  long, 
\x^w^  i\^  its  \k'^tinatiiYi« 
**Y\vu  liaw  Iwt^  th<^re?**  said  Victor  sttipmed. 

MK^x^tx)  \>Hir  tra\4;.    And  at  last  I  find  you. 

(Im'  \^iK)  at  IW  nHHinlain  Had  Ike  ktler  ] 

^^w^  %ii^>  A^ttK^  lv\  j^rt  Jl.    She  wails  fee  tobu  ar!^ 

'')VU(v^  t  .sKaU  be  tkenr  one  aay.^^jpecdbkJl  I%r.  iE 
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not  be  here  today,  Carmino,"  Victor  said  at  last,  "await 
me  at  the  hotel. " 

Carmino's  black  eyes  when  they  mirrored  his  feudal 
lord  became  ever  soft  and  pleading.  "But  sir,"  he  be- 
sought, "I  beg  you  sir — I  fear — "  Perhaps  Julian's 
manifest  sympathy  reinforced  Carmino's  waning  courage. 
"You  should  no  longer  stay  here  so  openly, for  I  fear  they 
— he — is  on  your  track.  I  fear  you  should  go  to  some  remo- 
ter place;  that  here  it  has  ceased  to  be  safe. " 

"Safe,  safe!"  said  Dr.  di  Cesnola  impatiently,  "am  I  to 
hear  nothing  but  that!"  Then  he  stopped.  "You  shall 
tell  me  all  that  this  evening,"  he  resumed;  "just  now  I 
have  no  more  time  to  give  you. " 

Julian  went  straight  over  to  the  opposition.  "I  thor- 
oughly agree  with  you,  Carmino,"  he  remarked;  "Dr.  di 
Cesnola  is  altogether  too  careless  of  his  own  safety.  But 
to-morrow  he  will  go  elsewhere  to  seek  a  safer  asylum. 
He  has  promised.  And  we  shall  find  him  a  place  where  he 
may  be  safe  until  that  enemy  of  his  shall  be  disposed  of. " 

Carmino  beamed  with  hope.  "Is  there  such,  sir?" 
he  asked,  "and  can  that  foe  be  driven  oflF,  disposed  of?" 

"Can  he  ? "said  Julian,  intent  to  prop  his  own  courage  as 
well  as  Carmino's  by  doughty  assertion;  "he  can  and  shall 
be!"  He  laid  a  hand  upon  Victor's  shoulder.  "And 
meantime,  Carmino,  remember  this.  This  is  not  the  man 
they  seek.  Deny  that  it  is  up  and  down,  through  thick  and 
thin.  Never  admit  Dr.  di  Cesnola  *s  identity  with  that  man 
who  died  ten  years  ago. " 

"Never,  sir,"  Carmino  instantly  Tejoined,  "this  is  not 
the  man,  and  who  should  know  better  than  I,  who  knew  the 
other  so  well?" 

Carmino's  ready  falsification  wore  such  an  air  of  in- 
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genious  truth  that,  despite  the  gravity  of  the  aflFair,  both  his 
hearers  were  obliged  to  laugh;  though  Victor  immediate^ 
after  shook  his  head,  not  quite  able  to  sanction  the  suggested 
means. 

"The  perjury  of  silence  we  shall  have  to  resort  to,  I  fear; 
but  I  hope  we  shall  be  able  to  avoid  the  more  active  form. 
And  of  what  use  would  Carmino  's  denial  be,  when  they  can 
and  will  transport  other  witnesses,  equally  able  and  more 
willing  to  identify  the  defendant?" 

"Oh,  wet-blanket  us  if  you  like  and  all  you  like,  so  that 
you  do  your  part  and  remain  silent.  If  one  may  defend 
one's  life  even  by  the  sacrifice  of  another  life,  it  seems  to 
me  that  morality  ought  to  sanction  the  far  less  costly 
weapon  of  perjury.  And  if  morality  does  not,  common- 
sense  and  fraternity  will,  and  I  shall  never  balk  at  it. " 

"Julian,  you  are  a  thorough  partizan  and  a  friend  worth 
ten  thousand  fortunes." 

"With  that  small  tribute  I  am  content.  And,  Carmino, 
meet  us  tonight  outside  the  town.  We  are  bound  to  go  on 
this  expedition  today  and  I  think — ^that  we  are  reasonably 
safe  for  the  present;  and  to-morrow  Dr.  di  Cesnola  will 
keep  his  promise  and  go.  If  anything  should  seem  not  as 
it  should  be,  you  can  give  us  warning  this  evening.  You 
see,"  to  Victor,  "I  assume  my  office  of  director.  Do  you 
assent?  Carmino  must  follow  to  see  which  way  we 
go." 

"You  must  arrange  it  as  you  please. " 

Carmino,  however,  awaited  a  more  direct  permission. 
"Does  my  lord  give  me  leave?"  he  inquired. 

"Yes;  come  with  us,"  Dr.  di  Cesnola  answered  with  the 
brevity  of  a  slight  impatience.  For  Carmino  the  con- 
cession sufficed.    All  his  white  teeth  flashed  into  view* 
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"I  am  glad,"  he  said  simply,  "for  I  have  wished  with  all 
my  heart  to  see  the  beautiful  young  lady.  *' 

Julian  glanced  with  some  doubt  at  the  haughty  Victor. 
Mr.  Carroll  knew  that  he  had  a  constitutional  objection  to 
anything  savoring  of  real  impertinence,  that  he  always 
tolerated  it  with  difficulty;  and  this  had  some  resemblance 
to  the  hated  thing.  But  the  strength,  as  well  as  the  nature 
of  the  peculiar  tie  between  these  natives  of  another  land, 
was  so  far  outside  the  observer's  experience  that  he  could 
by  no  means  follow  its  ramifications.  To  Victor,  Carmino  's 
interest  and  its  open  expression  were  as  a  matter  of  course, 
of  one  with  his  allegiance  to  himself.  Nor  did  he  inquire 
by  what  means  Carmino,  presumably  just  arrived,  had 
become  so  well  informed.  All  that  should  come 
later. 

"You  shall  see  and  know  the  *young  lady*,  Carmino,*' 
said  Victor  kindly,  his  momentary  vexation  put  out  of 
sight.     Carmino  followed  a  few  steps  in  the  rear. 

They  found  the  "young  lady  "at  the  horses'  heads  feed- 
ing them  sugar  and  talking  to  them  in  a  confidential  strain. 
"They  always  expect  it,  you  know,  poor  dears,"  she 
remarked. 

"'Poor  dears,'  indeed,"  said  Julian,  "since  you  are 
bent  on  giving  them  the  toothache." 

"Oh,  yes,  Mr.  Carroll,  we  all  know  the  kind  of  folk  who 
are  ready  to  impute  evil  motives  to  their  friends. " 

Ruth  laid  her  head  caressingly  against  the  nearer  horse, 
which  seemed  not  inappreciative  of  the  distinction.  Car- 
mino gazed  with  a  deep  intentness.  Ruth  encountered  it 
with  a  naive  wonder,  not  lessened  by  his  unmistakably 
foreign  air.  But  Carmino 's  presentation  to  the  lady  of 
his  future   loyalty  must   be  no    unceremonious    affair. 
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To  him  the  observance  took  ahnost  the  unportaaoe  of  a 
rite;  and  Victor  wished  to  please  him.  Yet  he  did  not 
altogether  succeed  when  he  said:  *'Ruth>  let  me  ask  your 
kindness  for  my  foster-brother. " 

The  pride  and  the  assumption  conceived  by  Carmino  as 
rightfully  belonging  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  former  station,  and 
still  his  right,  though  shorn  of  state,  discountenanced  this 
imaginary  brotherhood,  even  while  Carmino  loved  the 
kindness  that  bestowed  it. 

"My  lord  is  too  good,"  murmured  Carmino,  "I  am  his 
humble  servant,  and  your  ladyship  *s. " 

And  even  Ruth  did  not  perfectly  understand.  Close  as 
they  came  by  attraction,  Victor  and  Ruth,  their  respective 
worlds  had  been  at  the  start  very  diverse.  The  idea  Ruth 
received  by  this  rather  deceptive  word  was  not  the  one 
Victor  meant  to  convey.  She  could  only  wonder  that  Dr. 
di  Cesnola  's  foster-brother  should  be  so  very  unlike  himself, 
that  while  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  appearance  was  intellectual 
and  distinguished,  this  new-found  "kinsman"  was  by 
looks  the  artisan,  or  worker  with  his  hands.  It  was  not 
likely  that  a  hint  of  this  should  escape  her. 

She  extended  her  hand,  speaking  a  kindly  word  or  two. 
Not  the  retainer's,  however,  to  accept  the  leveling  hand- 
shake. It  was  with  the  kiss  upon  the  hand  that  he  acknow- 
ledged and  sealed  his  allegiance  to  this  new  object  of  it. 
To  Ruth  this  mode  of  signifying  it,  as  well  as  the  old-world, 
old-time  variety  of  subservience  placed  thus  before  her, 
were  certainly  completely  novel.  She  smiled  and  blushed 
rosily;  but  was  too  tactful  as  well  as  too  sympathetic  to 
speak  an  inharmonious  word,  or  to  make  an  adverse  sign. 
She  had  also  enough  of  the  dramatic  instinct  to  rise  to  the 
need,  unfamiliar  as  it  was.     Never  did  princess  receive  due 
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and  fitting  homage  with  a  more  charming  and  gracious 
condescension.     Carmino  was  enraptured. 

At  this  point  Alicia  appeared,  followed  by  servants  in 
custody  of  several  roomy  baskets  which  they  at  once  stowed 
away  in  the  carriage. 

This  became  Julian's  chance  to  beckon  Carmino  aside; 
obliged  to  question  him,  in  spite  of  a  dread  that  it  might 
better  serve  his  peace  not  to  ask  what  had  been  done  to  the 
prisoner.  "Why,  I  did  nothing  so  bad  to  him,"  Carmino 
replied  with  the  tranquillity  of  a  mind  at  ease;"  who  is  to  be 
too  tender  with  a  spy  ?  I  met  some  countrymen  of  my  own 
who  were  making  their  way  afoot  to  the  sea,  there  to  em- 
bark for  our  own  land.  So  much  as  they  needed  to  know, 
1  told  them.  It  was  enough  and  the  money  I  gave  them 
they  were  pleased  to  get.  The  spy  went  with  them.  And 
a  cuflF  or  two,  or  a  blow — ^to  a  despicable  spy — ^what  are 
they?  He,  too,  will  go  to  the  other  land.  I  assure  you,  sir, 
that  they  entered  into  the  spirit  of  it.  He  will  be  many  a 
long  day  getting  back  and  he  who  sent  him — "  Carmino  *s 
eloquent  hands  devoted  the  emissary  and  his  employer  to 
the  eternal  furies  without  delay. 

"Who  is  to  drive  ?"  Ruth  was  asking,  "or  is  Uncle  Toby 
to  go?" 

"No,  miss, "  Uncle  Toby  answered  for  himself,  "Mistah 
Hawse  is  to  drive. " 

"Yes,  Horace  is  going  with  us,"  Alicia  corroborated. 

"I  thought  Horace  had  declined  to  honor  us  with  his 
company. " 

"He  has  changed  his  mind." 

"Well,"  said  Ruth,  "I  hope  we  shall  be  starting  soon. 
I  think  everybody  else  has  gone  on. " 

",We  shall  catch  up, "  Alicia  replied  tranquilly,  "or  if  we 
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do  not,  it  is  little  matter.    They  will  wait  for  us  at  the 
clearing. " 

They  were  travelling  swiftly  over  the  smooth  dusty  road, 
upon  a  fairly  level  stretch.  Dr.  di  Cesnola's  dark  eyes 
were  roving  absently  over  the  sun-scorched  land.  He 
wore  a  sombre,  even  worried  look. 

"You  are  very  silent,"  said  Ruth,  "and  even — is  any- 
thing wrong?" 

"I  did  not  realize  that  I  had  been  silent,"  replied  Victor, 
upon  whom  Julian 's  trick  was  working  a  degree  of  uneasi- 
ness that  Julian  had  by  no  means  forseen;  else  his  wish  to 
meddle  might  have  been  curbed.  Dr.  di  Cesnola  did  not 
know  that  it  was  a  trick.  He  only  knew  that  he  missed 
what  he  was  so  accustomed  to  have  about  him,  that  to  miss 
it  gave  him  a  deep  discomfort.  "One  is  a  bundle  of  habits, " 
he  remarked,  "interfere  with  a  fixed  habit,  and  one's 
equilibrium  is  upset  at  once. " 

"Is  that  general;  or  do  you  mean  that  your  equilibrium 
has  been  upset?" 

.  "Nothing  to  be  concerned  over,"  said  Victor,  hiding  as 
best  he  could  a  concern  that,  well-founded  or  not,  was  very 
real;  "as  I  said,  one  is  a  bundle  of  habits.  It  is  because  I 
have  forgotten  to  bring  with  me  the  medicine  case  that  has 
never  before  been  out  of  my  possession  for  three  hours  at 
a  time  since  I  have  been  entitled  to  carry  it  that  I — ^am  a 
little  disturbed." 

"I  am  glad,"  said  Ruth,  who  had  been  ready  to  take 
instant  alarm,  "that  it  is  no  worse,"  Medicine  to  her 
sound  youth  was  of  little  account.  "Nobody  is  likelv  to 
be  ill,  I  hope." 

"I  hope  not,  indeed!"  responded  Victor;  "it  is  only  a 
— ^notion."      It  was  much   more  than   a   notion.       It 
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was  his  honor  and  his  pledge.  For  the  first  time — 
as  he  imagined  by  his  own  inexplicable  forgetfulness 
— ^when  had  he  ever  failed  to  have  the  case  in  his  pocket 
before! — he  was  without  means  to  make  that  pledge  good. 
But  was  he  not  secure  in  this  mountain  loneliness  from  the 
net  of  his  foe  ?  and  by  night  he  could  reclaim  his  talis- 
man against  capture. 

"Are  you  sure  that  it  suits  you.  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  to  ride 
backwards, "  Alicia  asked ;  she  occupied  the  rear  seat  alone; 
"I  have  much  more  than  my  own  share  of  space." 

But  Victor  assured  her  that  it  was  no  inconvenience. 

"This  is  a  very  pretty  pair  of  lovers,"  Alicia  thought, 
"artistically  quite  perfect;  and  very  much  absorbed  in  each 
other.  Well,  though  it  is  not  particularly  lively  for  me. 
Heaven  forbid  that  it  should  be  otherwise. " 

Victor  encountered  her  eyes.  "Two  hours  and  a  half 
of  the  three  have  elapsed, "  he  said,  "I  suppose  we  shall  not 
have  a  great  deal  further  to  go  ?" 

"Not  in  the  carriage  at  least.  The  latter  part  of  the  way 
can  only  be  traveled  afoot. " 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  *s  watch  was  in  his  hand.  He  turned  it 
about  several  times  musingly.  It  was  a  remarkably  beau- 
tiful example  of  the  jeweler's  craft,  as  Ruth — though  the 
crest  upon  it  meant  nothing  to  her  save  an  ornate  design — 
had  noticed.  But  she  had  learned  to  be  chary  of  express- 
ing admiration  too  freely  to  the  generous  Victor. 

Dr.  di  Cesnola  was  very  grave.  The  timepiece  had 
been  in  his  possession  for  something  like  twenty  years, 
almost  his  lifetime.  He  was  fond  of  it  as  one  may  be  of 
objects  that,  though  inanimate,  yet  own  character  and 
personality,  or  at  least  obtain  them  by  a  sort  of  reflection. 
Perhaps  he  himself  would  have  found  it  difficult  to  trace  to 
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its  innennost  source  the  impulse  that  led  him  to  detach  the 
watch  from  its  simple  black  guard  and  to  place  it  in  Ruth's 
hand.  It  would  be  laying  too  much  stress  upon  a  nameless, 
formless  foreboding  to  let  it  lead  to  a  disposal  of  worldly 
goods.  And  yet  something  not  unlike  such  an  idea  had 
the  ordering  of  the  action.    "Will  you  accept  it  ?"  he  said. 

Surprised  and  at  a  loss  she  cried :  "But  you  do  not  mean 
me  to  keep  it  ?  " 

"If  you  will,"  he  answered  composedly. 

"But  I  ought  not!    What  shall  you  do  without  it ?" 

"I  might,  perhaps,  get  another  should  I  need  it,  or  rather 
I  mean  to  say,  when  I  need  it.  Ask  Alicia,  your  sister, 
soon  I  hope,  to  be  my  sister,  too.  She  will  advise  that  you 
take  it,  I  am  sure. " 

"Yes,  Ruth,"  said  Alicia, perceiving  his  earnestness  in 
the  request,  and  wondering  at  the  sombreness  of  his  manner; 
"Victor  should  know  best  what  he  wishes.  Accept  more 
gracefully. " 

"Oh,  I  want  to  take  it,"  said  Ruth  ingenuously;  "it  is 
beautiful  and  I  shall  love  to  have  it. " 

"What  is  wrong  with  Dr.  di  Cesnola  ? "  Alicia 's  thoughts 
were  running.  She  saw  a  change  in  him  for  which  she 
knew  no  cause;  but  which  was  marked  and  striking. 
Alicia  was  no  less  keen-eyed  than  Ruth  had  pronounced 
her,  however,  and  she  did  not  fail,  though  it  was  vaguely  in 
the  absence  of  all  connectives,  to  associate  the  manifestation 
with  Ruth 's  unaccountable  behaviour  of  the  last  few  days. 
"Something  is  weighing  upon  him;  but  it  is  no  lack 
of  fondness  for  Ruth,  it  is  plain,  so  one  can  but  hope  it  is 
only  a  passing  shade.  But  is  he  ill  or  only  desperately 
worried  ?  " 

"I  am  always  glad  when  we  are  over  this  portion  of  the 
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road, "  she  said,  "it  is  so  abominably  rough  that  one  is  glad 
to  walk  by  way  of  a  change. 

The  narrow,  rocky  road  was  winding  steeply  up  the 
mountain  side;  and  while  it  bore  the  traces  of  those  vehicles 
that  had  just  preceded  theirs,  it  was  plainly  but  little 
travelled.  Stones  and  hollows  combined  to  toss  the  car- 
riage from  side  to  side;  and  obtrusive  branches  slapped  and 
scratched  along  the  leather  canopy  as  if  in  purest  malice 
However,  they  shortly  arrived  at  the  open  space  where  the 
other  members  of  the  parly  awaited  their  coming  before 
undertaking  the  walk  across  the  hills. 

"Well,  Ruth,"  some  one  teasingly  boasted,  "you  were 
not  first  this  time. " 

"This  part  does  not  score,"  she  answered,  "it  is  first  to 
thefaU." 

Immediately  there  was  a  laughing  scramble  for  prece- 
dence over  the  stony  path.  It  was  with  indignation  that 
Ruth  saw  Julian  go  to  Malvina's'side.  Her  view  concern- 
ing the  obligations  of  friendship  were  very  like  those  once 
enunciated  by  Mr.  Carroll  himself.  But  Mr.  Carroll, 
feeling  slightly  out  of  it,  was  in  no  mood  to  find  his  own 
rules  good  when  applied  to  himself.  He  /elt  quite  entitled 
to  seek  amusement  where  he  could.  He  had  intrepidly 
confessed  to  finding  it  in  Malvina's  caustic  tongue,  and 
they  two  went  on. 
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^IVmoRow  and  to-monow  and  to-motrovrl'' 

*'Ia  THE  desire  to  be  first  too  strong  to  be  resisted?*' 
Victor  inquired. 

"It  does  not  exist  at  all/*  responded  Ruth  who  had 
found  it  easier  perhaps,  to  make  a  pretense  at  living  up  to 
a  reputation  previously  acquired  than  to  explain  that 
primacy  in  that  field  no  longer  appealed  to  her. 

"Then  if  you  will,  let  us  curb  vaulting  ambition.*'  He 
did  not  say  how  deep  was  his  reluctance  to  go  on  at  all,  as  if 
invisible  cords  held  him  back;  but  Ruth  divined  uneasiness. 

"Has  an)rthing  happened?  Have  you  any  cause  for 
alarm,  fresh  cause?" 

"There  is  nothing  new.  But  this  is  a  perfect  day;  and 
you  and  I  are  together  here  as  we  may  not  be  again — ^that 
is,  it  may  not  be  soon  again.  Let  us  hold  every  moment 
and  not  be  in  haste  to  let  it  go.  They  are  precious,  precious, 
the  moments.  It  will  all  pass  too  quickly.  And  there  is 
to-morrow. " 

"But  what  of  to-morrow?** 

"I  have  promised  Julian! — owing  to  his  never-ending 
importunities — to  seek  sanctuary  somewhere  until  defenses 
are  arranged.  To-morrow — deo  volente! — ^I  must  go;  I  have 
promised.     Nevertheless,  I  shall  go  very  unwillingly." 

"Does  Julian  think,"  Ruth  questioned  in  quick  anxiety, 
"that  there  is  danger?" 
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"tf  Julian  imagine  so,  it  is  not  because  there  is,  so  far  as 
I  know,  foundation  for  the  fear.  My  enemy  may  or  may 
not  find  me  here  just  as  he  may  or  may  not  find  me  in 
any  hiding-place  I  may  select.  But  Julian  is  uneasy 
because  he  is  a  strong  ally  who  has  my  interests  at  heart. 

"Then  there  is  nothing  new — ^since  yesterday  ?" 

"Nothing,  Ruth.  You  have  sacrificed  precedence, 
indeed.  We  are  far  in  the  rear.  I/ct  us  stop  here.  This 
is  a  beautiful  view  of  rolling  hills  and  valleys — ^and  broad 
sunshine.  Why  should  one  be  anything  but  cheerful  today 
and  hopeful?  What  a  very  home  of  peace.  What  that 
is  inimical  could  find  a  place  here  ?  If  one  must  find  a 
refuge,  why  not  this  ?  The  idea  is  pleasing,  to  set  up  one's 
roof-tree  in  the  midst  of  these  solitudes.  Wild  and  lonely 
and  remote  from  the  world,  it  should  surely  satisfy  Julian's 
fears. " 

"I  think  it  more  important  that  it  should  satisfy  you." 

"It  would,  but  I  must  have  the  assent  of  the  appointed 
manager  of  my  campaign.  My  defense  is  in  his  hands. 
Does  that  arrangement  seem  good  to  you  ?" 

"Julian  is  to  be  trusted  and  he  will  be  zealous  in  your 
behalf,"  Ruth  replied.  She  had  heard  the  details  of  the- 
"thrilling  encounter"  and  far  from  reprobating  the  law- 
lessness exhibited  had  warmly  applauded  it.  She  was  well 
convinced  of  the  manager's  fitness  for  his  appointment. 
"Julian  will  do  his  best  for  you — and  so  will  my  father 
and  uncle.  With  three  such  resourceful  defenders  you 
will  be  safe.     Oh,  you  must  be!" 

Victor's  eyes  circled  slowly  over  the  roll  of  hill  and 
valley  upon  which  blazed  the  quivering  sunshine.  How 
far  better  endurable  would  be  that  sweet  woodland  solitude 
than  the  peopled  emptiness  wherein  his  life  had  so  long 
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taken  its  way.  But  was  it  substantial,  the  prize  that 
dangled  before  his  eyes  or  only  the  visionary  successor  to 
many  that  had  tantalized  him  before?" 

"It  is  a  dream,  a  mirage!  it  will  never  be!"  tormenting 
experience,  unable  to  believe  good  fortune,  cried  out.  It 
was  Ruth's  gasping  sigh  that  made  him  know  that  he  had 
spoken,  not  merely  thought  the  words. 

She  leaned  against  him.  "You  frighten  me!  What  is 
it?  Something  is  weighing  upon  you.  Tell  me.  Don't 
shut  me  out.     Surely  I  have  a  right  to  know. " 

Victor  kissed  her  quietly,  solemnly.  "  If  there  were  any- 
thing upon  which  I  could  put  a  mark,  anything  real,  I 
should  tell  you.  But  there  is  nothing.  Call  me  a  hypo- 
chondriac. I  should  deserve  it,  that  today  under  a  cloud- 
less sky,  with  all  that  has  hitherto  been  lacking  in  my  life 
come  into  it,  I  should  be  troubled,  haunted,  by  a  shapeless 
dread,  that  will  not  let  me  be  at  peace.  I  am  half  ashamed 
to  tell  you — but  it  all  arises  from  the  fact  that  for  the  first 
time  I  should  have  left,  I  should  have  forgotten,  the  medi- 
cine case  I  have  carried  for  so  many  years. " 

"But  why  is  it  so  important?" 

But  Victor  could  not  tell  her  why  it  had  ever  been  of 
first  importance  and  his  experience  with  Julian  made  him 
chary  of  the  slightest  hint.  "Habit,  Ruth,  habit,"  was 
the  evasive  answer;  "why  I  should  have  forgotten  it  or 
what  I  can  have  done  with  it  I  cannot  imagine.  I  have  no 
recollection.  It  was  not  until  I  had  left  the  hotel  and  had 
proceeded  some  distance  that  I  missed  it.  Then  I  met 
Carmino,  whom  I  thought  thousands  of  miles  away;  and 
again  I  forgot.  That  is  the  whole  story,  and  you  can  see 
how  little  it  amounts  to  after  all.  And  now  shall  we  go 
on  ?    There  is  Julian,  who  beckons. " 
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Julian  was  in  a  merry  mood,  and  if  he  beckoned  it  was 
more  to  tease  than  to  hurry  the  loiterers.  Miss  Traill 
meanwhile  remarked  to  her  escort:  "Dr,  di  Cesnola  and 
Miss  Allis  have  taken  their  time,  but  then  Ruth  is  agreeably 
engaged  in  her  favorite  pursuit. " 

Julian  was  not  slow  to  understand,  but  he  said  :^^  What  is 
that;  picnicking  ?  " 

"Of  course  Mr.  Carroll  does  not  know;  flirting." 

Half-amused  but  still  ill-pleased,  Julian  replied:" To  my 
untutored  eye  it  appears  delightful  earnest. " 

"And  you  have  known  Ruth  for  some  little  time,  too," 
was  Malvina's  calm  rejoinder;  "and  I  never  imagined  it 
was  your  habit  to  keep  your  eyes  shut." 

"You  are  sure  that  it  b  my  eyes  that  are  shut?" 

Malvina's  manner  was  peculiarly  placid;  the  more  dis- 
agreeable the  remark  the  more  gentle  her  utterance.  "  Oh, 
I  have  had  the  advantage  of  Ruth 's  acquaintance  for  some 
years,"  she  observed  conclusively, 

Julian  was  forced  to  a  small  measure  of  defense.  "I 
hope,"  said  he,  "that  the  advantage  has  been  mutual?" 

"It  is  a  mistake  to  be  too  hopeful, "  responded  the  imper- 
turbable Malvina;"Ruth  and  I  neither  aflFect  each  other's 
society  nor  particularly  enjoy  it  when  we  get  it,  if  that  is 
what  you  mean  by  mutual." 

How  could  the  perfectly  informed  Mr.  Carroll  dispute 
this,  especially  as  Miss  Allis,  who  had  now  arrived  was 
frosty  as  bleak  December. 

"You  never  took  so  long  to  walk  that  before,  Ruth," 
Malvina  said  pleasantly.  Ruth 's  head  went  up  an  inch  or 
two,  but  she  ignored  the  gibe.  It  was  with  but  a  wraith  of 
her  old  gaiety  that  she  spoke  instead  to  Julian.  They  now 
looked  full  upon  the  fall  but  a  few  yards  away. 
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"  You  have  seen  our  fall  now,  Mr.  Carroll;  what  have  you 
to  say?" 

Julian  or  anyone  might  have  said  much.  A  mass  of 
tangled  greenery  kept  moist  and  shining  with  an  everlasting 
rain  of  spray,  and  set  with  living  emeralds  by  the  filtering 
sunlight;  the  great  central  gem  of  the  little  cataract  splash- 
ing and  dashing  from  rock  to  rock  tiU  broken  to  a  misfy 
veil  of  brilliants;  the  escaping  stream  rushing  through 
scattered  boulders  down  the  mossy  hillside;  this  was  the 
treasure  for  which  the  hostess  coi^dently  demanded  lau- 
dation. 

Julian,  however,  was  still  Julian;  and  to  be  Julian  was  to 
refuse  the  obvious.  He  adjusted  his  glasses  languidly. 
Glasses  are  such  an  aid  to  impertinence.  **Not  such  a  bad 
little  fall, "  was  his  condescension.  "But  why  am  I  the  only 
person  called  upon  ?  Why  is  not  an  accounting  demanded 
of  Dr.  di  Cesnola  ?  He  has  not  rhapsodized  any  more  than 
I  have.     I  have  no  opinion  of  such  one  sided  games." 

"I  am  ready  for  my  recital — or  to  pay  the  forfeit, "  said 
Victor. 

"Oh,  yes, "  jeered  Mr.  Carroll,  "safely  ready.  What  a 
thing  it  is  to  have  a  pull.  Without  it  I  have  no  sort  of  a 
show. " 

"Mr.  Carroll  is  suffering  very  severely,"  remarked 
Malvina. 

Julian  fell  not  so  easily  before  anybody's  spear.  He 
bowed.  "Thank  you,  Miss  Traill,  for  your  champion- 
ship." 

"You  are  welcome  to  all  I  have  given  you." 

Ruth  was  turning  away.  "Whither  now  ? "  Mr.  Carroll 
demanded. 

"I  must  ask  Alicia  if  she  wants  me,"  Ruth  replied. 
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''She  won't/'  Malvina  put  in,  **she  never  does.  She  is 
better  trained.*' 

But  the  gadfly's  stings  had  for  some  reason  lost  most  of 
their  power. 

"Very  likely  not,"  Ruth  answered  amiably,  "but  I  shall 
ask  her.    Then  do  you  see  that  path,  Mr.  Carroll  ?" 

"That  one  shooting  up  the  mountainside  at  ninety 
degrees?" 

"Mercy!  what  exaggeration!  Anyhow,  up  that  path  I 
intend  to  take  you.  There  is  a  view  at  the  top  over  three 
counties."  Julian  and  Dr.  di  Cesnola  both  signified  their 
acquiescence.  To  Julian's  surprise  Ruth  pointedly  in- 
cluded Malvina  in  the  plan.  In  truth  the  feud  was  begin- 
ning to  lose  its  importance  to  one  feudist  at  least. 
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"Tlie  rest  is  aUenoe." 

The  steep  path  soon  lost  itself  in  fairly  primitive  depths 
of  woods.  The  growth  over  the  rolling  slope  was  densely 
set,  closely  investing  the  path,  at  times  infringing  upon  it, 
as  if  the  trail  were  but  seldom  trodden.  Above,  the  almost 
unbroken  roofing  of  the  trees  was  mottled  thick  with  the 
splotches  of  the  sunshine  that  stole  through  the  leafy  inter- 
stices. Below,  grey-piled  rocks,  mossy  and  fern-fringed, 
and  the  thick  shrubbery,  sank  into  dimness  in  the  shadow 
of  the  overarching  canopy  of  foliage. 

Here  was  pure  nature,  lone,  solemn  and  impressive. 
"This!"  said  Julian,  "is  a  creepy  place." 

Upon  the  tip  of  Ruth's  tongue  was  a  special  note  as  to 
its  creepiness;  but  Julian,  going  on,  imconsciously  put  it 
away.  "I  could  imagine  Indians  here,"  Mr.  Carroll  re- 
marked, "is  it  quite  sure  that  one's  scalp  is  safe?" 

"Now,"  said  Malvina,  "you  have  started  Ruth." 

The  word  "Indian"  brought  a  sparkle  to  Miss  Allis' 
eyes.  "It  is  the  delight  of  my  life  to  imagine  that  they  are 
not  all  gone;  to  fancy  war-paint  and  feathers  peeping  from 
behind  those  bushes.  Our  ancestors  had  much  the  best  of 
it.  They  had  all  the  excitement  and  thrills  that  we 
lack." 

"Imaginary  thrills  do  better,"  said  Malvina,  "than  the 
real  thing;  and  I  doubt  if  Ruth  would  make  any  more  suo- 
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cessful  martyr  than  the  rest  of  us  who  do  not  profess  to  pine 
for  the  return  of  pioneer  days. " 

"How  is  that.  Miss  Allis?"  Julian  asked,  "is  yours  the 
imaginary  courage  that  would  evaporate  with  real  danger  ?" 

"I  am  extremely  brave,  Mr.  Carroll,  and  should  like 
nothing  better  than  a  chance  to  prove  it.  But  the  Indians 
were  such  interesting  old  dears  and  so  charmingly  pic- 
turesque. Think  how  beautifully  they  must  have  diver- 
sified and  adorned  the  landscape  and  fitted  into  it  without 
a  hitch.  Whereas  we  are  so  completely  alien  to  it.  Who 
would  ever  dream  of  painting  us  in  this  scene  ?" 

"Oh,"  said  Julian,  "then  it  is  a  case  of  the  ruling  pas- 
sion?" 

"Perhaps  it  is,"  admitted  Ruth," I  should  love  to  paint 
this,  swarming  with  Indians;  and  with  Natty  Bumpo.  It 
must  have  looked  so  when  Leatherstocking  wandered 
through  here.     I  do  not  believe  it  has  changed. " 

"But  Natty  Bumpo  never  came  as  far  as  this,"  asserted 
Julian,  as  if  he  had  had  first  hand  information  to  that  effect. 

"Oh-h !  to  contradict  me  as  to  that !  Of  course  he  came 
here  with  the  very  last  Mohican  of  them  all.  I  wonder  you 
dare  to  dispute  it. " 

"He  never  did,  did  he.  Miss  Traill?"  asked  the  dispu- 
tant, thinking  the  well-known  antagonism  between  the  two 
would  bring  Malvina  to  his  aid.  But  he  was  disappointed. 
"For  the  honor  of  our  woods,"  said  the  unacconmiodating 
Malvina,  "of  course  I  shall  have  to  affirm  that  Deerslayer 
was  known  to  have  frequented  the  place. " 

The  path  was  a  nearly-continual  ascent,  and  Julian 
needed  all  his  breath  for  the  work  before  him;  and  his  poor 
eyesight  put  him  at  a  disadvantage  that  he  should  have 
balanced  by  an  extra  vigilance  since  he  was  in  the  lead. 
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As  his  visual  limitation  was  a  subject  he  was  chary  of  dis- 
cussing, neither  of  the  two  who  knew  the  place  at  all  real- 
ized his  handicap. 

No  one,  in  the  joy  of  battle,  strangely  enough  not  even 
Ruth,  noticed  that  Dr.  di  Cesnola  took  no  part,  that  he 
came  on  in  utter  silence.  Dr.  di  Cesnola  might  well  have 
sustained  his  part,  if  only  in  gathering  up  and  bandaging 
the  wounded.  But  his  was  the  air,  amid  the  din  of  words 
that  swirled  and  eddied  around  him,  of  one  deaf  by  ab- 
sorption in  matters  of  other  import. 

Unmarred  freshness,  almost  primeval  loneliness,  a  charm 
that  could  appeal  to  the  strain  of  the  original  forest-man 
that  survives  deep  down  under  the  civilized  being,  Victor 
Paul  could  find  pleasure  there.  Yet  it  was  not  pleasure  that 
chained  his  thoughts;  but  wonder  and  weird  familiarity. 
Laurel  bushes  with  polished  leaves  gleaming  with  faceted 
lights;  mottled  rocks  hoary  with  lichens  and  broken  with 
crooked  black  fissures  up  through  which  sprung  the  deep- 
rooted,  trembling  ferns;  the  shaded  depths  of  brown  earth 
and  patchy  green,  with  insects  that  flew  and  insects  that 
crept  or  burrowed ;  and  more  malign  life  that  mingled  indis- 
tinguishably  by  tint  and  mark  with  the  apparent  innocency 
of  its  surroundings.  And,  over,  the  rich  leafage  trans- 
formed by  magic  sunshine  to  showers  of  emerald  and  topaz, 
sighing  with  the  faint  stir  of  some  vagrant  languid  wind. 
A  sweet  and  verdant  Eden,  warm  with  summer  life,  pleas- 
ant-scented with  spicy  woodland  odors  and  vibrant  with 
fluttering  wings.  Why  stole  a  creeping  chill  through  the 
warm,  glimmering  air,  a  breath  of  ice,  as  if  winter  for  one 
moment  intruded,  breathed  one  sigh  and  was  gone  ? 

Never  in  his  life  had  Victor  Paul  seen  that  place  before. 
Had  he?     No!  he  knew  he  had  never  seen   it   before. 
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Strange,  strange,  illusion  so  strong  that  it  could  almost 
impose  belief;  and  that  with  persistence  disputed  what 
reason  knew,  that  he  had  never  seen  this  place  before. 

Mr.  Carroll,  in  full  heat  of  argument,  interrupted  their 
advance.  Between  the  disputants  the  unfortunate  Deer- 
slayer  had  been  driven  hitiier  and  thither  well  over  the 
northern  continent.  The  mere  fact  that  Julian  really 
knew  little  of  the  leatherstockinged  hero,  his  acquaintance 
dating  back  many  years,  abated  nothing  of  his  zeal  to  cir- 
cumscribe his  wandering. 

Now  he  stopped  with  a  suggestive  gesture  of  placing 
hands  over  ears.  "  I  have  some  mercy  on  my  tympanum ! " 
he  cried,  "  I  cannot  out-talk  two.  But  I  am  glad  to  remem- 
ber that  *  the  minority  is  always  right '. " 

"That,"  Ruth  declared,  "is  only  a  roundabout  con- 
fession of  defeat.  Your  flag  is  down.  Woe  to  the  con- 
quered ! " 

"My  flag,"  Mr.  Carroll  proclaimed,  "is  proudly  afloat 
over  my  towers.  But  I  shall  make  this  a  tie  vote.  Dr.  di 
Cesnola,  before  you  answer  me  please  notice  that  I  say  I 
intend  making  it  a  tie.  Now,  that  you  know  what  is  ex- 
pected ofyou,  am  I  not  right  in  saying  that  the  distinguished 
citizen  our  friends  are  making  an  effort  wrongfully  to  claim, 
never  appeared  below  the  forty-second  degree?" 

"The  'distinguished  citizen'?" 

"Certainly,  Natty  Bumpo. " 

"I  am  really  afraid,"  Dr.  di  Cesnola  returned,  roused 
from  abstraction  by  the  halt,  "that  I  have  been  inattentive 
to  your  argument;  and  worse,  I  shall  have  to  admit  that  I 
have  never  heard  of  *Natiy  Bumpo*.  Pray  enlighten  my 
ignorance. " 

"Oh,  pshaw!"  exclaimed  Julian,  "never  mind  your 
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ignorance.  That  is  not  the  question.  I  gave  you  cue 
enough  when  I  mentioned  the  forty-second  parallel.  You 
should  have  accepted  it  to  affirm  that  his  per^rinations 
were  limited  thereby,  whether  you  knew  him  or  not.  It 
was  a  question  of  friendship.  But  I  forswear  friendship  as 
a  dependence.  I'll  do  my  fighting  unaid^.  See  here; 
ladies  fair  (and  unfair)  it  is  like  this  that  his  meanderings 
ran. 

Deeply  earnest  in  his  whimsey,  as  ever,  Julian  brought 
out  note-book  and  pencil.  In  the  lightning  swiftness  of  an 
instant  all  was  changed.  The  note-book  was  flimsy  and 
unmanageable.  That  he  might  place  it  on  his  knee  he  sat 
quickly  down  on  a  rock — ^fair  and  smooth  and  treacherous. 
Pitifully  unconscious,  he  was  in  the  shadow  of  death.  Both 
girls  shrieked.  For  Victor  Paul  the  curtain  rolled  back; 
the  hidden  was  revealed;  the  setting  was  complete.  But 
there  was  no  shadow  of  hesitation;  an  instant  would  have 
sealed  Julian 's  fate. 

A  generous  impulse  of  protection  quicker  than  thought, 
and  Victor  flung  himself  between  Julian  and  that  hideous 
shape  of  death.  He  tried,  no  doubt,  to  avert  the  lethal 
stroke  from  himself  as  well.  But  a  slight  slip  made  his 
grasp  fall  short  upon  the  coil,  while  it  brought  him  too 
surely  within  reach  of  the  blow  that  would  have  fallen  on 
the  other.  The  burning  sting  was  in  his  flesh.  Too  late 
he  flung  the  horror  from  him.  It  slipped  into  a  crevice 
and  was  gone.  But  that  which  it  left  in  its  wake  was 
unalterable. 

Victor  got  to  his  feet.  It  was  too  sudden,  loo  swiftly  over 
to  be  at  once  comprehended  for  all  it  meant.  It  was  as  if 
his  mind  was  mechanically  set  in  motion  to  look  backwards. 
He  stood  pressing  a  himdkerchief  to  the  tiny  smarting 
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wound  just  under  the  ear.  The  past  had  swept  before  him 
rolling  forward  to  this  moment.  The  truth  came  to  him. 
Fulfillment.  And  yet  the  time  had  not  been  long;  but  long 
enough  for  the  whole  compass  of  his  life  to  pass  by»  a  pano- 
rama seen  from  an  eminence. 

Julian  had  barely  gathered  himself  up.  He  had  been 
roughly  thrown  from  his  seat.  His  glasses  dangled  to  the 
end  of  their  string.  He  had  received  the  supreme  gift,  but 
in  spite  of  all  that  might  have  informed  him  he  did  not 
understand.     He  too  got  to  his  feet. 

"That  was  a  violent  assault,"  he  remarked,  faint  dis- 
pleasure in  his  tone.  But  no  one  thought  to  answer  the  man 
who,  dragged  from  such  a  verge,  questioned  the  means. 
His|  recovered  glasses  showed  him  three  death-pale  faces; 
Dr.  di  Cesnola  pressing  a  handkerchief  to  his  neck;  and 
Ruth  and  Malvina  transfixed,  gazing  at  him,  frozen  horror 
in  their  eyes. 

"What  is  it  ?    What  has  happened  ?  "  cried  Julian. 

"Will  no  one  tell  me  what  is  wrong!"  he  passionately 
besought. 

Malvina,  with  least  at  stake,  was  first  to  recover  from 
benumbment.  "It  was  a  snake!  It  has  bitten  him! 
Not  a  moment  must  be  lost !  Hurry,  Dr.  di  Cesnola,  hurry ! " 
she  was  now  awake  to  the  needs  of  the  case.  "The  others 
— ^they  must  be  told;  some  of  them — ^Horace — ^will  know 
what  to  do — ^they  may  have  something — ^but  hurry, 
hurry — " 

She  tarried  no  longer,  but,  turning,  sped  back  over  the 
path  just  traversed. 

Julian  shivered  violently.  "A  snake!  that  queer  noise  ? 
It  would  have  bitten  me,  but  you  have  saved  me  at  the  cost 
— oh,  this  is  too  frightful!" 
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"Oh,  don't  wait,  don't  talk!"  Ruth  burst  in;  "Julian 
don 't  let  him  delay — ^we  must  get  to  the  others — ^Alicia — 
Horace — ^they  may  have  something — a  stimulant — " 

Mechanically  Julian  followed  her  lead  to  lay  hold  of  Dr. 
di  Cesnola  's  other  arm  to  urge  him  forward.  But  he  b^an : 
"You  have  medicines " — ^with  the  words  returned  the  mem- 
ory of  his  own  action  of  the  morning  that  robbed  them  of 
their  truth.  His  grasp  dropped,  he  staggered.  "I — ^took 
it — the  medicines — ^you  know  why — danmed  fool  and  med- 
dler that  I  am!    It  is  I  who  have  killed  you!" 

Utterly  surprised  by  this  simple  clearing  up  of  the  mys- 
tery that  had  troubled  him,  Dr.  di  Cesnola  could  only  ex- 
claim: "You  took  it!" 

"I — ^this    morning,"  Julian    heart-brokenly   groaned, 
"you  know  why!    Oh,  God,  it  is  I  who  have  killed  you!" 

"I  am  not  dead  yet,  Julian,"  said  Victor  Paul;  but  even 
as  he  spoke  cold  waves  seemed  to  come  up  about  him, 
beating  almost  head-high.  If  he  felt  any  resentment  over 
the  trick  that  seemed  likely  to  be  dearly  paid  for,  in  the 
face  of  Julian's  burning  remorse,  he  could  only  pass  it 
without  rebuke.  But  not  so  Ruth.  Her  mind's  eye, 
flashing  along  the  future  in  prophetic  gaze  in  search  of 
what  might  be,  beheld  its  stretch  an  empty  desolation. 
What  wonder  that  Julian's  sin  so  trifling-seeming  at  the 
conmiission,  but  in  consequence  so  disastrous,  should  look 
beyond  forgiveness;  or  that  her  despair  should  start  to  tell 
him  so  in  bitter  terms.  She  was  too  much  out  of  herself 
to  consider  mercy.  Julian  already  abased  to  the  dust, 
pould  have  found  never  a  syllable  for  self-defense.  It  was 
Victor  who  interceded. 

"Don 't,  dear,  don't!  It  is  hard  enough  for  Julian  as  it 
is.    And  it  is  very  possible  that  nothing  in  the  case  could 
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affect — ^the  result.  I  do  know  why  Julian  took  it.  It  was 
from  a  good  motive,  not  an  evil  one,  believe  me.  Some  day 
— ^he  will  tell  you  why. " 

Julian  understood  too  well  what  the  leave  foresaw,  the 
only  circumstance  that  would  make  it  valid.  It  wrung 
from  him  a  frenzied  groan.  "You  are  giving  up — ^tarrying 
— wasting  time ! "  he  began  incoherently  to  reproach  as  ever 
when  his  high-strung  nerves  gave  way  to  sick  excitement. 
It  was  as  much  for  Julian 's  own  sake  as  for  aught  else  that 
Dr.  di  Cesnola  spoke  to  him  sternly : 

"Julian,  calm  yourself.  That  can  do  no  good.  We 
have  lost  but  a  moment,  I  shall  not  throw  away  any  chance. 
I  shall  do  my  best  to  hve.  But — if  it  shall  turn  out  other- 
wise— ^well — even  this  is  better  than  the  way  you  so  hated. 
You — I — ^will  be  saved  that.  Though  I  own  that  I  should 
never  have  chosen  this  way ! " 

The  strong  courage  that  had  sustained  him  gave  way  to 
a  convulsive  shudder  that  shook  him  from  head  to  foot. 
So  much  he  yielded  perforce  to  the  flesh.  The  spasm  was 
quickly  conquered.  But  not  before  its  dagger-stroke  of 
pain  had  gone  through  the  two  who  held  him  dear. 

"Oh,  hurry,  hurry!"  Ruth  urged  in  a  strangled  voice. 
Their  pace  was  already  breathless  down  that  steep  hill, 
but  they  forced  a  fiercer  effort.  Could  Ruth  and  Julian 
ever  get  from  mind  that  nightmare  rushing  down  that  slant, 
the  speed  breakneck,  but  despair  still  keeping  step!  It 
was  an  experience  to  haunt  future  dreams! 

Whatever  he  felt  within  him  as  to  its  use,  Victor  re- 
sponded to  their  spur.  He  would  do  his  best  to  second 
them.  His  tone  broken  by  their  haste,  he  spoke:  "This  is 
hard  for  you — ^to  see — ^to  bear — ^but — ^you  must  let  me  say 
it — remember  that — I  call  it  just!     *A  life  for  a  life'! — ^I 
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never  expected  to  escape  the  full  payment — of  my  debt— 
for  the  first  time — ^I  feel  that  I  am  forgiven — yes — ^whatever 
shall  come  of  it — life  or  death !  '* 

"Oh — ^hush — don't!"  groaned  the  beneficiary  of  the 
supreme  benevolence,  "it — ^must  not — come  to  the  worst. 
It  shall  not!  There  is  Horace — ^Alicia — ^thank  Heaven! 
They  will  know  what  to  do!  I  don*t  give  up,  I  won*t!  It 
shall  not  be!'' 

Victor  Paul  made  no  response  to  Julian's  puny  defiance 
of  fate.  For  himself  he  had  none  to  offer.  What  must  be 
would  be.    Who  could  stay  it  with  defiant  word ! 

Did  he  who  had  thought  he  hated  life,  find  the  receding 
gift  taking  on  a  value  ?  Did  what  he  must  leave — if  the 
dark  path  opened  before  him — ^look  suddenly  beauteous, 
attractive,  fair  fruit,  but  never  his  to  gather!  Was  his  still 
the  losing  part  to  the  very  end  ?  Courage !  the  darkest  hour 
b  but  a  passing,  fleeting  thing,  gathered  with  sure  speed 
into  time 's  arms  of  oblivion. 

Already  there  was  liquid  fire  in  his  veins,  racing  with  a 
thunderous  sound,  to  shrivel  his  texture  with  darts  of 
flame.  The  woods  wavered  in  a  golden  haze.  Dream 
woods,  spectral,  dim.  Stay!  was  this  again  the  dream, 
the  dream  of  that  morning  long  past — only  the  dream! 
No!  no!  it  was  the  dream  made  reality  at  last,  fulfillment, 
complete.  Life,  light,  the  visible  world,  were  sinking  to- 
gether into  an  abyss. 

"The  beU!"  murmured  Victor  Paul;  "the  beU!- 
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